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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’ve got photos.” 
 
    Jenny looked at Sam Harder. She kept her eyes steady, but she wanted to cry. She had suspected, but to be proved right…she wanted to be wrong. 
 
    “Let’s see the photos,” Jenny’s voice didn’t quiver, though her heart was broken. 
 
    Sam was a thin, scrawny sort. The kind one didn’t normally trust. He had a pinched face, narrow eyes, and a petulant whine for a voice. He held out a 9 by 12 envelope. His fingers were bitten to the quick. 
 
    Jenny took the folder. She was a young woman, 25, and quite the looker. Her boobs were large and luscious, and she had a wasp waist. Her ass was round and soft looking. Her face was oval with round lips. 
 
    Sam, bastard that he was, was sporting a hard on behind his desk. 
 
    Harder has a hard on, he chuckled to himself. 
 
    Jenny opened the envelope and spilled the pictures onto the desk. She picked them up and flipped through them one at a time. 
 
    Johnny welcoming a woman at the front door of their house. The welcome consisted of a might hug. 
 
    The next picture had the woman kissing his cheek. 
 
    Then Johnny put an arm around her. She was laughing, pinching his cheek. 
 
    They walked into the house. From behind she could the woman had quite the figure. 
 
    The shutting, but just before it closed all the way Jenny could see Johnny hugging the woman. 
 
    A second batch of pictures, kept separate by a paper clip. 
 
    The woman leaving the house. Again with the hugs. 
 
    The woman walking down the walkway, getting into an expensive car. 
 
    Jenny sat in shock. She wondered who the woman was. She wondered if Johnny had bought the car for her. 
 
    Dully, she asked, “Who’s the woman.” 
 
    “Evelyn Forest. Goes by the name of Eve.” 
 
    Jenny snorted, Eve. The original sinner. 
 
    “She lives in Lakeview. Got a house on the lake, seems to be rich, but I’ll need further authorization before I can go looking deeper.” 
 
    Jenny felt a tear squeezing out of an eye. She loved Johnny, and now he does this to her. 
 
    She wanted to know more about this woman. She wanted to find out who she was, what she did, and how she had met Johnny. 
 
    She wanted to know how long they had been seeing each other. 
 
    “I want to know more, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Sam the weasel’s mouth twisted in a sly grin. His eyes glimmered. 
 
    “I want to know how long this has been going on. Can you find that out?” 
 
    “A week,” said Sam. He seemed to hav e a built in sneer on his thin lips. “Gimme a week.” 
 
    “Done.” 
 
    Jenny gathered up the photos and left shortly after that. 
 
    As soon as she was gone Sam snickered. He opened his desk drawer and took out another envelope. This had all the information she had requested. But she had money, and Sam wanted more of it. Bitch was hooked but good. 
 
    Sam laid out the photos and documents and began writing a report. As soon as he was done with that he would go out and party for a week, then he would turn over the report and make enough money to party for another week. 
 
    Sam snickered again as he wrote down the damning words. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, babe!” Johnny kissed Jenny a big smacker. 
 
    She tried to grin naturally. “”You seem to be in a good mood.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. things are looking up. How were things at the hospital?” 
 
    Jenny walked past him, heading for the bedroom. She hoped he wouldn’t follow her, but he did. 
 
    “They were okay.” 
 
    “Any new and ground breaking operations?” 
 
    Jenny was a plastic surgeon, and Johnny was always curious about her procedures. He said all the things she did sounded more like science fiction. 
 
    “Not a one. Just made a woman’s breasts bigger.”  
 
    She talked to talk, to keep her mind off the terrible photos she had in her purse. 
 
    “Porn star big? Or just a little bigger.” 
 
    Actually, she hadn’t had any operations today. She had a meeting with a skunky sort of a Private Investigator. A PI. But she made up a story just to keep talking, to keep her mind off her tragedy. 
 
    “Porn star big. She wants Chyna 2000 implants. And she wants bigger nipples. She even wants her booty built up.” 
 
    Johnny chuckled. “It always amazes me. These women wanting to be bigger.” 
 
    Jenny turned to him, kept her bitterness from showing. “So you wouldn’t want a bigger cock?” 
 
    “I would if I could do it safely, I suppose. But, why? Do you want me to have a bigger cock?” 
 
    She took off her blouse and hung it up. 
 
    Johnny moved in and hugged her, put his lips on hers. 
 
    She felt like crying, like screaming. Instead, she pushed him gently away. “Not today, Johnny. I feel real tired.” She put on a sloppy, old hoody. 
 
    “Aw, that’s too bad. Can I do something? Give you a back rub? Get you some soup and crackers?” 
 
    “No,” she said, swapping her skirt for sweat pants. “I just want to laze around tonight. I’ll probably sleep or something.” 
 
    “Well, okay. But if there’s anything I can do?” 
 
    “I’ll let you know.” She sat down and started taking off her make up. She didn’t want to give Johnny any excuse to bone up or pester her. 
 
    Johnny watched her for a second, and she watched him peripherally in her vanity mirror. 
 
    He was handsome. He was slender, but wiry. His face was a gentle oval with full lips. He wore his hair long, and…and she almost sobbed for how he had hurt her. 
 
    At last, Johnny left the room. She heard him turn on a football game int he entertainment room. 
 
    She bent her head slightly and the tears poured out. Her back rippled as she sobbed. Why…why had he done this to her? 
 
      
 
    It was a long week for Jenny, and every day was an exercise in how to avoid Johnny without letting him know what she knew. Every day she made an excuse. She didn’t feel well. She had a headache. That old stand by…she had her period. 
 
    Johnny was very understanding. 
 
    Of course he was. He was playing super polite because he had a dread secret he was hiding. He was having an affair and didn’t love her anymore. 
 
    It was terrible. It was awful, and to top if off, on Thursday, the day before she was to see Sam Harder again, he smiled, smirked, actually, and said, “You know, things are going well, and I might have a big surprise for you next week. 
 
    She almost died. A big surprise. Yeah. Right. Like a divorce. An ‘I don’t love you’ delivered like a punch in the face. 
 
    She smiled. It was a sickly smile, but he didn’t notice. “Oh, really?” 
 
    “Really.” And he chortled while he at his hot dogs and mac and cheese. 
 
      
 
    Jenny walked up the stairs. It was a decrepit building in downtown LA. Used to be fancy, but each gentrification, and there had been four during the life of the building, seemed to pass it by. 
 
    Now there were high rise apartments two blocks over, blocking the sunlight and making this part of town darker and danker. Past that was the endless sprucing up of the sports center. 
 
    On the other side of San Harder’s building was the endless streets of the homeless. 
 
    She reached the second floor and walked down a mildewy hall to his rather scabby door. She knocked. 
 
    “Come in.” His scrawny voice sounded like some kind of tin horn. 
 
    She entered and, once again, took note of his shabby environment. 
 
    Wallpaper instead of paint. Wood floors that were shiny, but buckled and warped. A painting of a nude over a sprung couch. The nude would have been sexy in the fat fifties. 
 
    “Have a seat,” Sam indicated the wooden chair in front of his desk. 
 
    It was uncomfortable, but she sat and looked at him. “Do you have any information for me?” 
 
    “I got lots, but I really should charge you more.” 
 
    Jenny knew he was going to try this; he was just that kind of guy. 
 
    She didn’t bother fighting it. She pulled out a couple of hundreds and put them on the desk. 
 
    Sam stared avariciously. He licked his lips. Could he get more? 
 
    Jenny cleared her throat, and he decided he was good to go. He reached into his desk and pulled out an envelope filled with photos and documents. He slid it across to her. 
 
    She opened the envelope and began flipping slowly through the material. Sam summed it up as she looked. 
 
    “She ain’t got much of a record. Showed up a year ago. Telephone records indicate she contacted him right away. They been on a regular dime for the whole year.” 
 
    She looked at a print out of a telephone bill. She recognized Johnny’s phone number circled again and again. The call were to the same number every time. 
 
    “I pics there of them meeting, and it looks like they really wanted to keep it off the record.” 
 
    Jenny saw them from an odd angle, her hands over his in the back corner of a coffee shop. Them leaning together, thick as thieves. 
 
    They were in a car, huddled close together. At one point hugging. 
 
    “I got her name, Evelyn Forest.” 
 
    Jenny already knew that. 
 
    “I can find out more, but I’d have to dig deeper into him. And it could get a bit pricey.” 
 
    But Jenny had enough. She had the evidence. She had enough to file for divorce, and her heart was breaking. 
 
    But, more important, her mind was breaking. 
 
    She loved Johnny. All her heart. And that he could do this to her…it was wrong. It was bad. It was…and something deep and dark and insidious formed inside Jenny’s heart. 
 
    The hurt she had suffered was too much. She was drowning. Her mind was shrieking on all fronts. 
 
    That was the moment that she knew she was going to have to do something. She was going to have to do a little pay back. 
 
    Johnny had hurt her enough, and now it was his turn to hurt. 
 
      
 
    That evening Johnny came home early, and he was bubbling. He was chuckling and laughing and chortling and…Jenny had never seen him in such a good mood. 
 
    Normally, she would have shared it with him. But now she was hurt. And she was hiding it. And she was keeping a straight face, and even her emotions were displayed cheerfully. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” he said, taking down the bourbon and making himself a Coke High. “I have got the greatest surprise…you’re going to love it.” 
 
    She smiled, and acted curious, and perhaps she was honestly curious, under the carefully suppressed pain. 
 
    “Really?” What is it? Divorce papers? You gonna serve me papers and kick me out? she thought. 
 
    “I can’t tell you anything. Not yet. But this Monday…I am going to rock your world!” 
 
    Yeah, she thought. Rock me with a lawyer and a heaping helping of pain and torment. Thanks, Johnny, you son of a bitch! 
 
    “This sounds interesting. Let me make you another drink.” 
 
    Jenny put ice cubes and Coke in a tumbler. Her purse was on the counter and she reached into it and pulled out a vial of small, white pills. She took one pill, ground it up on the counter with a spoon, and poured the tiny granules into his drink. Then she added bourbon and brought it to him. 
 
    All the while Johnny had been smugly congratulating himself. “How I pulled this off i don’t know. Maybe God does love somebody besides drunks and idiots. Oh, I can’t—thnk you, honey—wait.” 
 
    He tilted the glass and drank freely. 
 
    Jenny smiled. “Well, you’ve certainly got me in curiosity. I can’t wait.” 
 
    They talked for a few minutes more, then Johnny put one hand to his forehead. “Wow. I just got a little woozy.” 
 
    “Too much excitement. That secret you’ve got is too much. Let me help you to bed.” 
 
    “Bed? I’m not tired…” his legs wobbled a bit as she helped him stand up. 
 
    “Nonsense, Johnny. You’ve been working too hard, and now I’ve got to take care of you.” 
 
    There was double meaning in her words, but her mind was keeping everything tamped down. 
 
    She walked him down the hallway. 
 
    “Man, I never felt like this. I feel hot.” 
 
    They stumbled down the hallway, him leaning on her more and more. She put a hand to his forehead. “You do feel a little warm. But that’s okay. I’ve got some perfectly wonderful medicine and we’ll have you right as rain in no time at all.” 
 
    Johnny nodded, tripped, was held up, and they turned into the bedroom. 
 
    “I just feel so woozy.” 
 
    Jenny got him onto the bed. His head was lolling back and forth and she began undressing him. She pulled off his shirt, his tee shirt. She drew down his pants, and underpants. 
 
    He lay on the bed, naked, interestingly, the pill she had given him had resulted in him having a nice, big boner. 
 
    Now, though he was still semi-conscious, Jenny spoke freely. She didn’t care if he heard her now. He had hurt her enough, and it was time for the pay back. 
 
    She went into her office and opened her doctor’s bag. She took out a  couple of syringes and several bottles. Two of the bottles were near gallon size. 
 
    She walked back into the bedroom. 
 
    John lay on the bed. He was stoned like he couldn’t believe. He could hear everything, but he could only be an observer. His mouth wouldn’t work, wouldn’t form any words. His tongue felt like a bag of jello and would follow no orders. 
 
    His eyes rolled back and forth in the sockets, taking things in, but unable to truly focus on anything. 
 
    He was truly fucked up, but he didn’t know why. 
 
    Jenny leaned over him. “Hello, honey.” Her voice was strange. It was hollow and somehow mean. Vindictive. 
 
    “Harur…” he mumbled, trying to figure out why his tongue was so mixed up. 
 
    “I know about your girlfriend.” 
 
    He blinked. All he heard was girlfriend. His mind couldn’t decipher any other words, and he lacked any sort of context or meaning. 
 
    “You’ve hurt me, Johnny. And now it’s time for you to feel a bit of what you gave me.” 
 
    Johnny didn’t understand. He would remember bits and pieces later, but it made no sense to him. All he knew was that his wife was hurt, and he wanted to make it better. But his mind couldn’t conceptualize what had happened to his wife, let alone what he could do about it. 
 
    Jenny began sticking needles into johnny. His sense of time was skewed and it felt like she was tickling him. He felt things going out of control, whispers into the joints of his body. 
 
    He felt a prick in his prick, or maybe that was his balls, and then he felt sledge hammer pain down there. 
 
    She worked on his chest for a long time. And he felt like a balloon. He felt like he was swelling up and floating. 
 
    Then she turned him over and it felt like she was spanking his ass. He thought that was funny because he wasn’t into pain. 
 
    Of course, this didn’t feel like real pain. Except for whatever she had done to his nuts, of course. 
 
    This felt like…it was…giggly tickly. 
 
    Then he felt a shock in his nipple, and his nipple started to float. 
 
    Then the other nipple. 
 
    And all the time Jenny muttered things. 
 
    Let’s see how you like it! 
 
    Your girlfriend won’t love you anymore once she gets a look at you… 
 
    It’s new wardrobe time, Johnny. 
 
    Eventually, Johnny went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Johnny groaned, was aware that he groaned, wondered why he was groaning. 
 
    Encroaching awareness told the tale. He hurt. He was sore. And he felt like he had drunk moonshine for a week. His throat felt like he had been gargling moth balls. 
 
    He moved his body a little, and his muscles protested. 
 
    He raised his head, gulped, and whispered, “Jenny?” His voice sounded high and whispery. His voice box felt like somebody had karate chopped it. 
 
    There was no sound in the house. 
 
    He had to move. He might be hurting, but laying there was not going to solve the problem. He had to get up and move. 
 
    He moved his hand a little pulled the sheets to one side. Pulled again, and again, and the sheet slowly was slid across his body. 
 
    He tried to raise his arms, but they were tied down. He struggled, but he was weak. And his chest hurt. And his ass. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He lay, gasping, for a moment, thinking about the night previous. He had come home so happy, then…he had drunk something…he must have drunk a lot more and passed out. 
 
    He grunted and tried to sit up, but his arms being secured to his body stopped him. 
 
    He opened his legs and tried to put one over the side of the bed, but his ass hurt so much. 
 
    What the fuck was going on. 
 
    “Jenny?” His voice sounded so high, and it hurt. “Jenny?” 
 
    He was a little louder, not much, but he heard the sound of somebody in the hall. 
 
    “Jenny?” 
 
    “Hi, honey! You’re awake.” She stood in the door frame and watched him. She leaned against the jamb and her arms were crossed. Her lips were pursed but smiling. 
 
    “What’s happening to me?” he croaked. Damn, his voice was high! 
 
    Jenny sauntered across the bedroom and stood over him. “I made a few adjustments, honey. To your body.” 
 
    “To my body? What…what…?” 
 
    He stopped talking and stared at her. 
 
    “Well, let me show you.” 
 
    She pushed the remaining sheet off him and grabbed both legs and pulled him sideways. 
 
    “OWWW!” It felt like his muscles were ripping. 
 
    She giggled. “Don’t be such a sissy!” 
 
    She pushed down on his legs and pulled up on his arms. His arms were stuck to his body, so his head went back a little. 
 
    Something was on the side of the bed. It felt like a big, hard pillow, and he rolled over it, then was actually sitting on the bed. His chest hurt, and it felt like it was bouncing. He brought his head forward and stared. 
 
    Across the room there was a mirror on the wall. He saw himself, and his mouth, such as it was, opened in shock. 
 
    Sitting on the bed, himself, was a woman. But the women had giant tits on her chest. Her ass was wide, but her waist was thin. She had lips that made Angelina Jolie’s look thin. 
 
    Her arms were tied down, the wrists in loops that were attached to a weird sort of belt. 
 
    Her hair was puffed out in a feminine style. 
 
    And he realized…it was him. 
 
    And he was made up. His eyes garish and his lips red. 
 
    And he had long, dangly earrings on. 
 
    “What…what…” he blubbered, tears starting to come from his eyes. 
 
    “I tied your arms down because you’re not supposed to raise them for a couple of weeks. Not until the implants have settled in. 
 
    “Bu…but…” 
 
    “Your legs feel a bit stiff because I implanted some wonderful butt cheeks.” 
 
    “Why…why…” 
 
    “And I worked on your face a bit. I used liposuction on your body, and I adjusted your face. Very delicate work, that, and it took me a lot of hours. 
 
    “And the make up is permanent. 
 
    “And aren’t your earrings wonderful?” 
 
    Johnny looked at his chest. The nipples were standing out, and it was obvious that she had done something to them, too. 
 
    “But the real problem was shaving your larynx. Normally I would have had you in the hospital to do such fine work, but considering the circumstances, I did the best I could.” 
 
    Johnny was in shock. Now he understood why his throat hurt. Now he knew why he couldn’t raise his hands, and why his chest felt so…floppy. 
 
    He laid back, over that hump, which was butt implants, and passed out. 
 
    “The amazing thing is that I was able to do all this without leaving any scars, or much bruising…oh, did you go to sleep?” 
 
    She patted his thigh, which was stretched over the bed, and left the room. 
 
      
 
    Johnny woke and knew he had been dreaming. Enhanced chest and butt, shaved throat, his face altered…it was all a dream. 
 
    Then he tried to move, and knew it wasn’t a dream. 
 
    He didn’t hurt as much, but he still hurt. 
 
    “You’ve been sleeping too long. I gave you a wake up calla nd some pain killers. Come on, Johnny. Time to get moving. You don’t want to be a slug-a-bed all your life, right?” 
 
    Jenny giggled as she gripped his fastened arm and whelped him sit up. 
 
    Johnny felt like he had been swaddled in cotton. The world was dull and fuzzy. He was a computer programmer, and a bicyclist, and he liked to go drink beer with his friends. 
 
    What was going to happen to him now? 
 
    He looked down at his fingers and realized that Jenny had been decorating him some more. He now had long, red fingernails. 
 
    He could still type with the fingernails, but…could he even ride a bike? With this big roll of implant in his cheeks? Could he ever see his friends again? Looking like this? 
 
    Jenny helped him up. 
 
    “It looks like your throat has swollen a little. That’s to be expected. I wouldn’t try talking right now. Maybe tomorrow.” 
 
    She stood him up and he looked at himself again in the mirror. 
 
    Yep. He had been transformed into a bimbo. He had a huge ass, huge tits, and his face was fat-lipped and the make up was garish. 
 
    And it was permanent. He remembered that. 
 
    “I’ll undo your hands when you want. Now that you’re awake you won’t want to hurt yourself by raising your hands too high. We do want you to have a bit of freedom of motion; we don’t want your muscles to not be able to raise.” 
 
    Jenny undid the velcro and his hands were suddenly free. And weak. 
 
    Of course he was weak. He had been drugged, and brutalized, and…he was weak. 
 
    She held a chemise for him, slipped it over his shoulders and put his arms through the sleeves. 
 
    Johnny didn’t fight it. He was still in shock. 
 
    “My, aren’t you pretty?” 
 
    He looked balefully at her. He was starting to think now, and his first thought was ‘why had she done this to him?’ 
 
    She helped him cross the bedroom and walk down the hall. 
 
    “Now, we’re going to have to get you some heels. You’re going to love high heels. You get to look down on the world.” 
 
    He walked, and his chest bounced. And it hurt. He stopped. his mind was quickening now. “Chest hurts,” he managed to whisper. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! You need a bra! Just stay here for a second.” 
 
    She left him leaning against the wall and ran back to the bedroom. She returned a few seconds later with a bra. 
 
    “It’ll be small, but it’s the biggest one I have. I’ll go shopping later. And speaking of shopping, aren’t we going to have fun? We can go buy sexy clothes together.” 
 
    Johnny gulped as she took off the chemise, put on his bra, then refitted the chemise. 
 
    The bra was a terrible fit. It was too tight around the chest, and it was too high. 
 
    Jenny loosened the shoulder straps and said, “We might need something to extend the back strap. This is awfully tight. Your chest is simply too wide. That’s why I had to put such large breasts on you.” 
 
    Johnny gulped, it hurt, and he nodded. 
 
    She helped him into the kitchen and sat him down at the table. 
 
    “I’ll fix you a little breakfast.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Don’t try to talk. Your larynx is going to be sore.” 
 
    He pantomimed drinking, and pointed at a bottle of Coke on the counter. 
 
    “Of course,” she responded. She poured ice into a glass, then dribbled Coke into it. “Drink just a little, and take your time. You’ll probably be able to talk after this, at least a little bit, but try not to talk too much.” 
 
    He took the glass and sipped gently. Oh, God. Nectar. The cold soothed his throat, and the syrup was like cough medicine. 
 
    But he didn’t try to talk. He did pantomime talking into a cell phone. 
 
    Jenny was confused at first. Then she realized that a cell phone was a way to communicate. Smiling, she handed him his cell phone. 
 
    Johnny typed in a note: Why did you do this to me? 
 
    Jenny was waiting for this. Her purse was on the counter and she reached into it and took out a fat envelope with big, glossy photos in it. She took out the photos and spread them out on the table in front of Johnny. 
 
    Johnny stared at the photos. 
 
    “I suspected you of cheating, so I hired a private detective. He followed you and took these pictures. I’ve also got phone records and other documents. Now, you’re probably mad because I did this to you, but what did you expect after cheating on me? I’ve been true to you. I love you madly. And you do this to me? How cruel can you be?” 
 
    Johnny stared at the pictures for a long time, then he looked up at Jenny. His eyes were sad. Indescribably sad. 
 
    “Don’t give me that look, Johnny. You know what you did. And now you have to pay the price.” 
 
    He picked up the phone and typed into it, How cruel can you be? 
 
    “That’s right. Pretty cruel. But considering what you did to me…it’s justified.” 
 
    Johnny typed into the phone, then he pressed the ‘send’ button, and she realized that he had just sent a text. 
 
    “What did you do?” She asked, suspicion on her face. 
 
    He just raised a hand and waved her question off. He typed in, Wait. 
 
    Jenny didn’t like waiting.  She was the aggrieved one here, she was the one who had been betrayed. 
 
    Still, there was nothing she could do. 
 
    “Johnny made eating signs with his hand and mouth.” 
 
    Jenny sighed. “Well, I guess so. But you have a lot to answer for, mister. I’ll fix you some pancakes. Real soft. Lots of syrup. that’ll have to hold you. That and jello, and some soup.” 
 
    Johnny nodded. 
 
    She smiled, and enjoyed the sight of him sitting at the table. 
 
    He was awkward on his enhanced buttocks, and his big tits lay on the table. But it was his face that she liked the most. She had done such good work. His face was now oval and delicate and sweet. Yes, the permanent make up would fade with time, maybe even look a bit normal, but…for now…he was perfect. 
 
    Humming, she happily made pancakes. She made sure they were soft and thin. She wanted the pancakes to slide easily down his throat. She added a ton of syrup, drowned the cakes, and placed the plate in front of him. 
 
    Johnny was hungry. He hurt, but he had also not eaten for a while, and he had gone through a long operation. 
 
    He cut off the tiniest piece of pancake with the side of his fork and put it in his mouth. He chewed and chewed until it was almost mush, then risked sliding it down his throat. 
 
    Jenny smiled, seeing the pain in his eyes. 
 
    “Oh, does that hurt? Poor Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny stared at her, and the pain was so great that he started crying again. 
 
    Jenny chuckled. She was going to enjoy every bit of pain he went through. She was going to eke all she could out of— 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. Now who could that be? It was middle of the afternoon and they weren’t expecting anybody. Besides, she wanted to keep teasing Johnny for a while. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    And, BAM…BAM…BAM! Somebody was pounding on their front door. 
 
    Now irritated, Jenny stood up and looked at Johnny. “I’ll chase whoever it is off so we can continue with this discussion.” 
 
    Johnny just looked at her. 
 
    Jenny walked into the foyer and opened the door a crack. 
 
    BANG! The door was kicked back. Jenny flew back and landed on her ass. 
 
    It was the woman Johnny had had the affair with! And she looked angry. 
 
    “Where’s Johnny?” 
 
    She held up her cell phone and Jenny could see the one word message that Johnny had sent. 
 
      
 
    HELP! 
 
      
 
    “You!” Jenny got to her feet. “You home wrecker! Get out of here!” 
 
    BANG! Something fell in the kitchen. Johnny, unable to yell, had pushed his plate off the edge of the table. 
 
    The woman started forward and Jenny tried to stop her. She stepped in front of her. “Okay, Evelyn! Yes, I know who you are. Get out of here before I call the police!” 
 
    “Johnny!” yelled Evelyn. 
 
    Johnny managed to slap his hand on the table. It wasn’t loud, but Evelyn actually punched Jenny in the cheek and pushed past her. She barged into the kitchen and froze. 
 
    Johnny had managed to stand up and face her. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Johnny?” 
 
    He nodded, the tears streaming down his face. 
 
    “What has she done to you!” 
 
    Johnny croaked something. 
 
    Jenny hit Eve from behind. She knocked her forward, and she staggered into Johnny. Johnny held her up with his sore arms and they both glared at Jenny. 
 
    “Okay, bitch! You’ve got your lover. Now get the fuck out of here.” 
 
    “My lover? You think that’s who Johnny is?” 
 
    “I’ve got the pictures of you. Secretly meeting. Hugging. I’ve got the proof.” Jenny waved at the photos on the table. 
 
    Eve was trembling as she picked up the pictures. She stared at them, flipped through a couple of them, then looked up at Jenny. 
 
    “You think I’m his lover?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” Jenny sneered. 
 
    And Eve said the one thing that Jenny never expected. 
 
    “You stupid, fucking twat. I’m his sister!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    Johnny sat at the table, Eve next to him with one arm over his shoulder. She had been crying, both their faces showed the traces of tears. 
 
    Jenny sat opposite them. Her hands were together, nervously wringing, and the look on her face…she was truly distraught. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    Johnny looked at his sister. 
 
    “I grew up in New York. I was a wild kid. I was always in trouble. It was only Johnny that rescued me form some terrible decisions. But he couldn’t rescue me from everything. 
 
    “I got involved with Sammy Kray. Not many people remember him now, but he was older than me, and he was a big time gangster. A made man. 
 
    “I loved him. Yes, even now, I love him. And he used me for book keeping. I had total access to all the family records. I had proof of murders, blackmails, swindles…you name it, I had it in one of my books. 
 
    “As youth passes common sense starts to assert. I remembered the lessons of my youth, the values my family espoused. I remembered going to church. 
 
    “Eventually I realized that I could no longer live the life style. Oh, it was grand. It was glorious. But people were hurt. I remember when I finally knew I had had enough. 
 
    “Some Joe Average was driving down the street and a gangster’s kid ran out into the street. Bang. Kid’s dead. This poor schmuck was pronounced innocent, it was all the kid’s fault. He tried to apologize, and the father came after him with a baseball bat. Eventually the guy disappeared. But we all knew what had happened. 
 
    “And I really knew what had happened. He was shoved into a van and taken to a chop shop. There he was dismembered while he was still alive, then his body was put in a vat of acid and…he disappeared. 
 
    “I saw the records of that incident. I listened to my husband and the gangster father who ordered the hit. They laughed at it. They made jokes about the kid’s father showing up dead. 
 
    “I decided to do something about it. 
 
    “I turned state’s evidence, testified, and was put in the Witness Protection program. I’ve been there for 20 years, not able to talk to my family, not able to see my baby brother. 
 
    “Finally, Sammy Kray died. Died of an STD in prison. Other gangsters were considered non threats, and I was going to be allowed to return to my life. On Monday I’m supposed to get the final word, and it’s looking good. And just when I think my life problems are over you do this.” 
 
    Jenny was suddenly returned to sanity. She had had her revenge, and now…now she knew she had done a terrible thing. “I’m sorry. I saw the pictures. I thought…” 
 
    “You thought,” Eve snorted. “Look at those pictures. Hugs. kisses on the cheek. There isn’t any sex. It was all in your demented mind!” 
 
    Jenny hung her head. She whispered, “I’ll do what I can. I’ll try to fix this.” 
 
    “And how are you going to remove permanent make up?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know. I’ll research it. I’ll figure it out.” 
 
    “And what kind of shit did you put into his chest and his butt? Can you take the implants out?” 
 
    At this Jenny got a stricken look on her face. “Uh, well…” 
 
    “Oh, shit. What did you do?” 
 
    “On some of the procedures I used a new product, a variant of Juvederm.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    Johnny was looking up, paying attention. 
 
    “It is guaranteed to last for twenty years.” 
 
    Johnny and Eve blinked simultaneously. 
 
    “Twenty years?” whispered Eve. “How could you…?” 
 
    “I know! I’m sorry, but I can do things.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, there’s outright surgery, but I would want to try liposuction first. I can use bleach on some of the permanent make up. I can—“ 
 
    “That’s it. I’m calling the police.” 
 
    Johnny put his hand on Eve’s arm and shook his head. 
 
    “What? You want to let this evil Frankenbitch experiment on you?” 
 
    Johnny typed onto his cell phone and showed it to Eve. 
 
    Eve made a ‘sheesh’ exhalation and looked away. 
 
    Jenny begged. “Johnny. Please. Let me try to make things right.” 
 
    Johnny’s eyes were like shiny glass as he considered her. He nodded. 
 
      
 
    The unfortunate news, for Johnny, was that they couldn’t do anything right then. He was bruised and hurting and that situation had to resolve before Jenny could do anything. 
 
    So Eve moved in, not even waiting for the Monday morning meeting with the FBI, and Johnny had two women waiting on him, doing what they could to make him comfortable. 
 
    He slept when he wanted to, which was a lot, and the girls fixed him meals, poured him drinks, and generally tried to make his life easier. 
 
    On Monday morning the FBI decided it was okay for Eve to see Johnny, and she spent a half a day moving her few articles of living into Johnny and Jenny’s house. 
 
    And on Monday Jenny went out and bought clothes that Johnny could wear. 
 
    She bought some shapeless clothes, like sweat suits, and she also bought bras that would fit him. And she also bought a few female outfits. 
 
    Yes, he was a man, but he was, for the moment, female, and female clothes would be more comfortable that his male clothes. He had already tried on male jeans and his butt stretched the material and there was too much loose fabric around the waist. 
 
    By Tuesday Johnny could speak, though hoarsely, and his body was starting to get back some motion. 
 
    Moving slowly, careful of his aches and pains, and the stitches and unsettled substances in his body, Johnny emptied out the garage and did light exercises. 
 
    He spent some time on Amazon and ordered a few fitness machines. 
 
    He wasn’t going to be able to ride a bike for a while, not in public, so he wanted a fitness cycle so he could keep training. 
 
    Jenny and Eve, during this time, and for a couple of weeks on, had some very intense discussions. On a couple of nights Johnny was woken up by their shouting and had to go separate them. Once he had to physically separate them. 
 
    But, given time, they eventually just glared at each other. 
 
     
 
    “I put hyaluronic acid in your breasts. I haven’t figured out a way to handle that. But I only used saline in your butt. That is going to be absorbed over the next few months.” 
 
    “So working out is good.” 
 
    “Working out is the best thing you can do. I’ve set up a regimen of vitamins to aid the process. 
 
    Johnny took his vitamins and became religious in his work outs. And it seemed to be working. Very slowly, his butt reduced in size. Not all the way, but enough so that he could sit comfortably and not feel like he was sitting on giant pillows. 
 
      
 
    Johnny experimented with bras. He found the ones that supported him the best, and was surprised when he discovered that these actually made him look good. 
 
    His ass was shrinking, so he didn’t look so ludicrous, and that made his chest look more normal. 
 
    Big…but normal. 
 
    But there was nothing he could do about his nipples. His nips had more than doubled in size, and they were eternally rigid. And that meant that he was eternally horny from the rubbing of material on them. 
 
    “Try putting bandaids on them,” suggested Eve. 
 
    It was a good suggestion, and he sighed with relief when his nipples stopped feeling so stimulated. 
 
    The weird thing was that though there was a certain maleness to his body, the female clothing was more comfortable. Around the house he took to wearing soft blouses, which actually emphasized his boobs. Then, doing work outs, he took to wearing short skirts or female shorts. 
 
    The female shorts were more appropriate to his still round butt. 
 
    He would be in the garage for hours, working out. He did female work outs—high reps low weights—because those were best for reducing weight. 
 
    Still, there was a certain male thickness to him, and his arms were still muscular. Of course that just made him look like a girl who did too much cross fitness training. 
 
    And it bothered him. 
 
    He brought it up at dinner one night. 
 
    “Am I a guy with a girl’s body, or a girl with a guy’s body?” 
 
    Eve muttered, politically enough, “Best of both worlds.” 
 
    Jenny just looked at him, and there was a considered gleam to her eyes. 
 
      
 
    Johnny still slept with Jenny. Though they hadn’t touched each other for weeks. Except when she tried to do some medical procedure to reverse his femininity. 
 
    After several weeks they began talking again. Strained, at first, they were still husband and wife. 
 
    She asked him what he had typed into his cell phone that made Eve not go to the police. 
 
    He answered, in his high voice, “I told her that I still love you.” 
 
    Jenny cried that night. Heck, she cried a lot, realizing what she had done, but she usually cried in private. But now she held on to him and cried in front of him. 
 
    Johnny just held on to her. And felt her hands brush against his nipples. And he sighed with the sudden pleasure and excitement. 
 
    They didn’t fuck, and there was a good reason for that. 
 
    One of the last things Jenny had done, in her righteous revenge, was inject him with an anaphrodisiac drug. 
 
    An anaphrodisiac drug is usually used in the prison system. Sexual perverts are sometimes chemically castrated through the use of such drugs. 
 
    Johnny was guaranteed a year of limpness. That was the point of contention that had led Jenny and Eve to blows on one occasion. 
 
     
 
    One morning Johnny came out to breakfast. He was wearing a bra, a quite sexy bra that let his nipples peek over the top, a thong, and a chemise. 
 
    Eve glanced at him. Turned back to the stove, then looked at him again. 
 
    “Why are you wearing those things?” 
 
    Johnny’s face turned a little red. “Well, uh…they’re comfortable.” 
 
    “And you’ve brushed your hair back. It’s almost like it’s styled.” 
 
    “I just thought…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. “I just wondered.” 
 
    Eve came in, gave Johnny a juicy kiss, and they all sat down to eat. 
 
    Eve, however was doing a lot of thinking. 
 
    Johnny was getting more and more comfortable with women’s outfits. He worked out in skirts and boy beaters. With his huge breasts he looked quite…sexy. 
 
    Jenny sighed. She had said it. She had seen it coming, and now it was in her mind. 
 
    Johnny was sexy. 
 
    Oh, not to her, not in that way, but she knew what a good looking woman looked like, and…Johnny was more of a good looking woman than a handsome man. 
 
    Of course, maybe if he cut his hair, or wore something else… “Would you like me to give you a haircut, Johnny?” 
 
    Johnny shook his head. “I’m okay.” 
 
    Still, Eve persisted. And she persisted boldly. “It’s just that you wouldn’t look so much like a girl if I gave you a haircut.” 
 
    Johnny stared at her. His face was red. He burbled, “I don’t mind looking like…looking like…” 
 
    Eve got it then. Jenny was dressing Johnny. Was she making him more feminine because she couldn’t fix what she’d done? Or was it something else? 
 
    Did Jenny like the way Johnny looked?! 
 
    That was a shocking thought, and she stopped talking. 
 
    Over the next few days she watched Johnny and Jenny carefully. 
 
    In a way, they were happy. 
 
    Jenny was sort of giggly, like a woman who has just fallen in love. 
 
    Johnny…he was almost happy. When he was with Jenny he fell in with her and they laughed. And only on small occasions did she see him pondering, wondering, coming to grips with what had happened to him. 
 
    Eve began to think that perhaps Johnny didn’t want to change back. He seemed quite happy in his female apparel. He was affectionate to Jenny. 
 
    What the fuck had happened? 
 
      
 
    “Johnny, I notice that you’re getting a little less booty. Did you want me to go shopping for some jeans?” 
 
    Johnny was working out in the garage and his face again turned a trifle red. “I’m okay. I’ve still got pants from before. And it’s more comfortable working out with what I’ve got.” 
 
    “Skirts and panties.” 
 
    Now he turned a brighter red. 
 
    Eve pushed herself up on the washing machine and considered him. 
 
    “I’ve noticed that you’re still doing girl work outs. Don’t you think you should beef it up? Move up to male work outs?” 
 
    “Well, uh, pretty soon. I’ve got a ways to go.” 
 
    Eve sighed. They were alone, Jenny had gone shopping, and it was time to get it out in the open. “Johnny. If you don’t change your habits, what you wear, you’re going to look more and more female. Not less and less.” 
 
    Johnny stopped working out. His face was bright red now. “Uh, look. I know this is going to sound weird, but—“ 
 
    “You like looking like a girl.” 
 
    He nodded. It took all his will power to meet her gaze. 
 
    “So when did you start feeling this way?” 
 
    “Honestly?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I’ve always had a secret attraction for things female. I used to sneak Mom’s panties out of the hamper and sleep in them, then put them back.” 
 
    “Hiding the semen stains,” Eve spoke drolly. 
 
    Bingo. She hit it right on the head. Johnny didn’t have to say anything, the look on his face said it all. 
 
    “So how does Jenny feel about this?” 
 
    He managed to give a small snort. It sounded funny with his high voice. “After what she did…she’s okay with anything I do.” 
 
    “I’ll bet,” Eve said drily. “So are you just trying to shape your current femininity? Or are you going to go further.” 
 
    He frowned. “We haven’t talked about it.” 
 
    “Okay, pretend I’m her and tell me you want to be a girl.” 
 
    Johnny took a moment, then he bumbled out, “Uh, Jenny. I think I’d like to stay a woman.” 
 
    Eve nodded. “I’ve got some wonderful hormones I can give you. And when the shot to your manhood wears off I can give you another one.” 
 
    Johnny’s face was frozen. He had not expected this. 
 
    Then Eve grinned. “Gotcha.” 
 
    “Fuck!” wheezed Johnny. “You really did.” Then they were laughing. Laughing as of old. Family having fun. It was the first time Johnny had really laughed with her since this whole thing had begun. 
 
    “What’s going on?” asked Jenny, coming through the door. Which caused Johnny and Eve to laugh even harder. 
 
     
 
    As if that was a starter’s gun, things started to accelerate. Jenny had bleached some of the make up off his face, but now she showed him little tricks. How to apply mascara. How to plump his lips. How to use gloss to make the slightly bleached redness pop. 
 
    She showed him how to style his hair, how to take care of it. The first time he walked around the house in curlers the girls couldn’t keep the grins off their faces. 
 
    “My big, manly brother. Look at him now.” 
 
    Johnny just grinned. Everything that had happened, being teased was small potatoes comparatively. 
 
    And Jenny kept helping him dress. After work outs she introduced him to dresses, outfits, more earrings, and the first time he put on high heels was time for rejoicing. 
 
    The heels pumped up his calves, and since his calves had a certain manliness to them, they had extra curve and looked extra sexy. 
 
     
 
    “Hey, Johnny, let’s go.” 
 
    Johnny walked down the hallway. His high heels were clicking powerfully. He loved the sound of them. 
 
    “Go?” 
 
    Jenny had helped him fix himself up extra, and he was all dolled up. His hair was lush and full. His eyes sparkled. 
 
    Eve and Jenny stood in the foyer, and they were dressed up, as well. 
 
    “Let’s go have lunch.” 
 
    Johnny caved in. It was one thing to go en femme in the house. It was another to go outside. Johnny hadn’t been out of the house for months. 
 
    “I don’t think…I’m not hungry.” 
 
    The girls looked at each other. “Nonsense,” they said as one, then they giggled. 
 
    “Look, Johnny, it’s time. You have never looked more feminine. Nobody is going to mistake you for a man.” 
 
    “It’s not that. I just don’t feel like—“ 
 
    They grabbed his arms and started pulling. 
 
    Doing the female weight lifting had reduced Johnny’s musculature. He was still strong, he could take on one woman, but he wasn't as strong as two women. 
 
    “Hey! I don’t want to!” 
 
    They dragged him out of the house and towards the car. 
 
    “Jenny! Eve!” 
 
    They pushed him into the back seat, and got into the car themselves. 
 
    Johnny was frightened. He sat in the car and huddled down and wished he was invisible. 
 
    They drove through town, Eve and Jenny chatting, and it was a glorious day. 
 
    “I can’t do this,” protested Johnny. 
 
    Eve glanced back at him, then said to Jenny. “I believe he means it.” 
 
    “Probably.” Jenny turned to Johnny. “Tell you what. We’ll go to that little hamburger stand on the edge of town. You said you used to ride your bike past it all the time. 
 
    Johnny thought about it, then finally agreed. But they had to sit in the back of the patio, out of sight. 
 
    The girls agreed, so long as Johnny ordered with them. 
 
    Johnny said, “I want a small burger and a shake. No fries.” 
 
    The girls looked at each other and nodded. They had got just about all they could out of the situation. 
 
    The drove into the country and found the little stand. They got out and walked up to the counter. 
 
    The girls ordered, and when the counter girl asked what flavor of milkshake, Jenny and Eve grinned and looked at Johnny. “Well?” 
 
    Johnny was caught. Hopefully the girl wouldn’t see how red he was under his make up. He mumbled, “Chocolate.” 
 
    “Chocolate it is. I’ll call when your order is ready.” 
 
    They walked towards the back and Johnny suddenly stopped. A bicycle was chained to the fence. 
 
    An inveterate biker, Johnny bent slightly and examined it. Lightweight frame, good Shimano derailleur. The saddle wasn’t gel, thank goodness, and— 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    Johnny straightened up, caught, and turned. 
 
    The biker was wearing a full body suit, and that exposed his groin. His cock was big and it was obvious in the material. 
 
    “I, uh…was just admiring.” 
 
    “Nice, eh?” The fellow smiled at his bike. “The frame was the most expensive thing, but the rest was pretty easy to put together. 
 
    Interested, Johnny asked what the derailleur had cost. And then the conversation took off into paths traveled and hills climbed. 
 
    “Your order is ready.” 
 
    Johnny turned to the counter, but before he could pick up the tray the fellow stepped over and grabbed it. “Where’s your table?” 
 
    Johnny was caught, and he led the fellow to the patio in the rear. It was cool, and the fellow gazed appreciatively at Jenny and Eve. “Well, hello, girls.” 
 
    Johnny was terribly embarrassed now, and he blurted, “We were just looking at his bicycle.” 
 
    The fellow glanced at him curiously, but the girls laughed. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Rod.” 
 
    “Well, have a seat, Rod, and share our fries.” 
 
    Who could refuse an invitation to sit down to lunch with three beautiful women? He sat, and Johnny was cornered, on the same side and unable to run away. 
 
    “So, what do you girls do? When you’re not looking positively scrumptious?” 
 
    Delivered in good cheer, it was a great introductory line, and the group, minus Johnny, started chatting. They talked about bikes and cars and the weather, and finally they noticed that Johnny was sobbing. It had started quietly, but he couldn’t handle it, and he was outright sobbing. 
 
    “I’m sorry! What can I do?” 
 
    “It’s not you, Rod. It’s Johnny.” 
 
    “It’s me,” admitted Jenny.” 
 
    “No, it’s Johnny.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Rod said. 
 
    Eve looked at Johnny, then made up her mind. She looked at Rod. “Johnny had a sort of misadventure. He’s now going to be a girl. At least for a while.” 
 
    Haltingly, choosing her words carefully, Eve explained about Johnny transitioning. 
 
    Rod listened, and by the time the explanation was done Johnny had stopped crying. 
 
    “I thought you were all girls.” 
 
    “Nope,” said Jenny. 
 
    Rod sat back and looked at the three. His face was inscrutable. Finally, he said, “You know, things aren’t always what they appear to be.” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    Rod wrote his telephone number on a napkin and handed it Jenny. “If you need any advice.’ 
 
    “Thanks, but—“ 
 
    Rod stood up. He was smiling in a most knowing way. He reached into his riding outfit and grabbed the bulge of his penis.  
 
    The girls blinked and stared as he grabbed the meat of it. 
 
    “As I said, things aren’t always what they appear to be.” He lifted his hand out of his pants, and brought his penis with it. 
 
    Mouths dropped open in shock. 
 
    It was a plastic penis. It was a fake. All heads looked up at Rod. 
 
    “That’s right. I’m not what I appear to be, and I was a mess, until somebody told me how to use this.” He placed the big penis on the table. It was surrounded by half empty containers of French fries and wrappings. 
 
    “I suggest you use this as soon as you can. It’ll make things a lot easier. Guaranteed. A lot easier.” Rod sauntered off then. And then the group truly studied his form. 
 
    His waist was a little smaller than a normal male’s, and so was his chest. The length of his legs was a little longer than a male’s, proportionate to his body, that is. 
 
    And the way he moved, there weren’t any balls to keep the thighs apart. 
 
    He was a she. Pretending to be a he. 
 
      
 
    Stunned, shocked to speechlessness, when the group came out from the patio the bike, and the biker, were gone. 
 
    Not able to say anything, the trio drove home. When they entered the kitchen Eve went to the kitchen and mixed three bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    The three sat in the living room and drank the drinks, and they finally discussed the man who was a woman. 
 
    “I want to know more,” said Eve. “I’m going to call him. Her. And ask for a date.” 
 
    “You’ve got no dick.” 
 
    “I’m sure he…she…has extras.” 
 
    “You would try being a lesbian?” 
 
    “I would try a man with the softness of a woman.” 
 
    They understood what Eve was saying. 
 
    “Well, call now, and go out on your date tonight.” 
 
    Eve looked askance. 
 
    Jenny held the dildo up. She looked at Johnny. 
 
    Johnny stared at the dildo. 
 
    He hadn’t had any sex for months, and this at least promised something. And, he had wondered. With his totally limp dick he had wondered about the ‘gay’ alternative. 
 
    But was it really gay? Or was it just another way of expressing love? 
 
    Eve went out to the patio with her cell phone and made a call. While she was talking Eve looked at Johnny. “We’ve got to try this,” she said. 
 
    “I know,” said Johnny. “But I think I’m going to need another drink.” 
 
    “You make more drinks, then come on back.” 
 
    Johnny nodded. He went into the kitchen and prepared the libations. Then he walked down the hallway. 
 
    Click…click…click. 
 
    He entered the room and his breath stopped. 
 
    Jenny was wearing a bra and panties and a thin, see through robe. Her breasts poked out over the top of the bra She was sitting on the bed, smiling and waiting. 
 
    Johnny stepped in front of her and began a strip tease. He slipped out of his dress, then began taking off his lingerie. When he was nude Jenny stood up and they came together. 
 
    Johnny was limp, but he had never felt so horny. Month’s of balls making testosterone, and he couldn’t do anything about it. 
 
    Jenny turned him around and pushed him back on the bed. 
 
    Johnny rested on his elbows and watched. 
 
    “Lay back. Raise your legs up and spread them.” 
 
    He did, and when his legs were waving in the air Jenny moved forward with the lube. She took her time, smooshing lube into his hole. 
 
    Johnny’s breath caught in his chest and he shivered at the touch of her fingers penetrating him. She had two fingers in him before he knew it, and she reamed him gently, running her finger around and around. 
 
    His heart was pounding as her soft fingers explored his nooks and crannies. 
 
    “You’ve got to relax, Johnny. Otherwise it might hurt.” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. His head was slightly raised on a pillow so he could see her. 
 
    She touched the dildo to his asshole and he jerked. 
 
    “Relax.” 
 
    “Okay.” He told his muscles to unclench. He willing his anal ring to be loose. 
 
    When he finally managed to relax the dildo went in easily. It just slipped right in. 
 
    It was slightly bendable, and it felt incredible as it formed to his passage. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Johnny whispered. 
 
    “I wish we had a strap on,” said Jenny. 
 
    “Next time,” said Johnny. 
 
    It was halfway in, and she had a firm grip on the balls. She wiggled it, which caused Johnny to jerk in pleasure. 
 
    Then it was all the way in. Johnny held his breath, couldn’t breath, and he felt the soft nuts of the thing pressed against his ass. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he muttered. “Do me!” 
 
    Jenny sat half on the bed, half turned, and began to run the dildo in and out. 
 
    Johnny groaned and muscles gripped and let go. He could feel the swirl of veins on the fake cock sliding through his anal passage. Though the movements were slow it was like the heat of hands rubbing briskly. then his whole groin area felt like it was heating up. 
 
    He tilted his hips and gave her better access. 
 
    She drove in, tilted slightly, then corkscrewed it out. 
 
    His asshole felt bigger, like it was enlarged. 
 
    She grabbed his limp penis for a handle and fucked him faster and faster. 
 
    Two things happened. 
 
    He came, almost violently, yelling as his muscles locked up and his asshole muscles squeezed the dildo. 
 
    And a thin stream of semen came out of the tip of his dick. 
 
    He was having an anal orgasm, and it was ten times more powerful than any male orgasm. He found himself giving up, submitting, drowning in a white hot cauldron of energy. 
 
    Jenny held to his dick, gave a lick to his seeping semen, and smiled. 
 
    She had been so bad, doing the things she had done to him, but now, this, it seemed like she could make up for what she had done. 
 
    And, at last Johnny just lay there, eyes closed, and she took the dildo out of his ass. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Several months later Johnny sat on a beach chair and watched the waves breaking over the white sand. 
 
    Next to him, on the other side of a silver canister holding ice and cold cans of beer, was Jenny. 
 
    On the other side of him Eve sat. 
 
    As women, they were indistinguishable. They had large breasts. Johnny’s limp dick was gaffed up between his legs. As he had the largest breasts and the stiffest nipples, he actually looked more like a woman than his wife and sister did. 
 
    Jenny asked, “Did you take your hormones today?” 
 
    “I did,” asked Johnny. “Did you get some more of those pills for my dick?” 
 
    “I did. You’re not going to get a boner for another year.” 
 
    Johnny just smiled. There were some things that were better than boners, after all. 
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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    “Hi, kids. I felt like writing a little politically incorrect something today, so don’t get your panties in a twist if I poke fun at things. 
 
    Oh, hell, get your panties in a twist. It’ll feel good. 
 
    But, let me ask you…have you ever wondered if there was a pill that would result in increased intelligence? 
 
    I mean if pills make you stupider, shouldn’t there be a pill that goes the other way? Makes you smarter? 
 
    I think there should, and while I was crafting this little tome I kept thinking about that. If there is a smart pill in the world, could you do us all a favor and send it to a politician? 
 
    Thanks. 
 
    And now…on with the show! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I want my husband to be more respectful of my wishes,” Donna said defiantly. “Is that so bad?” 
 
    Marcus the Magnificent, whose real name was Rick Forsythe, and who was a con man, took Donna’s hands, looked her in the eyes, and said, “He just needs a simple session in hypnosis. 
 
    They were sitting in the parlor of Rick’s latest scam. It was a combination of palmistry and hypnosis, aided by drugs. 
 
    Rick had gotten out of prison, bummed around a little, gotten frustrated with the idea of working, and was considering burglary. Then he met Charleston. 
 
    Charleston was a fortune teller. He had the palms with eyes on his building, he swirled the tea leaves and made up stuff, and he was getting rich fast. And he taught Rick the trade. 
 
    Except that Rick had a few things to offer the field. 
 
    Burn a little incense, talk some mumbo jumbo, and put a little alprazolam in the tea and the old biddies were prone to filling the offering bowl.  
 
    He would just give them a simple hypnotic command, ‘Everything will work out, you’ll be happy, put a lot of money in the bowl.’ 
 
    Sometimes, once they were deep under, he would ask them what they wanted Uncle Festus to tell them. Then he would bring them out and tell them what Uncle Festus said. It was always exactly what they wanted to hear. 
 
    Man, the suckers lined up. He was even getting a rep as a miracle worker.  
 
    Ha! Ricky Forsythe, unsuccessful bagman, now a worker of miracles. 
 
    And now he had a woman with a bit of money in her pocket. She was the wife of Winston Johnston. That Winston Johnston. Internet entrepreneur and worth over ten billion dollars. 
 
    Donna sniffed a bit. “Winston is just so inconsiderate. All he wants to do is work all the time. He spends all his time at that stinky old plant of his and invents things and changes the internet and…it’s enough to make a girl scream.” 
 
    Rick, or, rather, Marcus the Magnificent, accoutered in a shiny purple robe decorated with gold trim and half moons and stars, a robe that covered his worn out, pink zori sandals, smiled and patted the back of her hand. 
 
    “All you have to do is bring him here. We’ll drink some tea, I will show him what the stars predict, and he will be a changed man.” 
 
    “Really?” Donna looked up at him, a gleam of hope in her eyes. 
 
    Marcus the Magnificent was having a rough time. He was holding her hand, feeling her soft flesh, and wishing he had a third hand to rub one off beneath his robe. 
 
    Donna was a real looker.  
 
    She was wearing a gold lame gown that had a big porthole right over her cleavage. Her legs were slender but curvy, ending in leather spikes. Strappies. They were perfect for showcasing her beautiful, red tipped tootsies. 
 
    Her hair was a burnished gold color and her eyes were blue and…talk about hypnotic! 
 
    But the piece de resistance was her plump, red lips. The way she bit them, the way her tongue slicked over them. 
 
    Rick was in love. 
 
    But, he was also in love with money. 
 
    So, in spite of the big boner hiding under his voluminous robes, he smiled and reassured Donna. “Once your husband understands what is in the stars he will be a changed man.” 
 
    Yeah, he thought. The stars and a little anxiolytic helper. 
 
    Xanax was an anxiolytic. So was alprazolam. So were a few other drugs that Marcus had and used to persuade his customers. 
 
    A few of his drugs and the staunchest disbeliever would be high as a kite, and do pretty much whatever Marcus the Magnificent commanded. 
 
      
 
    While Marcus the Magnificent, also known as Rick the Prick to the convicts in a certain stone hotel, was convincing Donna that he had the solution to her marital woes, Winston Johnston was perusing a rather fascinating tome. 
 
    The book was titled, ‘Contagious,’ and it was a minefield of why people do the things they do. 
 
    Winston was particular fascinated by what the book was causing to bubble in his own mind. 
 
    Winston had, for years, been trying to develop a pill that would make man experience enlightenment. Would make man smarter, more efficient. 
 
    Would make a man go in the opposite path of the common man. Not down to dwindling stupidity, voting for idiots and buying the latest plastic doo dad, but able to have scientific thoughts, better reasoning, logic that undid the tendency to agree with all the stupid things cultivated in a society addicted to TV, drugs and education that was worse than propaganda. 
 
    He sat back, sipped a bit of Coke and bourbon, and considered all of the things he had researched in his desire to make man smarter. 
 
    Undoing government education. 
 
    Not eating foods filled with drugs. 
 
    And one of his favorites, just doing the opposite of what people in authority wanted. 
 
    He was, at that moment, sitting in the reading room of his 40 room mansion. The servants were gone for the day, his wife was somewhere, and he was free to think. 
 
    Yes, a life of purity, and if he could figure out the precise mix of drugs that would make his hypothalamus interact properly with his pineal gland…perhaps if he used a little DC, not AC, and that would result in certain logic centers in his brain being stimulated, and…he might be able to double, or even triple, a normal man’s IQ. 
 
    Thomas Edison had tried that with Topsy the elephant over a hundred years previous, and it was high conjecture as to how intelligent Topsy might have become before she keeled over dead. 
 
    Some scientists were of the mind that DC current wouldn’t have harmed the elephant, and that the large beast might have become intelligent enough to speak with humans, or perhaps learn algebra. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    And, as he sat and thought, as his mind roamed over barriers and twisted logics in pursuit of grand truths, he saw his wife’s headlights sweep across the grounds. 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    He had married, possibly because of a desire to explore the effects of marriage on the ability to think. That experiment was pretty much a failure. 
 
    Instead of tripling his wife’s admittedly low IQ, she had become more obsessed with shopping. 
 
    And, instead of gaining an insatiable thirst for knowledge, she was always looking for the latest gimmick. 
 
    Steaks with no meat in them. 
 
    Giving money to homeless people. 
 
    These were things that Winston was not fond of, but what could he do? She frequently had one of these brainstorms and was passing out money before he could staunch the wound. 
 
    Still, under his marital experimentation and disagreement with her methods he loved her. 
 
    Heck, for an egghead she was a catch, and just looking at her tight body, her beautiful face, was enough to raise his blood pressure and cause uncomfortable rebellions in his pants. 
 
    He shrugged off the negative thoughts and put his books and notes away. He walked through the house to meet her. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, honey! You won’t believe what I found out!” 
 
    He kissed her, and his cock gave a shiver of anticipation. “What’s that? he asked. 
 
    “Well, I met the most marvelous man. He specializes in helping marital couples. And I thought…” 
 
    Inwardly, Winston groaned. Shortly after they had married she had lost interest in sex, and she was always giving him books on how to repair relationships, or DVDs on making marriages work. 
 
    Outwardly, he smiled. “Oh, really?” 
 
    “Yes.” She placed shopping bags on the kitchen floor, a lot of shopping bags, and turned to him. “So I thought maybe we could have a session with him. See if he can help us.” 
 
    “Well, I’m awfully busy. And I’ve got that TED symposium next week.” 
 
    She huffed and folded her arms under her large breasts. “Do you see? I’m making an effort, and you can’t be bothered!” 
 
    “No, honey. It’s not that…” he kept glancing at the porthole over her cleavage and licking his lips. 
 
    “Then what is it?” 
 
    Winston’s pants shivered in the groin as his dong woke up. “It’s just that…” 
 
    Donna moved closer to him. She took his hands in hers and smiled. 
 
    Winston gulped. 
 
    She moved closer, so close that her tits were touching his chest. 
 
    No fair! he thought, but he wasn’t about to protest her methods. She felt like doing it so little that even her brazen manipulations were welcome. 
 
    “Now, Winston. If you do this for me, then maybe I’ll do something for you.” 
 
    Now his lips were dry and his tongue tried in vain to moisten them.  
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his groin. “Oh, gosh! Is that you?” She had a hold of his cock. “I had forgotten how stiff it gets!” 
 
    He felt faint, a little woozy. She didn’t touch his penis that often. 
 
    “Maybe if you come have a session with me I’ll feel like…you know?” 
 
    He knew. And he would do anything to be able to dip his wick. 
 
    “Well, perhaps if I shuffled some appointments…” 
 
    Donna giggled and headed for his office to get his appointment book. 
 
    Winston watched her rotund, jiggling ass as she moved down the hallway. 
 
    Why was he so weak? He could create algorithms that would make a rocket fly to the moon. He visualized mechanical contrivances that would revolutionize the transportation industry. But he couldn’t say no to Donna and her silly requests. 
 
    Oh, well. He would stay at work a little longer next week. He could afford to waste a little time in his marital experiment. 
 
      
 
    Marcus the Magnificent worked out of a common house on Main Street. Shoehorned in between mega shopping centers, the house was painted white and green and had palms upheld as if to stop everybody. In the center of the palms was the all seeing eye, and on the green shutters were moons. A few gold but faded stars were on the white paint. A couple of scrawny palm trees were to the sides of the entry walkway which was perfect for wheel chairs. 
 
    Winston’s mouth opened a bit as he walked up the walk. This was Donna’s marriage counselor? This scam of a fortune teller? 
 
    Above the door was a broad sign with the legend, ‘Palms read! Future’s told! Tea leaves!’ 
 
    “Isn’t this quaint, honey?” Donna was excited by the decor. She held his arm and he shivered at the feeling of her breasts pressed against him. 
 
    Inside the building it was cool, and Marcus the Magnificent clearly hadn’t paid his electrical bill. It was gloomy, and then Winston realized that the lights were dimmed to hide the shabbiness of the 50s couch, the little end tables with brochures, the thin carpet. 
 
    “Hello,” said Marcus. He entered from a side door and was wringing his hands like he might have just washed them. 
 
    “This is Winston, Master.” 
 
    Marcus liked it when people called him Master, or ‘Master of the Occult.’ 
 
    Marcus offered his hand and Winston shook it. It was like shaking a wet leaf. 
 
    “Why don’t you come into the viewing room and we can be more comfortable.” 
 
    He led them into a back room that had a few book shelves, a round table with a crystal ball on it, and posters of ancient gods. 
 
    While Marcus made tea Donna whispered, “Isn’t he just marvelous? He is just so…so…knowing!” 
 
    Winston smiled slightly, and wished he had a hammer he could hit himself on the head with. 
 
    Marcus brought in a wide tray and set teacups in front of his guests. He smiled wanly, like he had done something important, then put the tea tray to the side. 
 
    He sat down and made a show of sipping his tea. Actually, he was sipping ice cold Coke. He hated tea, and he wasn’t about to drink the doctored tea he had just slugged them with. 
 
    Donna picked up her cup and sipped, then, noticing that Winston wasn’t drinking, she kicked his leg. 
 
    Sighing, Winston picked up his cup and drank his tea. Being irritated, but trying to conceal it, he drank as if he was thirsty. The tea was overly sweetened, so that helped, and shortly the contents were sloshing at the bottom of Winston’s belly. 
 
    Marcus smiled. “And how may I help you today?” 
 
    “You know, Master. I told you that we might need a little help in our marriage.” She gave a sudden giggle as potent ingredients assaulted her logic centers, which were none too large to begin with. 
 
    “Of course, I know, sweet one.” Marcus smiled. “Marcus the Magnificent, Master of the Occult, knows all.” 
 
    “Isn’t he great?” Donna whispered to Winston. “Doesn’t he just know everything? 
 
    Winston was feeling weird. He put a hand to his forehead, touched a thumb to one side of his large expanse of cranium, and the middle finger to the other. 
 
    If he calculated the obtusity of Rhododendron’s basic postulate he could cut down the amount of electricity his electric cars used. 
 
    “Have some more tea,” offered Marcus. 
 
    Winston sipped, and he suddenly realized that the picture of Osiris on the wall was talking to him.  
 
    “Gravity in sex is not necessary if you understand the algorithms of conjunctionality.” 
 
    Winston tilted his head slightly. This made perfect sense to him, and he wondered why he hadn’t thought of that before. 
 
    Donna picked her nose, but when she extracted her finger there was a slimy string of snot that seemed to come out and hung in a loop and she started rolling it up in a ball with her fingers. 
 
    Osiris said, “To define the opposite of an opposite requires an oppositional thinking that is inverted then reversed.” 
 
    Winston put a finger to the corner of his mouth, just like ‘Mini Me.’ It was a brilliant concept, and…why hadn’t he figured this out before? 
 
    Marcus the Magnificent smiled. His customers were totally Looney Tunes. He went to a small fridge and got out a beer. He popped it and sat down. He lit up a big cigar. “Tell me, Winston, what are you thinking about?” 
 
    Winston heard Osiris speaking, but this nibbling little voice was getting in the way. Still, he felt compelled to answer. 
 
    “The universe is backwards,” he said, algebraic concepts filling the air in the space over his head. “Everything is the opposite of what we think.” 
 
    “You know I want to fuck your wife?” 
 
    “And that means,” Winston read the arcane formula in the air, “That you don’t want to fuck, want to fuck backwards, pull out but never in…” 
 
    God, that Osiris was smart. 
 
    “And I want you to give me your blessings. Ask me to fuck your wife. Right here. On the table.” 
 
    Winston turned his head a bit jerkily and considered vast universal concepts. “The universe is female.” 
 
    “And when I’m done you’re going to pay me a million dollars for boffing her.” 
 
    “Oooh, a million dollars,” cooed Donna, her eyes lighting up. 
 
    “But if backwards is backwards then frontwards doesn’t exist except as a paradigm for convoluted thought.” 
 
    “Up on the table, good looking,” Marcus opened his robe. He had come prepared. He wasn’t wearing underwear and his sizable dingus sprouted out from between the folds of the purple robe. 
 
    “Once one has folded the black holes of the universe,” said Osiris, “One will find the true contusion of the calculus of interspersing variables.” 
 
    Winston was now standing up, shocked by the revelations of higher mathematics. 
 
    Marcus pushed the crystal ball to the side, then looked at the idiot with the open mouth. He handed the crystal to Winston and said, “Hold this, slick.” 
 
    Donna was up on the table now, and Marcus turned to lift up her dress. He was going to take her doggy style. 
 
    “I have put the solution in your hand. A perfect orb, a doorway into enlightenment.” 
 
    Winston felt the round ball in his hand. Chemical equations roared through his cranium. If he mixed flourine (f) with uranium (u) and carbon (c) and potassium (k), then electrocuted it and added a booster of yttrium (y) and oxygen (o) and another dose of uranium (u), then the resultant solution would increase stimulation to the pineal gland and…HE HAD IT! HE HAD IT! 
 
    Marcus was on the table crouched behind Donna. Donna was smiling as he told her how hot her pussy was. That was something that Winston had never done. He fucked and got out a tablet and a slide rule and ran equations. He didn’t seem to understand that if he just told her how hot her pussy was she’d be wanting to fuck all the time. 
 
    Marcus’s dick slithered into Donna’s tight pussy. He groaned at how good it felt, how the smooth walls slithered against his dick, at the steamy moisture, and the yelp of satisfaction, and… 
 
    “I’ve got it!” screamed Winston, and in the excitement, waving his hands up and down, he struck Marcus on the back of the head with the crystal ball. 
 
    Marcus came and went at the same time. The orgasm swept over him, then there was darkness and he was riding the cosmos, his dead body slumped over the beautiful woman humping on the table. 
 
    Donna didn’t understand. One second she was being cream-pied, the next second he laid on her and went limp and his weight drove her down. 
 
    OOOMPH!” she grunted under his weight, and his penis, still spewing, rammed deeper into her than ever before. 
 
    She came, and lay in a puddle of cosmic juices and a tsunami of unbelievable heat. 
 
    Winston pranced around the room, “It’s the opposite of everything! That’s the secret ingredient! “I’ve got it!” 
 
     
 
    Marcus’s famous tea, fortunately, was designed to wear off within fifteen minutes. Long enough for him to implant suggestions in the stupid rube’s mind, and short enough that he could put them together and get rid of them before the next customer arrived. 
 
    And, he had scheduled this meeting before lunch, so the tea wore off and Winston sat down and gazed at nothing stupidly. Formulas and algorithms were misting in his mind, swirling vaguely, and disappearing. 
 
    Winston’s mouth was open and he heard somebody talking to him. 
 
    He realized that one doesn’t listen through the mouth and he turned and looked at Donna. 
 
    “Get him off me!” she pleaded. 
 
    Winston tried to figure out why a dead man was impaling his wife on his dead dick. 
 
    He looked at the crystal ball in his hand, and things started to coalesce. 
 
    He had bonked Marcus the Magnificent. But why was Marcus’s dick deep in his wife? 
 
    “Help me!” 
 
    Winston stood up and pushed on Marcus’s dead body. The body fell to the side and Donna sat up. One tit had poked through the porthole on her chest. Her hair was messed up. 
 
    “Heysoos,” she sobbed. “He fucking died on me!” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Winston murmured, trying to remember the ingredients to his IQ enhancing formula. 
 
    “You don’t understand!” wailed Donna. “I’ve never fucked a man to death before!” 
 
    Holding on to the formula in his head, Winston tried to absorb the concept of his wife fucking somebody to death. 
 
    So who had killed Marcus the Magnificent? Had Winston done it with the cosmic globe in his hand? Or had Donna done it with the backwards universe of her juicy pussy? 
 
    Who had really killed Marcus the Magnificent? 
 
    Well, whoever had done it they best be gone. It wasn’t Winston who thought this last up, but his wife. Winston would have summoned the police and gotten to the bottom of the mystery. But his wife knew how police worked. This was California law, after all. 
 
    In California, if a criminal was arrested for murder he would be set loose on the following day.  
 
    But if a rich person committed murder they would be thrown in jail and the cost of buying judges would be more money than even Winston had! 
 
    “Come on,” she muttered. She climbed off the table, pulled her dress down, and looked around for anything they might have touched. 
 
    The table. Crap. Tea cups. Crap. Winston had shook hands with Marcus. Crap. 
 
    “Stand there and don’t touch anything,” she told Marcus.  
 
    She put the teacups and the globe in the center of the table. She broke the doorknobs off the doors they had touched. She grabbed a large knife she found in a drawer and chopped off Marcus’s hand shaking hand. 
 
    Also in the drawer was a bag of pills. She didn’t know what they were, but she grabbed them and continued preparing the scene. 
 
    She put everything on the table, stacked it up in the center, then poured a can of lighter fluid over the table, and especially the mound of incriminating evidence in the center. 
 
    She lit the thing on fire and, holding Winston’s hand, backed out of the room. 
 
    For a dumb blonde she sure knew a lot about covering up a crime scene. 
 
    Winston wandered through the front room, then out the front door. He was thinking of flouride (f), uranium (u), carbon (c) and potassium (k)…all mixed with Yttrium (y) and oxygen (o) and uranium (u), it was the solution. It was an enhanced IQ. It would save the world! 
 
    Donna pushed him through the parking lot and they got into his electric car. She drove because he seemed pretty much out of it. He kept chanting f + u + c + k over y + o + u….that’s the ticket! 
 
    She wasn’t out of it because she had taken drugs before and knew how to handle herself. 
 
    They drove through town, arrived home, and ran in to watch the news. 
 
    The story of Marcus’s murder was all over the news. 
 
      
 
    Marcus the Magnificent, also known as Rick the Prick Forsythe, whose acolytes called him ‘Master of the Occult,’ or just plain ‘Master,’ was found dead in his business address on Main Street.’ 
 
    They injected a few shots of his burnt down palmistry shop. 
 
    ‘Marcus was found burned to death. Police have mentioned it could be a gangland hit, as he was apparently cooking an illegal substance called alprazolam. He was struck on the head and his place of business set on fire. 
 
    Police are looking for witnesses, and if you have any knowledge of this heinous crime please notify the police at… 
 
      
 
    Winston sat on the couch, the big screen TV droning. 
 
    “It’s backwards, dear,” he explained to Donna. “All this time I’ve been doing everything backwards. If I had just—“ 
 
    “Shut up,” she snapped. 
 
    A hurt look on his face, Winston shut. 
 
    Donna turned to him. “It’s only a matter of time until they catch us. His appointment book might survive, or maybe they can reconstitute our address out of the ashes. I watch Law and Order and I know how advanced the police procedures are. So we have to hide.” 
 
    Swirling formulas running through his head, Winston said, “The secret is flourine (f), uranium (u), carbon (c) and potassium (k)…all mixed with Yttrium (y) and oxygen (o) and uranium (u). do you get it? F + u + c + k over y + o + u!” 
 
    Donna looked at him. “What’d you say?” 
 
    “Fuck you, honey! That’s the secret of enhanced intelligence! Fuck you!” 
 
    She muttered, “Fuck me? shit! I’m all that’s holding this thing together. Why, if the police arrest him his companies go broke and then I go broke and there’s no way this mama’s girl is going to go back to the street! 
 
    “I’ve got to get to the office. I have to…” 
 
    Donna shook her head, looked around for something to shut up Winston, and in reaching into her purse for a handkerchief, she found the bag of pills. 
 
    “Here,” she said, pushing a small handful of alprazolam into Winston’s mouth. This was about a hundred times smaller than the weak tea that Marcus pushed. 
 
    Winston, still stoned from the earlier tea, might have come out of his confusion in an hour or so, but he wasn’t going to come out now. 
 
    “It’s the opposite, you see. You just have to do everything backwards and the solution is obvious. I’ve been trying to…” the psychedelic world exploded inside of Winston’s cerebrum. Neon algorithms contested with swirling chemical formulas. He saw the procedures he would have to follow to make this work. He was unaware that he was babbling nonsense in his frenetic desire to verbalize his most important discovery. 
 
    “Backwards,” muttered Donna, pacing back and forth. It would only be a matter of time before the police showed up. They always showed up. And she had to— 
 
    “Backwards,” shouted Winston, interrupting her thinking process. “We’ve got to do everything backwards. We’ve got to go in reverse on the freeway. Walk on our hands. Men become women, and women become men. Isn’t it obvious?” 
 
    And it was. For one nanosecond Winston’s thought coincided with Donna’s thought. 
 
    His screechings entered her cranium and she knew what she had to do. It was obvious. Men become women, and women become men. 
 
    “Come on!” she yelled. She grabbed his hand and pulled him through the house. 
 
    “Backwarditis!” he yelled, scampering happily along behind her. 
 
    And she thought: If I make him into a woman, and I dress as a man, then we can escape and nobody will discover us!
She pulled him into the room she used for dressing and make up. 
 
    “Sit in the chair!” she yelled. “Don’t move!” 
 
    Winston sat, and gargled alchemical formula in his skull. His reality was a whirl of cauldrons filled with flourine and uranium and carbon and potassium, all cooking over a fire built of yttrium and oxygen and uranium. He could see the mind reverse, the tendency to grow dumber growing weaker, and then the tendency to grow smarter flaring up like a nova! 
 
    Donna came running out of her walk in closet with an armful of lingerie.  
 
    “Put this on! And this…and this!” 
 
    She helped him out of his clothes and stuffed into panties and a bra. Then she fastened a short corset on him and pulled the ties tight. 
 
    “Make it backwards! Intead of in…out. Instead of out…in. Instead of…unh!” he gasped as she made his mid section smaller. 
 
    “Don’t you understand?” he beseeched Donna. “I’ve found it!” 
 
    “Your-fucking-eeka,” she answered, finishing the last of the ties. 
 
    She ran into her closet and brought out a dress. It was a black number, down to her knees, and only an inch above his. Then she realized he had no cleavage. Fuck! She ripped the dress off him and ran for another. 
 
    “Double the compound in reverse osmosis and then you can…” Winston burbled on. 
 
    She brought out a pleated skirt and a sweater. He was adorable in the outfit, except that he had no boobs. 
 
    She picked up the phone and dialed a number. 
 
    “Doc? My husband gave you a million dollars for research, didn’t he?” 
 
    A bit of burble spouted back at her. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. Never mind that. Look, I want you to give Winston boobs. Use that long lasting stuff. I don’t want them shrinking on him before he gets off the plane.” 
 
    More blah, blah, blah came over the phone. 
 
    “Shut up. We’ll be there within the hour. Oh, and can you give him something so he doesn’t get any erections for awhile?” 
 
    Burble. 
 
    “Excellent. See you then.” 
 
    Winston looked at himself in the mirror. “I’m the opposite of the opposite. Two wrongs can make a right if you apply ‘fuck you’ to the equation. 
 
    Winston drooled. 
 
    Donna dried his lips and set to work. She applied make up quickly and expertly. She blushed him and colored his eyes. She pierced his ears and painted his lips. 
 
    “Fuck!” she said. “Don’t you ever stop biting your nails?” 
 
    She painted his toes, applied fake fingernails to his hands, and painted everything red. She gave him a wig. 
 
    “I fell pretty, oh so pretty, I feel pretty and witty and the opposite of gay?” Winston had a terrible voice, and it had been decades since he had seen Westside Story.” 
 
    Donna helped him put on nylons, then some slingback heels. 
 
    “Get up.” 
 
    Winston stood tall. He felt a little dizzy, but he was working on algorithms in his mind. How do you circumnavigate the perambulum of the ankle bones to the snobble of the wobble is less-a-fied. 
 
    It all made sense to him, and the theory of walking in high heels conquered his body’s inability to figure out the simple mathematical formulas. 
 
    “Whee!” he said, sashaying across the floor as if he was walking down a catwalk. 
 
    Donna pushed clothes into backpacks. Now that he was in hiding she just packed female clothes. More heels, kinky lingerie. All the things that a girl needed in hiding. She wouldn’t go male, they would be looking for him, not her. They could both be female. 
 
    “If you peddify the ferumbulant the resulting concatenation of sinkholes will smogify the perfidy.” Winston smiled happily at a wall. It all made sense to him. He was going to make the world smarter. One pill at a time. 
 
    Finally, they were ready to go. She grabbed their passports and pulled him down the long, winding stairway of their forty room mansion. Just as she reached for the doorknob… 
 
    KNOCK…KNOCK…KNOCK! 
 
    Donna about jumped out of her panties. 
 
    Winston said, “I told you. It’s the formula.” 
 
    Now shaking in fear, Donna opened the front door. 
 
    There was a lone policeman there. He was holding a sheaf of what looked like tickets. 
 
    “Hi, ma’am. Uh, ma’ams. I’m collecting donations for the Police Benevolent Association. I was wondering if you could make a small donation…” 
 
    Donna ripped open her purse and pulled out a check book. She wrote a blank check, signed it, and handed it to the cop. “Fill in what you need. We’ve got to go.” 
 
    The cop stared at the check. Stared at the pair of round fannies running away from him. 
 
    Some cops would be suspicious. 
 
    Some cops might even be honest. Probably not really honest, but at least a little bit. 
 
    This cop closed his book and went to the bank. He cashed a check for a million dollars and resigned from the force. Last heard he was operating a cannabis farm in Nunavut. 
 
    And, as for Donna and Winston, the cop had no idea where they had gone to, or why.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Donna drove them to the airport. LAX. She parked the car in long term parking. It would eventually be put up for auction and bought by a young man who wanted it for parts. 
 
    Winston’s carbon footprint was starting to disappear. 
 
    Donna led the gibbering Winston through the airport. Winston kept feeling his new tits and looking at his feminine clothes. He didn’t understand how he had become a woman, but he knew his dick was now limp and the secret of enhanced IQ was fuck you. 
 
    “Fuck you!” said Winston, to each and all, happily espousing the formula for increased IQ. 
 
    “She’s got tourette syndrome!” shouted Donna to their wake of startled faces. 
 
    “Fuck you,” said Winston. 
 
    They stood in line at the ticket counter. Winston politely said ‘Fuck you’ to all the other people in line. A few people chuckled, a few got pissed off, but that’s life in an airport. 
 
    “Where are you going?” asked the girl at the counter. 
 
    “Where’s the furthest place on earth?” snapped Donna. 
 
    The girl, who had excelled in geometry in the fourth grade and nothing else. Ever. Said, “If you draw a line through the earth from here you’d end up in China.” 
 
    “Two tickets for China.” 
 
    “Would you like First Class? Coach? Bus—“ 
 
    “Cheapest you’ve got.” Donna figured that would put off any pursuit. The police would be looking for rich people, and rich people flew first class, or even had their own planes. They’d never think to look for herself and Winston in coach. 
 
    “Would you like insurance?” 
 
    Donna stumbled through that one, buying no insurance because she figured that would make them look poor. 
 
    “We have discounts for…” 
 
    “Please,” sobbed Donna. “We just want to get on the plane!” 
 
    The airline girl sniffed, checked a bunch of boxes, which boxes made the airlines richer, then pointed towards the passenger loading door. 
 
    Donna pulled Winston down the folding corridor and the counter girl rubbed her arms. Honestly, the nerve of poor people! And Lesbians, to boot! 
 
      
 
    The flight was 14 hours long. Fourteen hours in a pinched seat with nothing but water and peanuts. Unsalted peanuts, at that. 
 
    Winston didn’t seem to care. He just kept going on and on about ‘fuck you,’ and drawing algorithms on the fog on the inside of the plane window. Or on the napkins the peanuts were poured onto. Or in the air, licking his juicy, red lips as if it all made sense. 
 
    “Fuck you, then invert the opposite backwards and it’ll all work out.” 
 
    Donna tried to sleep, but a horde of children were playing over the coach seats like they were monkey bars. 
 
    Oh, how she wished Winston hadn’t killed Marco. 
 
    If he hadn’t killed Marco she’d be rich! 
 
    And she totally missed the fact that, being married to Winston, she was already richer than shit. 
 
    Or had been. 
 
      
 
    She grabbed Winston’s hand and pulled him down the aisle of the airplane. She pushed past people trying to get their stuff out of overheads, and exited onto the tarmac. 
 
    The incoming people glanced, annoyed, at the two lesbians. 
 
    China was hot. It was humid. How the hell did the Chinese people stand it? Why didn’t they all move someplace pleasant? Like Albuquerque? 
 
    “Mr. and Mrs. Johnston. Please to follow me.” 
 
    The Chinese customs agent smiled obsequiously and led the couple to the back of the terminal. 
 
    Donna groaned. Busted. They would spend the next twenty years in a Chinese prison for trying to sneak into the country while poor. Then they would be deported and spend another twenty years in jail waiting for a trial. And then they would be sentenced to death. 
 
    Winston said, “The hypotenuese of the geralismo sequenced against the curvature of the earth’s surface results in a teleportation of inconsequential matter to the outer rings of…” and on and on and on. 
 
    And it all made sense to him. 
 
    They entered an office in the back of the airport. Three officials were waiting for them, and before Donna could mutter ‘We’re fucked,’ they all bowed low. 
 
    “Welcome to China. We are in awe of your logical expertise in matters scientific.” 
 
    The three men ignored Donna and scraped their heads on the floor for Winston. 
 
    “Fuck you,” chirped Winston happily. 
 
    The curse might have been a blessing for the way the Chinese bowed to it. 
 
    “How may our country serve you?” asked one of the Chinese. 
 
    And Donna got it. The Chinese didn’t know they were murderers. They just knew that Winston was the smartest scientist in the world…and what could they get out of him? 
 
    “We’re here on vacation. Traveling incognito.” 
 
    “Wonderful,” responded one of the Chinese, wondering at the choice of Winston being a woman as being incognito. Surely there were other methods… 
 
    “We have a forty room mansion on a beautiful scenic lake. You may vacation there.” 
 
    Donna opened her mouth to object, then shut it. If the Chinese hid them the police would never find them!  
 
    “Fuck you,” said Winston. 
 
    They drove to a secluded military airport. From the airport they hopped over ranges of mountains, sweeping jungles, a few plains, and down to a densely populated city on the Yangtze River. 
 
    They were then escorted to a huge complex of apartments. 
 
    It wasn’t a forty room mansion, it was about forty thousand rooms, and they were all empty. 
 
    And Winston was invited to tour the local chemical plant. He was invited to tour it for 12 hours a day every day starting in one hour. 
 
    And so began their ‘Chinese vacation.’ 
 
     
 
    Donna was bored. She could go where she wanted in the city, but there were no people there. It was one of China’s famous ‘Ghost Cities.’ Built out of a frenzied need for building, but never filled because Chinese were only allowed one child per couple, and there wasn’t any need to get rich enough to feed the family when it was so small. So there was no upward mobility, so to speak. 
 
    So she wandered through a couple of gardens, her only company a big Mongoloid appearing chap that guarded her. 
 
    Then she went home and watched state television, which was like watching Happy Days for communists, the unfunny version. ‘You messee with good Commie Richie and Fonzie hit you face with little red book. 
 
    So, the solution for bored people everywhere, Donna fell in love with her Mongoloid guard and took him to bed. Every day when Winston toured the chemical plant Donna would invite Ching Ching Pao into her bedroom, disrobe, spread her legs under the gaze of his drooping eyelids and licking lips, and…become not bored. 
 
     
 
    Winston was not bored. But he also didn’t make sense. 
 
    Donna had continued giving him the little pills, and he was obsessed with the ‘fuck you’ formula. 
 
    The Chinese realized that the eccentric America was trying to convey something. He was trying to express algebraic formula that could not normally be expressed. At least not in normal language. 
 
    So they brought in a Chinese linguist. 
 
    Her name was Lingi Ping Po, and she was a die hard communist. She was also as beautiful as a western journalist. High, tight boobs. Long, silken hair. A cupid bow’s mouth painted communist red. 
 
    Her bosses all thought she was…not right. Until she took them to bed. 
 
    Then they thought she was fine. Quite brilliant woman, really. 
 
    Lingi Ping Po saw, right away, what Winston was trying to say. 
 
    “He wanna fuck fuck,” she explained to her boss. “But he no dick. Poor woman need fuck fuck!” 
 
    The communist bosses weren’t about to put up with this, so they ordered Lingi Ping Po to get tot he bottom of Winston’s ‘fuck you.’ 
 
      
 
    One day, shortly after going to work on Winston, Lingi Ping Po decided a forthright approach was needed. She grabbed his crotch. 
 
    Winston stopped and stared. His dick. He finally remembered that he had a dick, and was surprised to find that it was soft. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    “This ‘fuck you?’” asked Lingi Ping Po. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She proceeded to pull his skirt up, his panties down, and to suck his cock. 
 
    Winston sighed. He had had so few women, and the last woman he had had, his wife, wasn’t interested in this kind of stuff. 
 
    Of course his dick wasn’t hard. Hadn’t been hard since that fiasco with Marcus the Magnificent, but…it felt good. 
 
    Lingi Ping Po sucked and sucked, and was very discouraged when Winston just sighed. 
 
    She had never had a foreigner resist her wet hot tongue. 
 
    But this foreigner just stood there, a sappy look on his face, and his dick hung down like a dead eel. A small, dead eel. 
 
    Winston went home happy that day, and was surprised to find that Donna, for once, was happy. 
 
    In fact, she was so happy that she forgot to give him his pill. 
 
    The only person unhappy was Lingi Ping Po. “I suckee suck…he no fuckee fuck! How I get his big secrets out of his small mind? 
 
    Her bosses were not pleased. They slapped her in the face with a little red book and told her to try harder. 
 
     
 
    That morning, ‘THE’ morning, that would forever taint all mornings after, Winston got up and had his breakfast. 
 
    Noodles. In a bowl. Packaged like cereal. They even had a big, tiger growl out ‘gr-e-a-a-at! Then he would attack a bowl of noodles with a giant pair of chopsticks. 
 
    Winston ate his state sponsored bowl of noodle cereal, and watched the television. 
 
    Oddly, he felt…good. 
 
    He had felt good before, but it was a druggy sort of good. The world all hazy and dopey. But now he felt like it wasn’t hazy and dopey. In fact, it felt like he was coming down off something. 
 
    The something, he didn’t realize, was alprazolam 
 
    Donna, exhausted by her Mongoloid fucker’s dick, had simply forgotten to give him Marcus the Magnificent’s wonder drug. 
 
    Winston was, for the first time in months, feeling like a real person. 
 
    He finished breakfast, put his bowl and chopsticks in the state sponsored washing machine, and headed out the door. 
 
    China, he wondered. How had he gotten here? The last thing he remembered was looking at a shiny, crystal ball. And then there was a lot of muddled blankness.  
 
    Where had he been? 
 
    And how had he gotten here? 
 
     
 
    As Winston wandered through the ghost city, wondering at the fact that, for the first time in his life, there weren’t any people around, Donna slipped out of bed and into her sexy lingerie. She spritzed herself with perfume, painted her lips, pinched her nipples so they would stand up even further, and waited. 
 
    Precisely 15 minutes after Winston had departed, Ching Ching Pao, who was assigned to stand outside the Johnston’s apartment all day, and follow Mrs. Johnston if she left the apartment, walked up to the door bell and pushed it. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Donna ran for the front door. She opened it and pulled Ching Ching in. 
 
    Ching Ching was dashing in his state sponsored uniform, and she pulled down the zipper, unbuckled the buckle, pulled down the pants, pulled down his state sponsored underpants, and…SLURP! 
 
    Ching Ching’s knees weakened at the onslaught of Donna’s red lips. 
 
    He caught himself by placing one hand on an ornate table next to the front door. 
 
    He pushed the door shut—Lord knew he didn’t want to be caught by the party bosses getting his one-eyed snake slurped—and lifted Donna up. 
 
    Donna giggled and went with him. 
 
    He lifted her up and dropped her down over his dick. She slithered onto him, was held fast, and they hugged and kissed all the way to the bedroom, where he jumped up into the air and landed on her on the bed, which jammed his Chinese dick down into her capitalistic pussy. 
 
    Donna had told him that if he was going to fuck her he needed to try extra hard. On the internet it said that Chinese people only had 4.3 inch dicks. Only four countries had smaller dicks. India, Philippines, Taiwan and Thailand. 
 
    Ching Ching took this to heart and leaped extra high, and thrust his hips forward when he landed, and the result was a pleasing opening of the eyes and a mighty grunt as his dick now felt twice as big to the American woman. 
 
    Donna yelped, grunted, opened her legs and thanked the Gods. 
 
    Ching Ching went to work, putting all his communist prowess to the task, and shortly Donna was groaning out orgasms like they were free. 
 
      
 
    As Donna marveled at the blessings of communist inventions, Winston presented his pass key to the guards. 
 
    It was a small factory, as such things go, but quite diligent in applying security procedures. 
 
    The guards had guards, and everybody looked over everybody’s shoulder, and when Winston was passed through he was surprised to find himself next to a fellow American. 
 
    “Well, hello!” He was now feeling very clear in thought, and he inspected the American closely. 
 
    The American had a face like a chipmunk. He wore thick glasses, and he grinned like he was rich. 
 
    Winston knew that grin. He had been rich once, too. 
 
    “Good morning,” the other man said. “I’ve been anxious to meet you. I’ve heard such good things about your work here.” 
 
    “And who are you?” 
 
    “My name is Fauci. I’m one of the investors here. I’ve been studying over your formulas, and though I’ve been involved in the field for a long time, I can’t quite figure out how you’re going to make this work.” 
 
    Talk freely, ignoring their Chinese handlers, and the thousands of microphones that followed their every word, Fauci escorted Winston up to his laboratory. As they walked Winston explained, “My initial theories were aimed at making a pill that would increase intelligence.” 
 
    A wonderful idea, thought Fauci, wonderful for himself and his bosses, who were all very elite. 
 
    They entered the lab and Winston got out his notes. He spread them out, prepared to explain one thing or another, and was startled to find out that the stuff he had been working on no longer made sense. 
 
    His exuberance began to dissipate. He didn’t understand that no longer being on the alprazolam he could no longer see what he was thinking about when he was on alprazolam. 
 
    Still, he tried. “If you reverse the opposite of backwards, and the fuck you formula is adhered to, the result should be obvious…” but it was no longer obvious. 
 
    Fauci scratched his head. 
 
    Winston tried again. “But if the algorithm of the algebraic formulation of fuck you is transferred through the opposite of Claritis teachings then…uh…then something should…should…” 
 
    He was blank. It had all made such perfect sense, but now…now it was so much gibberish. 
 
    Fauci, however, though he understood nothing, was not discouraged. In fact, just the opposite. 
 
    When he finished meeting with the rather obtuse Winston he returned to his hotel room and wrote a wonderful report. 
 
    Dr. Johnston has made serious inroads…his inventive mind should be given full leeway…pursuing the most advantageous discoveries in the history of man… 
 
    Now, one might be wondering why Fauci would speak so highly of what was plainly ill conceived gibberish. The answer would be simple. 
 
    Fauci had arranged investments in the small company. He wanted more investments. How do you get investments? Portray the company as being on the edge of a civilization altering discovery. 
 
    So he wrote his glowing reports, e-mailed them off, and returned to the laboratory. He was hoping that there might be some way he could rescue the lab from the gibberish that Winston had foisted upon it. 
 
      
 
    In the basement of the laboratory building Lingi Ping Po read the email and trembled. 
 
    She had failed. Winston was about to make his breakthrough discoveries and she had had nothing to do with it. She had to be involved with Winston’s break through. If she wasn’t…her family would be sent back to the fields. 
 
    And she would be returned to the military, where she would have to fuck fat generals and hope for a promotion. 
 
    Her fists clamped tightly, she walked up the stairs and headed for Winston’s lab. 
 
    Winston was bent over a table, trying to figure out what the fuck you formula meant. in the back of his mind he thought it had something to do with increasing IQ, but that made no sense.  
 
    And all the fantastical algorithms of days gone by were like so much mist, disappearing under the hard sun of truth. 
 
    What did it all mean? It had all been crystal clear before…but now…crystal…crystal…he remembered holding a crystal ball, and then…and then… 
 
    Lingi Ping Po walked across the lab floor. She made no noise because she didn’t want Winston to see her coming. She was going to wring the truth out of him. 
 
    Winston stared at the window, there were beakers and bunsen burners on the counters around him. There were charts and microscopes, and it had all been aimed at something that no longer made sense, that no longer… 
 
    “Hello, Win-stone,” Lingi Ping said as she pulled up his dress and stuck her thumb right where the sun didn’t shine. 
 
    Winstone screeched and went up on his toes, then he realized something. Her thumb felt good! 
 
    “I want to know what you’re doing here, Win-stone! She reamed his rectum with her thumb and he groaned, and his ass started pressing back. He had not felt any sexual pleasure for months, his dick just hung down uselessly. But now he was feeling the sex. Now he was having reactions of the anal kind. He was enjoying his first encounter with pleasure in many, long months. 
 
    Lingi Ping rammed her thumb in and out. She could feel his prostate bump. She reached around and grabbed his limp dick. Now she had him ‘spitted.’ One hand on his penis and the other hand, or thumb, up his heinie. She began to move her hands back and forth. 
 
    Winston began whining helplessly. He had always wanted sex and never gotten it, and now it was like he was getting the best of both worlds, bot the male and the female worlds. 
 
    Lingi Ping moved her hands back and forth, and Winston’s balls slapped back and forth. 
 
    “Oh…my…God!” yelled Winston. 
 
    “You tell me now!” yelled Lingi Piing Po. “You tell me or else!” 
 
    Fauci walked into the laboratory. His mouth opened in shock, his eyes opened in wonder. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. 
 
    Winston had a dick! 
 
    Technically, he had known this. He had read the state sponsored reports. 
 
    But…he had never seen it, and Winston always presented as a she or a her, but never a he or an it. 
 
    “You tell me now!” screeched Lingi Ping, shaking the poor capitalist between her fists. 
 
    Fauci ran to intercede, though, on later thought, he didn’t know why he should. After all, Lingi Ping Po might look a little angry, but Winston was feeling the pleasure. 
 
    Lingi was lifting up, Winston was up on his toes, his arms flailing, and Fauci ran into them. 
 
    All three of them fell forward, onto the beakers and burners and chemicals and algorithms. 
 
    Glass busted, flourine and uranium and carbon and potassium came together in a manner not designed by the inventor. 
 
    Yttrium and oxygen and uranium mingled, the whole thing exploded, and the lab caught on fire. 
 
    Fire alarms went off. Clouds of noxious fumes filled the lab and poured into other areas.  
 
    Lingi Ping Po fell, her thumb still securely placed in Winston’s ass, on the floor. There was a closet near by, and they scrambled. Winston was in the way, and since her thumb was already ensconced, Lingi pushed harder, made him scramble harder. Then they were in the closet, the door closed. 
 
    Lingi got her feet under her and stood up, and Winston, because his heinie was still impaled, stood up, too. 
 
    They stood, her thumb up his ass, her tits pressed against his back. 
 
    She reached around and grabbed his dick again. And now it all became sexual. 
 
    Simply, no matter how hard Lingi tried to make it punishing, Winston was of a mind to take it as pleasuring. 
 
    “Oh, God!” muttered Winston. “Keep going.” 
 
    Lingi pushed her thumb in, and marveled at how his muscles tightened around her thumb, kept her thumb firmly trapped. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    Lingi pushed again, and she reached up and grabbed a handful of tit. 
 
    Winston groaned. Nobody ever played with his breasts. Donna never touched him there. Yet his nipples were so sensitive, and it felt so good. 
 
    She pressed her thumb hard, and he went up on his tip toes, and then the most amazing thing happened: white drool seeped out of his limp cock. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    Lingi realized what was happening. He was having an orgasm! It was through the butt, but it was a real orgasm! 
 
    She had heard of such things while in the state military, and she ground her thumb in harder, rubbed his prostate, and the flow of semen increased, and so did his pleasure. 
 
    Lingi Ping Po grinned. If she could give enough pleasure maybe this capitalistic American would demand that she stay on, that he help her every day. Maybe she wouldn’t be handed back to the fat, fucking generals who lived to slap her tits and ass. 
 
    And sticking her state sponsored thumb up a capitalistic asshole was easy work for a girl who wanted to get ahead. 
 
    “Ye-e-e-esssss!” 
 
    And Winston fell hopelessly in love. 
 
      
 
    Fauci, when the lab exploded, scrambled across the floor. He managed to make it out of the lab before the security doors locked. He ran through the complex, yelling orders at hurrying soldiers, and made it through door after closing door. 
 
    Finally, he made it to the entrance. As he stepped through the door he yelled at the security personnel, “Lock it down! Don’t let anybody out!” 
 
    The sirens whooping in the distance, Fauci staggered down the street. He entered the town proper. 
 
    His nose was running and he was sneezing. He felt like he had a cold. 
 
    He came to a wet market. This was on the side of the Yangtze River, and it was filled with everything from eels to buffalo meat. 
 
    He wandered through the market, his eyes were watering and he was sneezing, but…it was okay. He had gotten out. Now all he had to do was make it to the airport. He had a plane waiting, and he could fly out of the country before anybody knew what was happening. 
 
    He passed out of the market, left the happy, working people, and headed for the airport. 
 
    He sighed. That was close. If he had gotten locked down in the lab there was no telling what might happen to him. It was conceivable that he might even be ‘disappeared.’ 
 
     
 
    Winston and Lingi Ping hid in the closet for hours. Eventually they heard doors open and people walking around. 
 
    Winston was feeling better than he had in a long time. His dick might not work, but his balls had worked overtime. He had left a hu-u-uge mess of semen on the floor. 
 
    He opened the closet door and he and Lingi Ping came out. They came out tentatively, and were scooped up by the security patrols.  
 
      
 
    That night Winston came home late. He had been interrogated for hours. Of course it helped that Lingi Ping Po was one of the interrogators. 
 
    Donna hugged him, and hoped that he didn’t feel her pussy. It was filled with state sponsored, Mongoloid semen. 
 
    “What happened? I heard the sirens.” 
 
    Winston sat down at the table and looked at his state sponsored Top Ramen. And his chopsticks. 
 
    “Believe it or not,” he said, “I think I got a promotion.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “They want to send me and, uh…my lab assistant, to the Ukraine. There are a lot of labs there, and a lot of work to be done.” 
 
    “The Ukraine. Wow. Do you think they would let me bring my bodyguard?” 
 
    “I don’t see why not.” 
 
    Then Winston dug into his state sponsored Top Ramen. The Ukraine. And just when he was getting used to using chopsticks.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Over the following weeks the small town on the Yangtze River became less and less populated. The people were all catching some sort of flu and being moved out.  
 
    Winston and Lingi Ping Po, and Donna and Ching Ching Pao were flown to the Ukraine where Winston helped that country develop its thirty labs. 
 
    Fauci made it back to the United States, where he helped in the funding of more labs, and explored various corona diseases. 
 
    Eventually the town on the Yangtze became a ghost town. No more industry, and the people, if they weren’t sick, were sent to other communities in China. Or perhaps to concentration camps. 
 
    The town where all this happened was called ‘Wudan.’ And it is still there, on the banks of the Yangtze, as is the wet market and the rumors of a whole town killed by a mysterious disease. 
 
      
 
    And, in Los Angeles: 
 
    Bill Jennings sat down and went through the daily reports. 
 
    “Hey, Sarg?” 
 
    Bill looked up, “Yo?” 
 
    “We gonna close out the case where the palmistry guy got knocked off?” 
 
    “Yep. Nothing there, a perfect crime if I ever saw one. Why?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. I just thought it was a little sad. Marcus the Magnificent might have been a small time hustler, but…it was murder.” 
 
    “Yep, but, like you said, small time. You know what bothers me?” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “That rich guy, the billionaire. He just dropped off the face of the earth. You’d think we’d find him some where.” 
 
    “Hunh. He’ll probably show up drunk in Idaho.” 
 
    Jennings chuckled. “Yep, that’s people, eh?” 
 
    And the two cops went on about their business. 
 
      
 
     
 
    END 
 
      
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: Stepforth cov use.jpg] 
 
    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
      
 
    The Stepforth Husband

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Mistress Club! 
 
    Making Men into Women! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “If you agree to go…I’ll let you fuck me.” 
 
    Sam stared at Amy. “We’re married. I think I’ve fucked you before.”               
 
    Amy took a big breath. “Not in the asshole.” 
 
    Sam’s mouth opened in surprise. His eyes shuttered briefly. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 
 
    Amy was a knock out. She had a killer body. Nice round, jiggly buns, a narrow waist, and super, bouncy boobs. She was a brunette with blue eyes, and her lips had that classic ‘pucker up and kiss me’ look. 
 
    “You don’t believe me?” 
 
    Sam’s heart pounded, and his cock was pounding a little, too. “Uh, I believe you. It’s just that…I didn’t expect… 
 
    Amy grabbed his shirt and spoke into his face. “Sam, we’ve done it everywhere. We’ve fucked in every position. I’ve sucked your cock and even swallowed. The one thing we haven’t done is…” 
 
    She paused and Sam filled in the blank. “Your butt.” 
 
    “Now, I really want to go to this meeting. It’s the first time the Mistress Club has come to town, and I want to see what it’s all about. And they said that for the first meeting they want everybody to bring their husbands.” 
 
    Sam was nervous. “Look, I’ve heard about the MC,” MC was what the Mistress Club was sometimes called, “And I hear stories about men being abused. Locking their cocks up. Getting feminized. I’ve even heard stories about men being castrated. 
 
    “Yeah, but not for long. They just get a shot of some chemical that leaves them limp for a month or two.” 
 
    “Still. What if they try to do that BS to me?” 
 
    “So you won’t even go for a chance at anal sex with me?” 
 
    Sam shook his head slowly. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t. I just…I want some time to think about this. I mean, what’s the idea behind being castrated? What guy in his right mind would want to do that?” 
 
    “If you come with me to the meeting maybe you’ll find out.” 
 
    Sam raised a dubious eyebrow. 
 
    “I hear that there will be men there who have done it, and who are willing to share their stories.” 
 
    Sam heaved a sigh. The fact of the matter was that he was hiding a deep, dark secret. 
 
    He was fascinated by stories of men who dressed up like women. Who wore dresses and make up. Who (choke) sacrificed their weenies for a couple of months. 
 
    But he wasn’t going to let his wife know. That was a step too far. Some secrets needed to be kept. 
 
    “Come on, Sam. You don’t have to do anything, we can make a party out of it. And then you get to finally find out what the big hoo ha with fanny sex is all about.” 
 
    Sam stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. Amy sat at the table, she had filled out applications for them to attend the meeting, and she was just waiting his signature. 
 
    He got out a glass, filled it with ice, then poured a bit of bourbon over it. Old Grandad. Finally, he went to the fridge and took out a can of Coke. 
 
    PSSSH! 
 
    And he toped his drink off. 
 
    He looked at Amy. “You want one?” 
 
    She nodded, so he gave her that one and made another one for himself. They sat down at the table and sipped and regarded each other. 
 
    “So what do you hope to gain out of this MC thing?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Amy answered honestly. “I’ve talked to friends about it, they say that it strengthens their marriage.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Amy licked her lips. Took a sip. “They say that they are stronger, more empowered. They say that their men…never mind.” 
 
    “Hold on, baby. You were about to say something. What?” 
 
    Looking a bit nervous, Amy said, “They say their men are better behaved.” 
 
    Sam chortled. “Better behaved. Yeah. Henpecked is more like it.” 
 
    “Be polite, Sam.” 
 
    “Or maybe I should just say pussy whipped.” 
 
    Amy frowned. “That’s not nice.” 
 
    “Nice schmice. We need to talk honestly about what these crazy women are doing.” 
 
    “They’re not crazy!” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “Because I met one!” 
 
    “You did?” He raised his glass and sucked quickly. 
 
    “I did. She was nice, polite, and very strong.” 
 
    “And did she have her hen pecked hubby with her?” 
 
    Amy was silent. 
 
    “She did! What was he like? Was he wearing a dress? Did he do her bidding like a good, little servant?” 
 
    Amy was blushing now. And she murmured, “He wore a skirt and a blouse. And he had a bra on under the blouse.” 
 
    Sam leaned forward a little, a big grin on his face. “And how big were his boobs?” 
 
    “Not big.” 
 
    “D cups? F cups?” 
 
    Amy had had enough. “You’re not going to find out unless you agree to come with me.” 
 
    Sam sat back. He knew he had resisted enough. That would give him a bit of backbone in her eyes, enable him to leave the meeting if he felt like it. 
 
    And…he was really curious about a man that wore a dress. 
 
    In fact, the very idea was giving him a boner. A big boner. 
 
    He got a far away look in his eyes. He imagined himself trying on a dress, or maybe staggering around in high heels. God, what would he do with his boner then? How would he hide his excitement. 
 
    “Well?” asked Amy. 
 
    Sam nodded slowly. “Okay, just this once. And I don’t have to do anything weird. And when we get home I get to put my ding dong where the sun don’t shine.” 
 
    Amy smiled, a slightly nervous smile, and agreed. “Okay. Sign here and I’ll submit it. Remember, we go there Friday night and come home on Sunday night. 
 
    Sam scrawled his John Hancock at the bottom of a thick sheaf of papers. He didn’t bother reading the whole thing because Amy already had. 
 
    Amy slid the sheaf of papers into an envelope and stuffed it into her purse. “I’ll deliver this tomorrow.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll drink to that.” 
 
    They both drank to it, and it wasn’t long before they had had a second drink, and a third, and were adjourning to the bedroom. 
 
    Sam watched his wife undressed and enjoyed the way his stiff dick stood up to be counted. 
 
    Amy glanced at him, sitting on the bed and slowly stroking himself. 
 
    “Well, young man? What do you think?” She pirouetted and Sam whistled. Her boobs were big and perky and the nipples were standing up. 
 
    “Baby, you’re the ginchiest.” 
 
    She laughed and launched herself onto him. For a mad second they rolled on the bed, then she ended up on top. She pulled her legs up, positioned herself and slid down his pole. 
 
    Sam grunted, then, feeling her absorb him, he asked, “So what’s it really about?” 
 
    She wiggled her butt, causing him immense pleasure. 
 
    “Well, after we cut off your dick we put cement up your butthole.” 
 
    “I knew it!” he crowed. 
 
    They laughed, then he rolled over on top. “So I don’t want you thinking that things are going to change.” 
 
    “What do you mean,” she grunted as he pounded into her. 
 
    “I’ve heard about these women. They emasculate their men. They think the world should be for women. That ain’t happening, baby.” 
 
    “Of course not,” she giggled.  
 
    He nibbled on her niplets for a while, causing her to arch her back and moan. 
 
    “And I’m the man.” 
 
    “You’re the man, all right,” she groaned, and she began to cum. 
 
    Sam smiled. He liked making her cum, and it seemed like it was getting easier and easier. 
 
    “Come on, Sam,” she muttered. “Squirt me deep.” 
 
    Sometimes Sam didn’t like to cum. He liked to hold it in, but this wasn’t one of those times. He jammed it back and forth, hard, and he came quickly.  
 
    “Oh, yeah! I can feel it in me!” 
 
    Sam smiled, and finally rolled off her. He lay on his back and breathed heavily. 
 
    “Oh, God. That was heavenly.” 
 
    “And I only used half my dick.” 
 
    They chuckled, and started to drift into sleep. 
 
    Sam, before he entered dreamland, was thinking about what it would be like to have to wear a dress. He had a vision of Amy bullying him. But…he could never really allow that. 
 
    Amy was having other dreams. She was dreaming of putting Sam in his place. It wasn’t that she didn’t like him as a manly man, it was just that she thought she might like him better if he was a girly man. 
 
    And, with those contrary dreams rolling around inside their heads, they fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    The week passed fast. Sam worked from home, so he controlled his hours, and he always made sure he put in extra. He liked his job. 
 
    And he always had time to go peruse a little porn. He liked watching blondes with big breasts, and…shemales. 
 
    Shemales, go figure. When he had first discovered such things he had been grossed out. But give it a little time, and he was more and more fascinated by the idea of having both boobs and balls. 
 
    Mind, he wasn’t attracted to guys, just the idea of having extra sex organs. 
 
    For Amy the week went slow. She had handed in the paperwork and all she could do was wait. 
 
    She was pretty sure she and Sam would be accepted, but…she couldn’t wait to get him there.  
 
    She knew what was in the fine print. Sam had signed up for a week end course in feminization. 
 
    Several times during the week she couldn’t stop herself from giggling. He was going to be surprised! 
 
    Once he caught her laughing. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. I just was thinking of that movie we saw last month.” 
 
    He gave her a funny look, probably didn’t even know what movie she was referring to, but, that was okay. 
 
    But, finally, Friday rolled around. They had a short dinner, along with a couple of drinks. 
 
    Amy knew that Sam was going to need a little relaxation, so she popped a Xanax into one of his drinks. 
 
    By the time they were done with dinner he was feeling most excellent. 
 
    They went out to the car and Amy took the keys. “You don’t mind if I drive, do you? 
 
    She certainly didn’t want Sam behind the wheel. He was quite stoned. 
 
    Sam didn’t mind. His mind was spinning and he was feeling remarkably jolly. 
 
    Amy drove across town to the convention hall. The Mistress Club had been working on it for a week, and they drove up to lights and signs and preferred parking, and Sam thought it was pretty professional. 
 
    They parked the car and walked towards the building. It was a pretty big place with lots of extra rooms and smaller buildings. It was kept in good repair, and they entered the front doors and stopped at a welcoming station. Sam was feeling the peak of the liquor and Xanax, and he swayed slightly and grinned stupidly. 
 
    “Sam and Amy Johnson,” Amy handed over their paperwork to the people behind a long table. She was hoping nobody noticed how loopy Sam was. 
 
    Sam looked around and was surprised by the number of beautiful women standing around. They were all dressed in expensive dresses, and they all had buxom bodies. Sam grinned whenever he caught an eye, and the ladies all  smiled back. A few of the ladies were extra big, and he wondered if they were men. 
 
    “All is in order,” said the woman behind the desk. She scribbled her signature and then turned to the last page. She marked a check box. 
 
    “Amy, if you’ll go to the right, and Sam…to the left.” She smiled charmingly. 
 
    Sam pulled Amy back for a second. “I thought we were doing this together.” He belched and tried to cover it up. 
 
    Amy chuckled. Sam was in perfect condition for what was about to happen to him. 
 
    “Oh, we will. But men go through a slightly different procedure than the women. Now, go ahead Sam. I’ll see you on the other side.” 
 
    See you on the other side. How definite. He kissed her and headed to the left. He was slanted slightly to the side as he walked and Amy giggled. 
 
    Amy, going to the right was welcomed by a woman with a larger smile. She disappeared through a door, and Sam sighed. He looked to the woman stepping out to meet him. 
 
    She was large. Taller than Sam, and she looked like she did a bit of body building, or extra Pilates, or cross fit, or something.  
 
    But she couldn’t be a man. Naw. Boobs that big? She had to be a real she! 
 
    “Hi, Sam. My name is Chris. Come with me.” 
 
    Chris linked her arm in his and Sam was aware of her very large boobs pressed against his arm. His eyes rolled slightly, and he tried not to gawk at any of the smiling women he and Chris passed. 
 
    They stepped through a doorway into a hallway. Down the hallway were several doors, and they went into the fifth one on the right. It had a chair and a dresser. Next to the dresser were some hooks with what looked like hospital gowns on them.  
 
    “Off with the duds, Sam.” 
 
    Sam blinked owlishly. “Take my clothes off?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “Because it’s the rules.” 
 
    Sam was confused now, but one of the perks of Xanax is that it results in a mild condition of hypnosis. You feel wonderful, but suggestions are followed without much complaint. 
 
    Sam took off his pants and shirt. 
 
    “Everything, Sam.” 
 
    “Everything?” 
 
    “Of course. You want the full experience, don’t you?” 
 
    “But I don’t want to walk around naked!”  
 
    Chris: “Don’t worry. We’ve got some official underwear for you to wear.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” He took off his pants and giggled at his boner. “Look. Sorry.” 
 
    “Quite all right, Sam. I’ve seen a penis before.” Chris chuckled. “If you’d like I can relieve you.” 
 
    “Relieve me?” 
 
    “Sure. Hand job, or blow job. Whatever you prefer.” 
 
    Sam, being married, frowned. His lips felt a little rubbery. Funny how liquor never effected him that way before. 
 
    “I think I’m all right.” 
 
    “It’s liable to be a while before you get another chance, and the wives all kow, when they bring their men here, what can happen.” 
 
    Sam’s mind twisted a little bit. So Amy knew about…about…that he might get propositioned? 
 
    And he thought about Chris’s statement, that is might be a little while before…before? But he didn’t want Chris. No matter how buxom, no matter how red her lips were, Sam was a married man. 
 
    “I’m okay.” 
 
    “Okay. Here you go.” 
 
    Chris handed him a hospital gown. 
 
    Sam shook his head. “I’m going to wear this?” 
 
    “Sure. Next step, you know.” 
 
    Sam didn’t know, but he didn’t want to stand around with his dick poking out all night. He put the gown on, felt the cool air on his backside, and tried to pull it tighter. 
 
    Chris tied it for him, Sam felt her hands brush against his buns and that caused an inner smile. 
 
    They walked down another long hallway, and then into a room. This one had a table in the center, and lots of lights, and a person wearing a white gown. Next to the table was a man with a tank of some kind, and one of those face masks they covered patients faces with. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Up on the table, Sam,” said Chris. 
 
    Sam, still under the effects of alcohol and drugs, climbed up on the table. 
 
    “On your back, young man,” said the doctor. 
 
    The doctor had a real pair under her gown, and she was, like the other women Sam had seen, quite beautiful. 
 
    She listened to Sam’s chest with a stethoscope, she looked into his eyes. 
 
    “He’s had a couple of drinks.” 
 
    The guy holding the face masks made an adjustment on the equipment next to the tube. 
 
    “Okay, Sam, here we go.”  
 
    Three things happened at the same time. The face mask went over his face, the fellow holding it said, “Count backwards from 100…” And Chris pressed down on his arms. 
 
    Sam was immobilized, a little loopy, and he opened his mouth to object. He drew in his breath and before he could say ‘ninety-nine’ he was asleep. 
 
      
 
    Sam awoke slowly. He became aware that he was still on the table. The doctor was gone and the face mask was being lifted off his face. He breathed in cool air, and looked around. 
 
    He felt stupid. He had only been under for a short time, and he was still loopy from the bourbon and Coke and the Xanax. He looked around. 
 
    “Wash happenin’?” 
 
    “You’re fine, Sam. You’ve got a great set of tits, and your manhood has been properly confined.” 
 
    “I do?” he grinned. In his mind he was dreaming, and he was dreaming he was watching porn. And somehow he had become the porn. 
 
    Chris helped him up and he felt the weight on his chest. He looked down and his eyes grew wide. The dream suddenly ended. 
 
    “What the fuck?” A lot of liquor started having little effect at that moment. “What are these? You gave me tits!” 
 
    Chris smiled. “And quite beautiful.  You’re going to have a lot of fun.” 
 
    “Fun? I didn’t ask for these?” 
 
    He was panicking, but Chris stayed calm. 
 
    “You most certainly did. I saw the forms you filled out.” 
 
    “What? I didn’t…” he lifted his hands and hefted his boobs. His mind was shell shocked. “I didn’t ask for boobs! I didn’t fill out paperwork!” 
 
    Chris picked up an iPad and tapped it a few times. “Is this your signature?” 
 
    Sam stared at his Jahn Hancock. It was his signature. It was that form Amy had had him sign last week! 
 
    “But I didn’t…” 
 
    Chris scrolled down to the back page. “See, you’ve check off boxes for breast enhancement and…full costume…pierced ears…oh, and you’ve already got your chastity device.” 
 
    That was the moment for Sam. That was overload. He bent forward and looked over his large breasts and saw…the chastity device. It was a silver spiral in the shape of a tube. It was wrapped around his cock, and his balls, big and fat, hung below. 
 
    “I didn’t…I didn’t…” he fainted. 
 
      
 
    Sam awoke for the second time that night, and now he was not feeling any of the effects of bourbon and Xanax. He was dazed, and stupid, but knew that he had been altered. 
 
    He had breasts, rather large ones. His nipples had been enlarged, and his cock had been imprisoned. 
 
    He looked around. 
 
    “Here he is. Wake up, Sam. You’re all right.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    Chris helped him sit up. He felt the weight of his boobs and felt his cock trying to wake up. 
 
    But the metal prison was stopping his cock from erecting. 
 
    “What happened to me?” 
 
    Chris gave him water and helped him to his feet. “Come on, Sam, we’ve still got to finish you up.” 
 
    “Finish me…” he looked around. 
 
    Chris led him out of the room and back up to where he had left his clothes. They were nowhere to be seen now, and inside the dressing room Chris told him to have a seat and picked up a couple of articles of clothing. 
 
    “You’ll find that these panties have a small pouch. It will help pull your chastity tube back between your legs.” She tossed Sam a pair of stretchy panties. “You’re going to want to wear a bra. Those boobs are going to sag a bit if you don’t. We don’t want stretch marks now, do we?” 
 
    Sam held up the panties and looked at them. He looked at the bra in his other hand. 
 
    “I’m not going to put these on!” 
 
    “Of course you are. They’re part of the process here. And you can’t move to the next station unless you’re properly dressed. 
 
    “I don’t want to do this!” 
 
    Chris smiled. She was used to sudden changes of minds. “Sorry, Sam. But you’ll have to. You’ll find that the panties and bra are comfortable, and—“ 
 
    “I’m leaving.” Sam looked around for his clothes, but they were gone. 
 
    Chris nodded. “I understand how shocking this can all be, but remember that millions of women the world round get dressed every day. You’re just experiencing what women normally experience.” 
 
    “Where’s my clothes?” 
 
    “They’ve been discarded. You won’t need them for the female experience.” 
 
    “I…but I want to go home!” 
 
    “Well, sorry about that. But you can go back out to the entrance as you are. Just grab your car keys and go for it. Nobody will stop you.” 
 
    It burst through his mind then how perfect this little plot was. Amy had driven, and she had the keys! 
 
    Sam was trembling with indignation now. The drugs had worn off and he was feeling humiliated. He looked down at the breasts on his chest. They were hanging, and he really did need a bra. And his dick…it was inside that cage thing! He had to hide that! 
 
    But there was no way he could go back to the entrance and walk past all those people! 
 
    “Okay, Sam?” 
 
    Sam felt like air was whistling out of him. He felt himself becoming subdued. He was going to have to go forward, not back. He hung his head and gave a small nod. 
 
    “Okay, dokey, let’s get that bra on you.” 
 
    Sam put on the bra, and needed a little help from Chris to figure it out.  
 
    The bra was more of a halter top. It kept his nipples hidden. It held his boobs high and they were thrust out in front of him. He was amazed at how large his boobs were. 
 
    And that made his dick struggle inside the cage. 
 
    Chris looked down and grinned. “It is exciting, isn’t it?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Chris handed him the panties with a smile. “Okay.” 
 
    Sam put on the panties, and that helped because it covered up his caged cock. It felt funny to walk, however, the cage being pulled back between his legs. 
 
    “Excellent. You’ve got a wonderful body for this. Are you sure you haven’t worn women’s clothes before?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Sam snapped. Though he had often wondered, and he had looked at his wife’s lingerie with desire. 
 
    “Well, okay. Let’s go.” 
 
    Chris led the way out of the room and down the hallway. They passed the room where Sam had received his boobs. At the end of the corridor they turned into a small ante room. It was a bit gloomy, and suddenly Sam realized there were other people in the room. As his eyes got used to the darkness he made out the shapes of other men, men dressed in panties and bras. 
 
    Sam started to back up, but Chris had closed the door and was standing in the way. He was acting almost like a guard to make sure nobody went out through the back door. 
 
    “Okay, ladies,” a small cone of light appeared in the center of the room and a woman stepped into it. 
 
    She was built. Like Chris, she had large boobs. She wasn’t as tall, but she was a bit thicker. 
 
    “You’re about to get your basic orientation. I’m going to want you to file in and take a seat. Is everybody ready.” 
 
    No. They weren’t. There were several mutters, pipsqueak objections, and Sam realized that the half dozen men in the little room were all like him. They were reluctant, and Sam wondered how many of them had been fooled by their wives, tricked into coming to this terrible place. 
 
    “Okay, three, two, one…” The door in the front of the room opened and the men could see into a large auditorium. It was filled with people. The front rows were reserved for men wearing panties and bras, and the rear rows were filled with ladies. 
 
    The men in the room moved back. 
 
    Somebody, Sam couldn’t see who, called from the auditorium. “Come on out, ladies.” 
 
    But the men were in full panic mode. No way they were going to be seen in public dressed as they were. 
 
    Then Chris and the other large woman said, “Look at us!” 
 
    The men turned en masse and stared. 
 
    Chris and the other woman lifted their dresses and pulled down their panties. They each had a big set of balls, and they were each holding a large but slack penis in their manicured hands. 
 
    Suddenly the men were backing the other way, out into the auditorium. 
 
    They were engulfed by bright lights and they heard cheers and the stomping of feet. 
 
    At the rear of the room the women, the wives, were standing and clapping. 
 
    At the front of the room the men were sitting with their heads hanging. The few men who did look up were in the same boat as Sam. Their faces were bright red and their eyes ashamed. 
 
    Now in the open, Sam and the others were directed to the front row seats. Moving quickly, scurrying like rabbits with wolves watching them, they sat down in the few open seats. 
 
    At the head of the auditorium one of the most beautiful women Sam had ever seen was watching, a slight smile on her face. 
 
    Sam raised his head enough to watch her, and she noticed him and winked. 
 
    Sam immediately lowered his head. 
 
    All the men seated, the doors closed, the lights dimmed and the woman at the head of the auditorium began to speak. 
 
    “Welcome, ladies, to basic orientation for men willing to undergo the feminine experience. My name is Marguerite and I am in charge of this chapter of the Mistress Club.” 
 
    Some of the men muttered, and it was plain that many of them were like Sam, caught. 
 
    The lady continued. “The world being in sad shape, it is imperative that men take a softer viewpoint. Men and women must present a united front to the troubles that are impacting on our civilization. These coincide with the goals of the Mistress Club.” 
 
    “Suck my dick,” whispered a man somewhere to Sam’s right. He didn’t whisper very loudly, however. 
 
    “In this orientation you will come face to face with what a woman must endure in this society. You will understand what it means to be considered a second class citizen. By going through this experience it is hoped that you will cease any mistreatment of women that you have been guilty of, and you will join with them in their efforts to correct this poor society. Do any of you ladies have any questions?” 
 
    A long moment of silence occurred, and Sam thought nobody was going to say anything. Then a fellow on the left spoke up. “I didn’t agree to this. I want to leave!” 
 
    The lady speaking smiled, leaned against a large, wooden podium and said, “How often do you think your behavior has caused your wife to want to leave your little kingdom?” 
 
    The man looked confused. 
 
    “Instead, she puts up with your beer swilling, football gaming personality and cooks dinner, washes the laundry, has children, raises children, all while letting herself be used by you in a sexual manner.  So, in answer to your statement: No. You will not be allowed to leave until you have fulfilled the contract which you have signed.” 
 
    “That’s not fair!” 
 
    “Life isn’t fair. Are there any other questions?” 
 
    A fellow behind Sam asked, “Why do we have to wear panties? And what’s up with these boobs! I never asked for tits!” 
 
    “What an interesting objection, for a man who, if you are ‘normal,’ lusts after women’s breasts, objectifying your wife and demanding that she lay down and spread for you whenever you want. Now it is you that will be objectified, you who will have unreasonable demands made upon your person. Are there any more questions?” 
 
    There were, and the lady at the podium answered quickly and succinctly, always turning the question into a challenge to the asker. Finally, she made the point, “Just to let you know, I am willing to answer questions until dawn, which is breakfast, and even through breakfast. I will point out that you will be losing sleep, and this may even affect your performance adversely when we start your actual training. This weekend will last, as per contract, as long as you make it last.” 
 
    That statement brought the questions to a close. Most of the questions were just sour grapes, anyway, and the men were rapidly coming to the viewpoint that the sooner they got started the sooner their torment would be at an end. 
 
    “Okay,” said Marguerite, “Let’s go quickly over your itinerary for this weekend.  
 
    A lady behind her stood up and placed a batch of posters on a tripod. The first poster read: 
 
      
 
    Introduction 
 
    Accepted Behavior 
 
    Lights out 
 
      
 
    SATURDAY 
 
    Yoga 
 
    Make up 
 
    How to Conduct Yourself as a Woman 
 
    Submitting While Dancing 
 
    Chick Flicks 
 
    Lights Out 
 
      
 
    SUNDAY 
 
    Yoga 
 
    The Need for Sexual Self Control 
 
    Clothing 
 
    Self Defense 
 
    Ear Piercing 
 
    Remaining a Woman 
 
    Closing Ceremonies 
 
      
 
    Marguerite used a pointer and went through the items, describing them briefly. The items were pretty self explanatory, however, and she was quick. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, let’s  get into Accepted Behavior.” 
 
    The lady in charge of the posters removed the top one and the major points for Accepted Behavior were listed. 
 
      
 
    Politeness 
 
    Punishment 
 
      
 
    And that was all. 
 
    Marguerite smiled as the men started buzzing in whispered conversations. 
 
    “You have all signed agreements to follow all directions. You may not have noticed a bit of fine print, the section that allows us, the MC, to deliver whatever punishment is required to force you to fulfill your contracts and follow those directions. Thus far we have been very polite, very circumspect, as it is understood that you have certain apprehensions and don’t fully comprehend the severity and significance of our program. 
 
    “From this point on we will be administering punishments as needed. This can include whippings, tasering in the event you become violent, and extended periods of time in the stocks. Any time spent in the pillory may be accompanied by appropriate corporal punishment. For any of you who don’t understand the word ‘corporal,’ that includes spankings and the use of various instruments to force your compliance.’ 
 
    “Can we ask questions?” asked a fellow with red hair. 
 
    Of course.” 
 
    “Corporal punishment of which you speak—“ 
 
    “Whippings while pilloried, usually,” Marguerite added. 
 
    “Yes. That stuff has been allowed in our society for hundreds of years.” 
 
    “It hasn’t?” 
 
    “No. And—“ 
 
    “What about waterboarding?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Waterboarding, sleep deprivation, slave labor, I believe your information is lacking.” 
 
    “What are you talking about? Waterboarding is done by the army. We’re talking about men and woman!” 
 
    “Men and women are in the military. Men and women are in all cultures. Men and women have been guilty of such punishments right up to modern times. The Mistress Club is dedicated to stamping out all such punishments, and that is done by showing the cruelty of such punishments. 
 
    “So do as I do, not as I say,” blurted the man. 
 
    “Reason doesn’t always work with people who insist on being beasts. And, that said, can you tell me of the punishments you have inflicted upon the women in your life?” 
 
    “I never mistreat women!” 
 
    “Well, Charley,” Marguerite leaned on the podium and drawled out her next words. “Did you strike your wife shortly after you got married? Something about her spending too much?” 
 
    Charley’s mouth opened, and the look on his face indicated that he had done such a thing. 
 
    “By what right do you strike another human being?” 
 
    A large woman had moved up behind Charley, but he was too focused on Marguerite to notice. 
 
    “That was one time! And I’ve never…that’s our business! You have no—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! FUCK!” Charley turned around to see the large woman holding a whip. He was rubbing his ass and tears had come to his eyes. 
 
    The woman was muscular, and all the fellows sitting in their panties and bras realized this was a woman with a penis. 
 
    Charley turned back to Marguerite. “Why the fuck did you do that?” 
 
    “But, Charley, we only did it once.” 
 
    The auditorium was dead silent while Charley came to grips with his own words. Then a woman behind the men, one of the wives, snickered. Shortly all the women were laughing. 
 
    Charley, still rubbing his ass, sat down and looked at the floor. 
 
    “So, ladies,” said Marguerite, “You may ask whatever questions you wish…as long as you are polite. If you are not polite, or the question is inappropriate, then you may get a spanking. You may even be taken to the pillories for a couple of hours of correction. 
 
    “Do you understand? Be polite, or suffer the consequences.” 
 
    None of the men said anything. 
 
    “Now then, let’s go over the rest of your classes, then you will be allowed to sleep. 
 
    The lady behind her removed the Accepted Behavior poster and the list of activities for Saturday were revealed. 
 
     
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The men slept in a big dormitory. They slept on military style beds with no sheets or blankets. They just lay in their bra and panties and tried to ignore the rather cool temperature created by efficient air conditioning. 
 
    “How are we supposed to sleep,” whined one man. 
 
    There were several of the large women that were really men at various places in the dorm, and one of them said, “Men and women have different hormones. Haven’t you ever seen women wearing coats and sweaters in an office? Complaining that it is too cold?” 
 
    “Yeah, but this is ridiculous!” 
 
    The large woman said, “I’ve been told this is exactly what women feel like.” 
 
    “But…can’t we turn up the heat for one night?” 
 
    The large woman said, “The men in the office won’t allow it.” 
 
    “But we’re not in an office!” 
 
    The large woman shrugged. “This is the lesson.” 
 
    So the men spent their night freezing, not even removing their bra and panties, hoping that even that skimpy bit of clothing would somehow warm them up. 
 
    A lot of them were huddled into the fetus position and holding their chastity tubes with their wiggling cocks in them. 
 
     
 
    The following morning a buzzer went off. It was a big buzzer that filled the whole dorm, and it was designed to sound like an alarm clock. 
 
    The men in their bra and panties all sat up on the sides of their beds and wrapped their arms around themselves and shivered. 
 
    “Man, I never slept so badly,” muttered one man, and he wasn’t alone in his complaints. 
 
    A door at a corner of the dorm opened and the men headed for it. As they arrived a woman, a real woman, wearing real clothes, was standing at the door with an iPad. She checked off each man as he passed through and stated the instructions. “Complete ten tasks and you will be allowed breakfast.” 
 
    The men, one at a time, started down a long hallway. And the tasks stopped them again and again. 
 
    Change a baby. Which baby was a doll with something that smelled suspiciously like real poop in their diapers. 
 
    Butter four pieces of toast and place them on a tray. Run the tray to another station and add jelly. The toast was just plastic squares, which squares were washed and returned to the original station. 
 
    Run fifty yards, boobs ajiggling, get a newspaper and run back. 
 
    Enter a small arena with a dozen dogs in it. Put food in a dish, place it on the floor, and escape with your life. 
 
    Change another diaper. 
 
    Run upstairs and get a man’s satchel, which your ‘husband’ had conveniently forgotten. 
 
    And so on. 
 
    Task after task. And it was obvious that the women were keeping times. One of them even shouted out, “Best time wins a prize!” 
 
    The men hurried, turning it into a race, and when the first man to cross the finish line asked for his prize he was told, “Satisfaction for another day of hurdles accomplished. That’s your prize.” 
 
    He griped, but…at least he got into the kitchen before the rest of the men. 
 
     
 
    The men had to fix their own breakfasts, and they were given choices of recipes and fruit. The recipes looking a little daunting, most of the men settled for a banana and an orange. 
 
    “How are we going to survive without protein?” asked one of the men. 
 
    A woman said, “Ladies have different nutritional requirements. If you ate protein like a man, which you are frequently forced to do, then you get fat and the man divorces you.” 
 
    There were a lot of frowns at this, but everybody was getting pretty tired. Lack of sleep, lack of protein, a frenetic schedule of stupid tasks, and the men were wearing down fast. 
 
      
 
    Upon completing their breakfasts the men were shown to a large exercise room. There were club chairs ringing the room, and wives were sitting in the room. They chatted comfortably, and looked up as the men entered the room.  
 
    When Sam entered the room he immediately saw Amy. He ran to her. “What did you do to me!” 
 
    “Sam! No talking!” The woman who spoke was holding a taser and grinning. 
 
    “You can’t stop me from talking to me wife!” 
 
    “One more word…” she aimed the taser at Sam. 
 
    Sam stood, caught. He looked at his wife and wanted to say so many things, then he heard a sound. SZZZZT! 
 
    He turned and saw a man collapsing onto the floor. He could smell burnt flesh and the man quivered on the floor. 
 
    Behind him, the woman who had threatened him with a taser said, “Sam, your wife has needs.” 
 
    Sam turned back to Amy. Amy was grinning, and she had lifted her dress. He stared at her moist pussy and gulped. It was obvious what he was expected to do. 
 
    Except he didn’t like eating pussy! She peed through the damn thing! He didn’t mind putting his cock up her vagina, but to kiss it and lick it? Brrrr! 
 
    The woman spoke, and it was obvious she was explaining things to everybody and not just Sam. Other woman told men to listen up. 
 
    “Sam, how often have you rolled over and demanded a poke? You don’t ask if your wife is in the mood, and if she indicates she’s not you get grumpy. This is what that feels like. Now drop to your knees.” 
 
    Sam heard a couple of SZZZZTs,” and noticing that men were being tasered freely, he dropped. He looked back at the woman holding the taser. 
 
    “What, Sam? You can talk to me, as long as you’re polite, but your wife only wants sex and none of your bullshit.” 
 
    “But…I don’t do this! I’m not this way!” 
 
    “You’re full of shit, Sam. Every man is this way, though they never admit it. But I have a deal for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “In the next room some of the male volunteers, the large ones with cocks in their panties, would like to be serviced. If you would like to suck a stiff cock, instead of munching a pussy, that is an option.” 
 
    Sam turned back to his wife. 
 
    Amy was grinning, and her eyes were gleaming. 
 
    “You’re getting off on this!” he whispered. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” He rubbed his butt. 
 
    “Use your mouth for the designated purpose, and nothing else!” 
 
    Tears appearing in the corners of his eyes, Sam bent down to Amy’s vagina. As he ate he heard some of the MC women say such things as…’Wait until they have to learn how to suck cock.’ And, ‘tomorrow they won’t know which women they are…’ and the voice faded out. 
 
    Sam worked on Amy’s vagina. Sliding his tongue along the labia and ending with a healthy suck on the clitoris. He was thinking about what he heard. ‘Which women they were…what?” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    It wasn’t a hard one, but it made Sam jump, which drove his mouth harder onto Amy’s pussy and made her sigh.  
 
    “Stop thinking, Sam. Dedicate yourself to her pleasure. This is just the start.” 
 
    Sam sucked, and from that point on, desperate not to get another whipping, he focused on the task at hand. His face got wet and Amy groaned, and he only peripherally heard the MC ladies making more remarks. 
 
    “Tilt your head so…yes…that’s it.” 
 
    “First one to get his wife to orgasm wins!” 
 
    That brought a surge of interest. Men, after all, were simple creatures who responded to simple contests. 
 
    And: “You’re going to have to do tongue lengthening exercises.” 
 
    Finally, women started moaning in orgasm. There were about eighty men in the room, and that meant eighty wives, and eighty orgasms. 
 
    And it sounded like the MC ladies were counting each orgasm. 
 
    Sam tried as hard as he could. Now his dick was responding, now that he was face deep in pussy. It wiggled and tried to push against the sides and end of the chastity tube. It didn’t get anywhere, but it did cause a light amount of pain that made Sam groan. And his groan, so sexual in nature, pushed Amy over the edge. 
 
    “OHHHH!” 
 
    And the women on the sides of here, as if inspired by her cum, began thrusting their hips and moaning. 
 
    “Don’t take your mouth off her, Sam! Keep licking. Let her down easily. You’ve got to clean her of any juices that result.” 
 
    Sam kept licking, but now he could take his time. 
 
    And now he was now as about as horny as he had ever been. Being forced to eat his wife’s pussy, and his cock all locked up, it was hard to stand! 
 
    Finally, every woman had cum, and a couple of them had cum twice, and the MC instructors directed the men to stand up and back to the center of the room. 
 
    The wives all stood up and chatted as they made their way to the exits. The men were directed to stack chairs. Amy smiled and waggled her fingers at Sam as she made her way out of the room. 
 
    “Fuck,” whispered a fellow near Sam. “That was hot.” 
 
    Sam was conflicted. It was hot. He turned to one of the ladies overseeing the class. “So how is it punishment to a woman to have to give a blow job if they like it?” 
 
    The lady smiled. “You didn’t have to swallow.” 
 
    When Sam frowned she explained a little more. 
 
    “Men and women are different, sometimes they are actually reversed. Sure, she had a good time, but it would have been better if she had had choice. For a woman it’s not always just lay down and squirt.” 
 
    While Sam pondered that another woman yelled out,” “”Line up for yoga!” 
 
    Little mats were handed out and the men spaced themselves in rows and columns. Shortly they were sitting in the Indian position and receiving instructions on how to fold their legs into the lotus position. 
 
    The men struggled, groaning at the new pain they were being introduced to. 
 
    “Every woman must remain in good shape, else their men will just cheat on them, divorce them, or simply treat them like shit!” 
 
    Sam did his best, but it was almost impossible. Until a large woman, which had to be a man, came over and simply pushed his legs into position. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Sam moaned. 
 
    The large woman held him in position, and after a minute his muscles began to accept the new position. 
 
    Sam sat for five minutes, whimpering, and the ladies, and the large ladies who might be and probably were women, circled the room. Finally, “Okay, ladies. This next posture is called ‘Cow lips.’ 
 
    Sam had to force one leg over the other and twist. This required him to manually shift the position of his cock cage. 
 
    “One of the benefits of this position, for women, is that it induces orgasms. Right out of the blue. This is wonderful for women, and sometimes they end up loving this yoga position, and tend to neglect their spouses sexually. If you are a man who has this type of wife please raise your hand.” 
 
    Two men in the group of eighty raised their hands. 
 
    “Okay, you two, go with Dalia over there. She’ll show you things you can do to relieve this situation.” 
 
    Sam raised his hand. He didn’t have a wife who got off on yoga, Amy didn’t even do Yoga, but he figured that he needed a break from this crazy body contortionism. 
 
    “Okay, Sam. You, too.” 
 
    Sam stood up, felt his joints creak a bit, and staggered after the two men. 
 
    Sam and the two others were taken to a small room. In the room were two beds. 
 
    “Oops, where’s the other bed?” asked the woman. 
 
    “Sorry,” said the large woman, who happened to be Chris. “I’ll get another one.” 
 
    “No need. Sam, come with me. Chris, bring a taser.” 
 
    Sam’s head swiveled and he stared as Chris produced a taser. Chris smiled at him reassuringly, however, so, in spite of shaking knees, he followed the woman to another bedroom. 
 
    “Upsy daisy, Sam. Face down.” 
 
    “I’m not going to get up there!” 
 
    “Chris?” 
 
    “Better do it, Sam. This is fully charged.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “I didn’t either, but once I did, it was good.” 
 
    Trembling, Sam climbed up on the bed and lay down. 
 
    The bed was uncomfortable. Just a thin mattress with a thin sheet on it. Sam looked back. The woman and Chris were wrapping leather restraints over the bottom posts, and when they began wrapping them around Sam’s ankles he revolted. 
 
    He gave a shriek and kicked, and was rewarded with the feel of Chris’s nose under his heel. 
 
    Chris yelped and stepped back. 
 
    “Chris.” 
 
    Sam was struggling to turn over, and had half made it, when he felt the twin pins of the taser penetrate his flesh. Suddenly everything was white and crazy. His body was twisting and writhing like crazy and he was crying out in a weird moan. 
 
    Then he was just laying there, wondering what had happened. He could smell flesh. Weird. Then, a minute later, he came to his senses, and his arms and legs were fastened to the poles of the bed. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Give me a second. The bleeding has stopped.” 
 
    The woman came and stood next to Sam. “That was not called for, Sam.” 
 
    Sam tried a glare, and it sort of worked. 
 
    “A little pleasure and you would have been on your way. You didn’t have to kick Chris.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” muttered Chris. “He doesn’t know any better.” 
 
    “Let me out of here,” Sam whispered. 
 
    “I should put him in the stocks.” 
 
    “Not yet. He needs a chance to learn.” 
 
    “Hunh! He needs a good spanking!” 
 
    Chris was up on his feet now, moving around the bed. He was holding a red stained handkerchief to his nose. “Not yet. Give him a chance.” 
 
    The woman leaned down and looked at Sam. “If it wasn’t for Chris you’d be locked up and getting spanked right now. 
 
    Sam just grunted. He was slowly overcoming the effects of being tasered. 
 
    “Okay, Sam. When your wife isn’t feeling like it, or maybe getting it from yoga, or even a lover, then there are things you can do. One of the things is to stimulate your prostate. In the same way the yoga position stimulates your wife’s pussy a butt plug will stimulate your prostate. 
 
    The woman showed Sam a jar of lube. She smiled, she was still a little pissed off, and she dipped her finger into the jar and scooped out a healthy helping of lube. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Chris operated a remote and the bed started rising in the middle. Sam was folded in half, and his butt was on display. 
 
    The woman pushed the lube into Sam’s asshole and he bucked, but she ignored his movement and began reaming his asshole, spreading the lube inside with her fingers. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Stop it!” 
 
    “It’s okay, Sam,” said Chris. “The sooner you learn to enjoy this the sooner you’ll make it through the training.” 
 
    She scooped some more lube and applied it. Sam struggled for a while. 
 
    Chris grabbed his hanging. chastity tube and began stroking his balls. “Easy, Sam. Take a breath and enjoy.” 
 
    Sam didn’t know it was Chris holding him, but it did feel good. Slowly, he stopped struggling. Then the finger in his butt started feeling good. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    “That’s right,” said the MC woman. “Just relax and enjoy.” 
 
    It became enjoyable, real enjoyable, and Sam was shocked when his hips moved back and tried to suck in more of the finger fucking. 
 
    Chris held an object in front of Sam’s eyes. “You’re not loose enough for real relief, but this will help you get there. After a few hours of having your prostate rubbed you’ll be more than ready for your real relief.” 
 
    Sam stared at the object. It was slim, shaped like a really tiny torpedo. 
 
    The woman took the object and put it in Sam’s ass. At first it went in easy, then it reached the limits of Sam’s ass to expand. There was a little pain, then the thing popped all the way in. 
 
    Sam groaned, but couldn’t do anything. The pleasure was too great, and all he could do was lay there and feel it, and love it. 
 
    “This is an expandable butt plug, Sam. I’m going to make it larger now.” 
 
    It felt like she had pressed a button on the end of the thing, and suddenly Sam’s eyes opened. It felt like the thing in his anus was getting larger. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Cool, eh?” observed Chris. “Sometimes I wear these things all day. They feel so good.” 
 
    “Okay, Sam. You’re going to feel your prostate being rubbed. This will excite you, and a few hours from now you’ll be dripping. Let us know and we can make it larger. The larger it gets the sooner you’ll have your very own butt plug induced orgasm.” 
 
    Sam lay on the folding table, his butt in the air, and gasped for breath. He had never imagined such a thing could take his breath away. 
 
    His bed was returned to flat and the MC lady and Chris loosened his bonds. Chris helped him sit up, and he groaned as the pressure of his body pushed the expandable butt plug deeper into his ass. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    It was difficult for Sam to walk now, but he followed Chris back to the yoga room. The class was just finishing and Sam stood there, breathing heavily, a dazed look in his eyes. Some of the other men glanced at him, and wondered what had happened, but Sam couldn’t even speak. He was that excited. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, ladies! It’s time for make up!” 
 
    Sam, waddling, followed the rest of the class as the MC ladies separated them into groups and took them away. 
 
    Sam was in one of the last groups, and he walked into a small room with vanity tables against the walls.  
 
    The vanity tables were white, had mirrors ringed with round, white light bulbs, and trays of make up. 
 
    Sam sat down, gingerly, and felt the plug rubbing against his prostate. He had been told it would take a couple of hours for him to start dripping, but it felt like it was happening all ready. 
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror. He was a man, dammit. He was a man in spite of the mounds on his chest, in spite of the bra and panties and chastity tube. 
 
    The man in the mirror looked pretty dour for all of that. 
 
    “All right, ladies. You’re only as good as you look. In the eyes of men, that is.” 
 
    The MC ladies and large women all chuckled knowingly. 
 
    “So we’re going to teach you how to be beautiful, no matter what. When we’re done any man would want to put their dicks in your  pretty, little mouths.” 
 
    The men all jerked at that. They looked around and there was actual fear in their eyes. 
 
    The ladies laughed. “Don’t be such homophobes, you homophobes!” 
 
    The man glanced at each other, and one of them made a break for it. 
 
    “Lemme go!” he yelled. In his rush he bumped one of the real women, and she fell to the ground. 
 
    SZZZZZT! 
 
    He lay on the ground, twitching, and the smell of burning flesh was now familiar to Sam. 
 
    Two large women pulled the man out of the room. 
 
    “What’s going to happen to him?” asked Sam. 
 
    “Violence towards women. He’s going straight to the stocks.” 
 
    That put a damper on the mood, but the ladies moved right in to pump it up again. 
 
    “Okay, you gentlemen probably think you’re clean as a whistle, but if you are, it’s a pretty dirty whistle. On the tray to your right you will find a group of bottles and tubes. You will be using these to cleanse your face. The steps for cleansing your face are: wash, cleanse, exfoliate, tone, face mask, moisturizer. 
 
    The men looked down at the chemicals in confusion. They had no idea what the MC instructor was talking about. 
 
    The ladies smiled, there were six of them, three regular sized, and three with penises, presumably, and they went from table to table and helped the men get started. 
 
    For Sam this was the weirdest thing. His face was supposed to be cleansed, but it felt…different. It felt like he had goop all over it, and he wanted to just scrub his face with soap and water and really clean it. 
 
    Women had a different idea of cleansing than men did, however. 
 
     
 
    The men had awakened at five in the morning, it was now nine, and they spent an hour learning how to clean their face, put on blush and foundation and creating a proper canvas for their make up. 
 
    Then they spent an hour learning how to put on eye shadow, mascara, lipstick, and that sort of thing. And they needed every minute. 
 
    Finally, a group of MC technicians came into the room and began weaving extensions into their hair. Or, in the case of a totally bald man, putting a wig on his head. 
 
    Finally, at noon, they were all made up. They still wore nothing but panties and bras, but their faces were no longer male. Their faces were sparkling with color and they wore long tresses. Tresses down to their shoulders. 
 
    They sat on the chairs and looked at each other, and they were in a curious mix of confusion. 
 
    They looked like women. 
 
    The bra and panties sculpted their bodies somewhat, and their faces were totally of the other gender, and they looked like women. 
 
    Sure, a couple of the guys could do with a little liposuction, or maybe just very strong corsets, but… 
 
    “Okay, ladies. I want to congratulate you on looking so beautiful. Your prize for looking so lovely is…high heels!” 
 
    The MC women cheered, and the men looked…embarrassed. 
 
    The woman went around the room, helping men into high heels. 
 
    The heels were the classic patent leather sling back with open toes. 
 
    “Mind you, ladies, we haven’t put your nail polish on, yet, but when we do you’re going to find it very exciting! 
 
    Sam was about ready to bust. 
 
    The thing in his butt was overwhelming. His penis, in the cage, was starting to drip. His face was no longer him, and…it was overwhelming. 
 
    The MC ladies were all busy, looking down at the men’s shoes, discussing various things concerning the care of such shoes, and how to walk, and Sam was sitting with the shoes in his hand. 
 
    He found himself standing up. 
 
    Nobody noticed. 
 
    He walked to the door, his shoes in his hands. 
 
    One of the women looked up, but it looked like Sam was just going to ask for help. 
 
    Sam opened the door and stepped out. 
 
    He closed the door. 
 
    He was free.  
 
    He had escaped. 
 
    He was holding the shoes, his butt felt huge inside. 
 
    He walked down the hallway. 
 
    He looked like a woman, and the few women he passed looked at him, then smiled when he smiled at them. 
 
    He looked like a recruit on his way to the next station. 
 
    He came to the end of the corridor and looked around the corner. 
 
    It was the big entrance room. The table where he and Amy had checked in was empty. There was a group of women on the far side of the area, but none of them noticed him. 
 
    Sam heard footsteps behind him. High heeled footsteps. 
 
    “Sam? Sam?” 
 
    He had to go now. 
 
    He walked towards the glass doors that led to the outside world. 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    He looked like he was just taking a walk. 
 
    He pushed open the door… 
 
    “Sam!”  
 
    “Stop him!” 
 
    The ladies to the side of the room turned and stared. 
 
    And Sam ran for it. 
 
    A woman was standing outside, and she reached for Sam. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    He pushed and slammed into her with a shoulder. She went sprawling, and Sam kicked it into high gear.
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     Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
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    A Note from the Author! 
 
    I’ve always loved the idea of a pure man. One free from the terrible drives of sex. The potentials of chemical castration are immense.  
 
    Chemical castration, as described in this story, is real. It is used on sexual criminals, but it leaves the door open for a lot of questions. 
 
    Would a castrated man commit crimes? 
 
    He certainly wouldn’t cheat on his mate. Or could he? 
 
    How would he live with the day to day frustrations? 
 
    What would sex be like for a castrated man. 
 
    Bear these questions in mind as you read this story, and think about what temporary castration might do for yourself. 
 
    What a trip, eh? 
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    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    Sam ran like his life depended on it. He had escaped, and he would no longer be made into a woman. As he ran he thought about what had happened to him. 
 
    His wife had signed him up for this Mistress Club event, then the women of the Mistress Club had transformed him into a woman. He had boobs on his chest, his cock was trapped in chastity and pulled back between his legs. To top it off he had on full make up and they given him long hair.               
 
    To a passerby he looked like a woman! He was wearing a bra and panties, but they looked more like a swim suit, a halter top and swim suit bottoms. 
 
    As he ran he heard women calling after him. He ran harder, his lungs gasping, trying to get away. 
 
    To think, he had once thought about becoming more feminine, about even dressing as a woman and being some sort of shemale. 
 
    It had felt so romantic, so exciting. But now that they were transforming him it was…too much. 
 
    He couldn’t handle it. 
 
    He raced across lawns, down alleys, and finally stopped. 
 
    He had run a couple of miles, barefoot, and he bent over and gasped for breath. 
 
    His boobs hung down and it made him uncomfortable, so he straightened up, put his hands on his hips and kept walking. 
 
    Then he heard the roar of a car motor. Just in time, he stepped into some bushes. 
 
    A car roared past, there were three of the big women in the car. No, there was one regular sized female, and the other two were big guys that had been feminized. 
 
    He knew they were looking for him. 
 
    He gasped for breath, almost sobbed, and waited for them to disappear around a far corner. 
 
    They turned, and he immediately took off running. 
 
    At first he had no idea where he was going, then he realized he was running sideways to the direction his house was in. 
 
    He slowed down, trotted, then walked. 
 
    He listened, and when cars came along he stepped into alleys, doorway, behind trees.  
 
    The members of the Mistress Club were out in force. They didn’t want somebody going to the newspapers, or onto Facebutt, and telling the world what they were doing to men. 
 
    Oddly, he found that he was still wearing the high heels they had given him. 
 
    ‘Wait until you see them on your feet with your toes all painted!’ That’s what they said. 
 
    He started to toss them in a dumpster, then realized they were evidence. 
 
    Now he was in the suburbs. Cars filled with women still came along every once in a while, but they were fewer and further in between. 
 
    He looked up at the sun. He was sweaty from running, and his legs were tired. He hadn’t had lunch, nor even water. 
 
    He passed by a park and went to the bathrooms in the far corner. He ducked his head under a faucet in the bathroom and soaked his head. He had never imagined extensions could create such heat! 
 
    Then he drank water, lots of water, then he heard a car door slam. 
 
    “I’ll check the bathrooms.” 
 
    Fortunately for Sam, he was on the far side of the bathrooms from the parking lot. He darted out the door and around the edge of the building just in time. He was between the little brick building and a hedge. He heard somebody opening stall doors, then whoever it was was heard walking back to the parking lot. 
 
    “He’s got to be here somewhere! He can’t have gotten far!” 
 
    Another voice: “Let’s head back to town, see if anybody else has seen him.” 
 
    The car door slammed and the car pulled away. 
 
    Sam gave a light sob and slid down the side of the building to a squatting position. He was still free. And if he could get to his house…he had guns there. He could stand them off until the cops could get involved. 
 
    He went back into the outhouse and drank some more water, then he started the final couple of miles back to his house. He walked slowly, and was sore in the shoulders and chest. 
 
    Of course. His boobs weighed a lot. His muscles weren’t used to that. 
 
    He took another break a mile from home. He rested behind a fence and thought about his situation. 
 
    Home. Guns. Call the police, get on Facebutt. Reveal these crazies for who they were. 
 
    Sighing, he struggled to his feet and began the last mile home. 
 
    Ten minutes later he was on his street. He lived on a cul de sac, and there were only a few houses. His was the third one in, and he quick walked past the first two houses and stopped. 
 
    His car was there. 
 
    The car that Amy had driven him to the Mistress Club in the night before. 
 
    Were the Mistresses there? 
 
    Crap! 
 
    Well, nothing for it but to sneak in and see. 
 
    He turned into his neighbor’s yard and sidled along the fence, then went through a gate and into his own yard. 
 
    He put his ear to the side of the house and listened. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He walked along the side of the house to the back yard. Turning the corner he had a full view of the patio and the big picture window. 
 
    He saw nothing. He crept along the back of the house, careful not to make any noise. He stopped and pressed his ear to a window. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    But he knew that Amy was home. Their car was parked out front. Unless she was in one of the cars driving around town looking for him. 
 
    He took a quick step and tried the back door. Locked. 
 
    He thought about knocking, but decided not to. There was always a chance somebody was waiting for him. 
 
    He walked to the other side of the house and down to the garage door. He tried the knob. Again, it was locked. 
 
    Crap! So close and yet so far. 
 
    And he knew he was going to have to go in the front door. There was a key under the mat if the door wasn’t open. And if that didn’t work he was going to have to break in. 
 
    He went to the corner of the house and stared at the street. Nobody on the sidewalks. No neighbors were out. He was good to go. 
 
    Taking a breath, he dashed to the front door and tried the handle. 
 
    It turned! And he stepped into the house. 
 
    It was cool in the foyer, and he put his back to the door and took deep breaths. He had made it. 
 
    He finally tossed the high heels away, directly into the living room. He walked down the hallway to the bedroom. 
 
    He stepped into the bathroom, doused a washcloth with water and sponged himself off. He didn’t have time for a shower, but he needed a bit of clean, a bit of refreshment. 
 
    Done, he put the wash clothe on the counter and walked into the bedroom. He went to the closet and opened it and reached up for the box holding his pistols. 
 
    He put the boxes on the bed and opened them. Two Glocks. The clips held 19 bullets. That was 38 ways to defend himself against those crazy mistress ladies. 
 
    His hands on the grips of the pistols he chortled, and then he heard the front door open. 
 
    A snarl on his lipsticked mouth, he stepped into the bedroom doorway. 
 
    “He has to come home,” Amy said. “You’re not going to hurt him, are you?” 
 
    “Amy, he’s in no trouble. Oh, he’ll have to spend time in the stocks, but it is our security that was lax. Right now the important thing is to get him back on the program.” 
 
    “Wonderful. I just know…Sam!” 
 
    Amy stepped in view of Sam. Marguerite stepped in view next. She smiled when she saw Sam. She was the leader of the Mistress Club in their town. 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    Then Chris stepped in view. She smiled. Chris was one of the big shemales that worked for the Mistress Club. 
 
    Oddly, Sam actually liked Chris. Different times they would have sat in a bar and drunk beer.  
 
    Now, however, Sam wasn’t about to have a beer. He raised his hands and pointed the Glocks at the women. 
 
    He had a large problem, he didn’t want to shoot his wife. 
 
    But he had a larger problem of the women of the Mistress Club trying to kidnap him. That might make him start shooting. 
 
    “Put the guns down, Sam.” 
 
    “I think you better leave my house, lady. And you better run. Because I’m going to call the cops. 
 
    “Sam! You can’t do that!” begged Amy. “They’re just trying to help!” 
 
    “Yeah, help themselves to my masculinity. Well, no more.” 
 
    Chris stared at him. Suddenly he put the manly friendliness on his face. “Don’t do something you’ll regret, buddy.” 
 
    Though Sam’s soul was trembling, his hands were rock solid. He aimed the pistols at Marguerite and Chris. 
 
    Marguerite smiled. “Sam, if you’ll lower those big guns of your just a fraction I have something very important to tell you. Something that you’ll want to hear. 
 
    “All I want to hear is the sound of that door slappin’ your fat ass!” 
 
    “Sam!” Amy’s voice was panicked. She could see that Sam was capable of shooting. Being made into a female had pushed him over the edge. 
 
    “Sam. What I have to tell you is fascinating. It will make you rethink everything.” 
 
    “Send me a letter.” 
 
    Sam’s fingers started tightening. 
 
    “Okay…okay. We’re leaving.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Everybody stood still for a moment, then Marguerite raised her hand and pulled on Amy’s sleeve. “Come along, Amy.” 
 
    “Get your hands off my wife!” 
 
    Marguerite hesitated, then made up her mind. She pushed Amy, and dodged back into the foyer with Chris. 
 
    BOOM! BOOM! 
 
    Sam pulled the trigger once for each pistol, then his groin blew up. 
 
    It was like his pecker was a cherry bomb and it had just gone off. His balls felt like somebody was toasting them with flamethrowers. 
 
    Sam dropped to his knees, his mind a white hot flash. He dropped the pistols and fell forward. 
 
    Marguerite peered around the corner from the foyer, then smiled and stepped into full view. 
 
    Sam was out of it. 
 
    Amy screeched and ran past Marguerite. “Sam! Sam!” She knelt next to his body and turned his face up. He was alive, but drooling, and totally out of it. 
 
    Marguerite placed a hand on her shoulder and pulled her back. “It’s okay. He’s fine. Chris. Put him in the car.” 
 
    Amy was shaking when she stood up. She watched as Chris put Sam over his shoulder and walked out of the house. 
 
    “But what happened?” 
 
    Marguerite held up a fob. “It’s the last line of defense. Each chastity tube has a taser charge built into it. Poor Sam, he got the full charge. But he’ll be all right. We just have to get him back to the convention hall and work with him. 
 
    “Then…then he’s not kicked out of the program?” 
 
    “Lord, no!” 
 
    “But…but he shot at you.” 
 
    Sam is in a a delicate place now. His whole world is topsy turvy. You can’t blame a man for going off the rails when he’s halfway to being a woman. We just half to work with him, get him to go all the way. Once that happens this sort of thing will never happen again. 
 
    “Oh, thank goodness. I was so worried.” 
 
    “Worry no more, Amy. Sam’s in good hands, and we’re going to mold him into the kind of woman you can be proud of.” 
 
    Amy smiled wanly, and the two women followed Chris out to the car. 
 
      
 
    Sam was taken in through the back entrance of the convention center. During the quick ride back to the convention center his hands were cuffed and the chastity tube was taken off him. 
 
    A couple of the large shemales came out and helped Chris, and Sam was taken to a small room and cuffed to a bed. Two doctors came in then and examined him thoroughly. 
 
    His penis was red, that was the only damage. It was the color of a sunburn, and that was all. 
 
    Amy was sitting a corner, watching, biting her nails. She had wanted to give Sam the benefit of this experience, and now this happened. 
 
    “Amy, let’s go talk,” Marguerite knelt next to her and patter her hand. 
 
    Amy stood up and, with a back glance towards Sam, followed Marguerite into the next room. There were two chairs there and Marguerite sat in one and motioned for Amy to sit in the other. 
 
    Marguerite sighed. “Most men accept the training fairly easily. There’s a little bit of shouting, but then they see how much fun it is to dress up…they like it, and we support them…it all works out.” 
 
    “But what happened with Sam, then?” 
 
    “My best guess, and it’s only a guess, is that he has something to hide. Sam has a secret that he has been keeping from you.” 
 
    “But we’ve always been honest with each other!” 
 
    “You’ve been honest with him.” 
 
    “He hasn’t been honest with me?” 
 
    For him to have such a violent reaction…something has to have been working on him, and for a long time. He was fine, going along with the program, but he has hidden depths and when they exploded, it was quick, and sudden. 
 
    Amy’s lip was trembling. “But what could Sam be hiding?” 
 
    Marguerite leaned forward and hugged her. “It’s okay. Cry if you must, but we’re going to have to get to the bottom of this. We can’t allow a half changed man to wander around like a rolling powder keg.” 
 
    Amy nodded. Marguerite handed her a napkin from a nearby table and she blotted her eyes. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “We’re going to continue with the program. That’s the only way to handle this sort of thing. If a man has a secret that deep then he is not going to give it up easily.” 
 
    “Will he get upset again?” 
 
    “Probably. When you pull the cork there’s sometimes a loud bang. That’s what’s going to happen with Sam.” 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Stand back. Be ready to pick up the pieces when he blows.” 
 
    “How many men…how many have…secrets.” 
 
    Marguerite grinned. “Honey, they all have secrets. You have to understand that a man is like a shark. He just wants to go around and make little sharks. He jacks off. He fucks fruit…” 
 
    “Fruit?” 
 
    “You would be surprised at how many men cut a hole in a watermelon and fuck it. 
 
    “Oh my God! 
 
    “And, they like to put their dicks in other things, any manner of things. And they put things up their butts. You would be shocked at how many men have had a homosexual experience. It’s in their nature. It’s what drives them.” 
 
    “What about…cheating?” 
 
    “Most men, probably over 90%, will drop their drawers for a strange woman. They don’t intend to, they even want to stay true blue, but they can’t help themselves.” 
 
    Amy blotted tears a little bit faster. “I never…” 
 
    “The thing is, whatever Sam’s secret is…he loves you. He loves you so much he keeps that secret and is willing to shoot people over it…and underneath it all he is deathly afraid of losing you.” 
 
    “But surely whatever he has done isn’t that bad!” 
 
    “To him it is. Heck. Maybe it’s just jacking off. Maybe it’s something so simple, like rubbing his dick on your used underwear, but in his mind it has become insurmountable…and he must keep that secret.” 
 
    At that moment the doctor from the next room cracked the door and stuck her head in. “He’s waking up.” 
 
    “Oh!” Amy jumped to her feet, but Marguerite grabbed her wrist. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Marguerite shook her head. “You’re going to have to leave this to the professionals.” 
 
    “But Sam needs me!” 
 
    “No.” Marguerite was on her feet now, facing Amy from a foot away. They were so close their breasts were touching. “You think Sam needs you. What Sam needs is to be distracted from you enough that he can give up his secret.” 
 
    Amy looked at the ground disconsolately. Then she looked back up. “So I can’t go in there.” 
 
    “It is not a good idea.” 
 
    Amy nodded. Then, “When can I see him?” 
 
    “Later. Maybe when we get him in the stocks. But you should talk with one of the girls that specializes in this sort of thing first. She’ll tell you what to say so Sam doesn’t suffer unduly.” 
 
    For a long moment Amy bit her lip, then she nodded. 
 
    Marguerite smiled, patted her cheek, and went back into Sam’s room. 
 
      
 
    Sam watched the ceiling go around. For a moment he thought he was going to be sick, then the spinning lessened and he became aware of where he was. 
 
    He was back at the convention center. 
 
    “How you doing, Sam?” 
 
    Sam looked at Chris. “You’re a man.” 
 
    “I’m a new man,” affirmed Chris. “Would you like to talk to a woman?” 
 
    Sam was breathing deeper, remembering the flight through town, how he was…”What happened to me?” 
 
    “When you became dangerous Marguerite used a fob. There was a taser built into your chastity tube.” 
 
    “Heysoos. It felt like my groin was on fire.” 
 
    “In a manner speaking,” Chris nodded. 
 
    Somebody else was moving around the room and Sam turned his head. It was a doctor and Marguerite. 
 
    He looked back up at Chris. “So, am I still functioning down there? Or did you just burn it off?” 
 
    Chris gave a wry smile. “You’re fine. It’ll feel like a sunburn down there, but by tomorrow morning you won’t even feel that.” 
 
    “Hello, Sam.” 
 
    Sam considered Marguerite dourly. He said nothing. 
 
    “Are you ready to rejoin the program?” 
 
    “Sure, just as soon as I speak to my lawyer.” 
 
    “Sorry, Sam, but you agreed to mediation in your initial contract.” 
 
    Sam looked up at the ceiling. 
 
    “We’ve taken the butt plug out of you. We’ll give you a few hours without one, maybe tonight you’ll be ready for that.” 
 
    “Some men don’t want to be women.” 
 
    “So they say,” Marguerite nodded. “Time proves otherwise, however. Men are dying to be part of the pink brotherhood.” 
 
    “Dying?” 
 
    “Poor choice of words. So here’s how it’s going to go. You will be accompanied everywhere by ladies with tasers. You will follow directions, or we’ll tase your ass and make you follow them.” 
 
    Sam grunted. “So in other words, same old same old.” 
 
    “Yes, and no. But I’ll let you figure out the difference. Chris? Get two ladies with tasers. They’ll take over Sam, and you can go back to your usual duties.” 
 
    Chris frowned, but quickly left the room. 
 
    “Okay, while we’re waiting…” Marguerite asked the doctor for some ointment, and she put on rubber gloves and began smoothing the ointment onto Sam’s penis. It felt smooth, but hot. Real hot. 
 
    “Ouch,” Sam muttered. 
 
    “I know. But it’ll go away. In the meantime, focus on the pleasure and not the pain. 
 
    It was good advice and Sam closed his eyes. 
 
    Marguerite rubbed the ointment onto his penis. She had soft hands, and she moved up and down, swirled, and worked the ointment into every bit of his skin. Then she massaged his balls, especially the place where the ring had gone around his package.” 
 
    Sam sighed. He was close, but he knew she wasn’t going to let him have an orgasm.  
 
    Sure enough, when he got close she backed off.  
 
    She used a finger and massaged the outer rim of his asshole. 
 
    Now Sam was breathing hard, and he couldn’t stop his hips from rising up a couple of times. 
 
    “Easy, boy.” Marguerite grinned as she felt him throbbing. “Save it up for a special occasion.” 
 
    Sam grunted. 
 
    “I know. You think you’ve been betrayed. You’re afraid of your wife…” 
 
    He thought that was a weird way to put it…‘afraid of his wife.’ 
 
    “…and you’re holding on to something deep and dark, and—“ 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Two women with tasers in holsters entered the room. They were real women, big breasted and level-eyed. 
 
    “You’ve got a secret, Sam. And I have to tell you, it’s going to get worse and worse until you tell us what your big secret is.” 
 
    “I don’t have any ‘big secret,’” he scoffed. 
 
    “I know. You just picked up a pair of guns and tried to kill us because you didn’t win the lottery.” 
 
    He gave her the strangest look. 
 
    “There has to be pressure for the volcano to blow. And the volcano will blow…unless you pull the plug on it.” 
 
    Caught between a secret and a hard place Sam said the only thing he could. 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    Marguerite smiled and let go of his dick. He had been really close, and he thrust his hips up into the air a couple of times. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Sam is going to the stocks.” 
 
     
 
    The two women produced a collar with a bar across it. It looked like a futuristic yoke.  
 
    Sam was fastened to the table, and they put the collar on him, then fastened his a wrist to one end of the bar, then the other wrist to the other end. 
 
    “Okay, Sam. Follow directions and this will be easy.” 
 
    They unfastened his ankles and helped him off the table. 
 
    Sam stood, a bit unsteady, his hands held up to the bar, and it was like he was in a mobile pillory. 
 
    “Turn sideways for the doorway.” 
 
    The two women got him out of the room, then, with one on each side of him, they headed for the back of the convention center. 
 
    In the rear of the center was a garden. In the garden was a row of pillories. Posts were sunk in the earth, and the top of the posts held the two planks with three holes between them. Sam was led to the pillories, and his ‘mobile pillory’ was pulled down over the lower plank of the pillory in the garden. 
 
    He had no choice. The women simply pulled on the bar and his body bent forward, then they lowered the top plank. The lock clicked, and they took off the metal bar and collar. 
 
    Sam was bent over, his upper body parallel to the ground. His dick was nice and hard, courtesy of Marguerite’s first aid. 
 
    The two women left, and he was all alone. 
 
    He stood there, looking at the ground. He could turn his face to the side and see a little bit, but not much.  
 
    At least his dick was free. He was tired of it being locked up, and even though it had a ‘sunburn,’ it felt good. 
 
    Seconds passed and turned into minutes. Then minutes passed. Then…who knows how long passed. 
 
    A quick spurt of men in panties and bras passed through the garden. He could feel the eyes staring at him. He could hear the whispers. 
 
    What has that poor guy done? 
 
    Yes. What had he done. He had been tricked into this place and he had broken out. And then he had been ambushed by the insidious, little ‘cock burner’ built into his chastity tube. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    And sighed again. 
 
    Two women came out. They were chatting, and carrying two little cases. They were also naked, which was unusual. Most of the women instructors went around in full dresses, or at least in halter tops and short shorts. 
 
    Sam became aware of their large boobs so close to his head. 
 
    “How you doing, Sam?” 
 
    “”Uh, yeah.” He hadn’t expected to be talked to. 
 
    “We’re going to do your nails. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    Sam considered his hard dick. He was okay with that. He was okay with anything. “Yeah.” 
 
    The girls did his toes first. He stood barefoot in the dirt and they prepped his toes, then painted them red. 
 
    “I heard you tried to get away. Is that true?” 
 
    Sam nodded, then realized the inadequacy of that form of communication. “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “How come? Is it okay if I ask you that?” 
 
    Is it okay? Hmmm.  “I guess.” 
 
    “So how come?” 
 
    “Yeah,” said the other one. “We’re just going to dress you up like a faggot.” 
 
    “Sarah!” 
 
    “I know. Take it easy on the guy after he tries to kill Marguerite.” 
 
    “Well, he’s going through some rough times.” 
 
    It was classic good cop bad cop, but because they were girls Sam didn’t tumble to it. 
 
    “So how come you ran for it, chickie boy.” 
 
    Sam turned his head slightly. He caught a glimpse of the bitch. She was laughing at him. 
 
    “Fuck you,” he muttered. 
 
    “Ooh, big man. Says ‘fuck you,’ but he can’t do anything about it. Not with that limp dick.” 
 
    His dick was actually pretty hard. 
 
    “That’s it, Sarah. I’ll finish him up.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “Or I’ll go ask Marguerite about it.” 
 
    Sarah said nothing for a second, then closed her make up kit and snarled. “Okay. Be that way.” 
 
    She stomped off, make up kit in hand. 
 
    For a moment it was silent. 
 
    “Don’t mind her, Sam.” 
 
    “I won’t.” Though she did piss him off a little. 
 
    “I’m going to give you red ovals. Not too long, but…I think you’ll like them.” 
 
    Sam said nothing. 
 
    “You know, once class is out you’ll probably have a bunch of people out here. They’ll probably treat you pretty badly.” 
 
    “I can take it.” 
 
    “I know you can. I just thought…” she left her sentence unfinished and began pressing fake nails onto his fingers. “I’m using real glue. None of that fake stuff. So they should stay on pretty good. In fact,” she giggled, “You’ll probably need a hammer and chisel to get them off. 
 
    Sam was conflicted. The girl was acting so nice, but…he wouldn’t be able to get the fingernails off? 
 
    “Did you really shoot a gun at Marguerite?” She didn’t seem judgmental, just curious.” 
 
    “I did. Two guns. One bullet from each.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh.” She sounded more impressed than anything else. “What would you have done if you had hit her?” 
 
    Hmm. What would he have done. Buried her in the garden? Chop her up in a bathtub and flush her down the toilet? He blinked. “I don’t know.” 
 
    And he didn’t know. And through this subtle questioning, a bit reverse in style, with admiration, Sam had been led to touch upon the edges of his big, dark secret. 
 
    “Wow. I’ve never met anybody who shot a gun at somebody.” She sounded impressed. “Did it take…was it hard to do?” 
 
    “No. I wasn’t thinking.” 
 
    “You weren’t? Wow! I couldn’t do that. I mean, even if somebody was attacking me, I don’t think I could shoot them. I don’t understand how you did it.” 
 
    Sam was thinking now. Thinking about things in a way he had never thought about them before. He frowned, and the girl backed off. You never found things out by asking, demanding, by being pushy. You had to treat secrets like a fish under the ice. You had to give the fish room to run, then gently, gently, reel it in. 
 
    “You have pretty hands. They’re going to look so sexy.” 
 
    Sam turned his head and glimpsed one hand. It was red tipped, and the tips were shiny and glossy. His cock throbbed. 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. My name is Shiela.” 
 
    “Shiela.”  
 
    “Yep. After my mother.” 
 
    After a long moment, the question burst out of him. “Would your mother approve of this…what they’re doing here?” 
 
    “My mother is one of the founding ladies. So…yes.” she giggled. 
 
    With the gentle, good humor being directed at him Sam smiled. It was the first time he had smiled since he had arrived at this shindig. 
 
    Some time later Shiela had finished his nails. She packed up her kit and prepared to leave, then stood for a moment. 
 
    “What?” asked Sam. 
 
    “Well…I didn’t want to say anything…” 
 
    “Go ahead.” He was relaxed by her, and much more receptive than he had been when he had first been locked in the stocks. 
 
    “Well, just an observation…if you just went along with everything…it would probably be…you’d get out of her pretty fast. I mean, if you really don’t like it, best to just do it and get it done with. The girls in the Mistress Club, I mean the diehard ones, they’re pretty serious, and they aren’t going to back off until you look like you’re converted.” 
 
    Sam grunted. He didn’t like what she was saying, but it made sense. 
 
    “And when you get the feeling that you want to shoot somebody…just ask yourself why you feel that way. Heck, you can even ask for me. Everybody know who I am. I’ll come help you out, make sure some of the rougher girls don’t go crazy on you.” 
 
    It was an offer of friendship, and Sam appreciated it. Lord knows he needed a friend. 
 
    Shiela left, and Sam realized that a few women were hanging in the gardens. Most of them were Mistress Club women, or shemales, but there were a few men like him, wearing panties and bras. 
 
    He stood, bent over, and was feeling a bit sore. It wouldn’t kill him, but he occasionally wiggled and tried to stave off the soreness of muscles kept in place too long. 
 
    Then classes let out and the men in his position, trainees, and instructors and shemales flooded the garden. 
 
    Sam froze, at first, but the people moved past him and sat on benches arranged in rows in front of the pillories. 
 
    At first Sam thought the benches were arranged so people could sit on them and watch the men in the stocks. But they were sitting with their backs to him, and he suddenly realized what was happening. 
 
    There was a white screen on the wall beyond the benches. They were sitting down to watch movies. Chick flicks, as the poster boards at the orientation had stated. 
 
    “Hello, Sam.” 
 
    Sam’s whole body prickled. It was Amy. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” He couldn’t keep the bitterness out of his voice. 
 
    “I’m your wife, Sam. I’m worried about you.” 
 
    “So worried that you let them kidnap me and do these things to me?” 
 
    Amy spoke very softly. “Sam, I know about you.” 
 
    Sam didn’t say anything. Nobody knew about him. 
 
    “I’ve seen your internet history. I’ve seen what you look at, what you look for.” 
 
    Now Sam was breathing hard. Secrets. She didn’t know his secret. 
 
    But, she did. “I know that you look at Shemales. I know that you watch hypnotube, that you spend hours watching things like ‘Cock Conversion,’ that you have a fascination for chemical castration. 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    She didn’t bother to contradict him, or mention the proof further. She had been schooled on how to talk to a man with a secret. What she didn’t know was that in the first round, right off the top, she had hit his deep, dark secret. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    She changed directions without changing directions. “That’s why I thought you’d enjoy having some temporary boobs. You could see what it’s like. You could see if you wanted more permanent boobs.” 
 
    Sam was silent, but his tears were flowing. The ground was damp under the splatter of his moisture. 
 
    What was interesting was how hard his cock was. It was harder than a rhino’s horn. It was raging. And they weren’t talk about sex, they were talking about him…and being a woman. 
 
    Not having a cock. 
 
    “You know, I married you, and I don’t care about your interests, except to help you. If you want tits, then great. Let’s get you some. You want to wear make up? Super. I know all about make up and I can give you some super hints. 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about this.” 
 
    Amy had figured out he was crying. She knew she should back off a bit. 
 
    She reached under him and grasped his cock. “Is it still sore?” 
 
    Sam lurched at her touch. The ointment had worked. “No.” 
 
    “Can I stroke you?” 
 
    Sam didn’t say no, so she began moving her hand gently up and down. 
 
    Sam sighed. 
 
    In front of the stocks the benches were crowded, and some women were even sitting on the grass. Marguerite was talking in front of everybody. She was too far away to be heard, but the men were chuckling, and the trainers were watching from the sides with big smiles. 
 
    Finally, Marguerite stepped aside and the movie started. 
 
      
 
    Harry Met Sally 
 
      
 
    Sam groaned and Amy chuckled. “It’s chick flick night,” she said. 
 
    “I figured.” 
 
    “Poor Sam,” she said, fondling his balls. “It’s not so bad being locked up, but being forced to watch ‘Harry Met Sally’…” 
 
    “That’s tough,” he agreed. 
 
    And there they sat, her loving his package with her gentle fingers, and him groaning at the mushy movie.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    Sam woke up to the nightmarish giant clock sound. Buzzz. buzzz, buzzz! 
 
    He groaned and rolled out of bed. He was cold, but didn’t notice it, at least hadn’t woken up from it. After the long day, after being in the stocks half the night, he was sore and tired. 
 
    And he looked at his feet. 
 
    He was wearing nylons, black leather spikes, and his red toes were plain to see through the open toes. 
 
    And the shoes were locked onto his feet. 
 
    Locked on. With little padlocks. 
 
    None of the other men wore padlocks on their high heels, but he did. A little present for refusing to wear high heels the day before. 
 
    He stood up and stretched, and staggered a bit. He was taller, and his balance was off. 
 
    He walked, awkwardly, and was not laughed at by any of the other men. They were all a little awkward in their new shoes. 
 
    They walked through a door at the far corner of the dormitory room and their names were checked off. 
 
    “Saw you in the pillory yesterday,” whispered one fellow. 
 
    Sam sighed. 
 
    “It’s because he ran away when they were putting shoes on us.” 
 
    The two men next to Sam looked down at their own shoes. “Well,” sighed one, “That ain’t gonna happen again.” 
 
    “Okay, ladies! time for your pre-breakfast tasks!” 
 
    The men began racing to get the tasks done. They were starving, they were tired. Their muscles hurt from walking in high heels, but they tried their darndest. 
 
    They ran to change the baby. They ran to butter toast. They ran up stairs to retrieve the briefcase their ‘husbands’ had forgotten. 
 
    During one brief lull as the men bottlenecked at a station one of the guys said, “Man, I never carried a briefcase in my life.” One of the Mistress Club trainers grinned. “And your wife never brought you lunch, or a beer, or anything.” 
 
    The man sighed heavily. “Yeah. You’re right. But it doesn’t make it any easier.” 
 
    Many of the men were of that attitude. In one short day they had been transformed, and while many of them still struggled against the ‘new regime,’ many of them seemed to be agreeing with the program. 
 
    Sam ran through the tasks, falling against walls and other men as he lost his balance again and again. He truly thought he was going to break his ankles in the stupid heels. 
 
    After the tasks the men were given breakfast. Again, they had a choice. They could take a recipe and try to make it, or they could just eat fruit. 
 
    Sam was extra hungry when it came time for his choice, but he still opted for the fruit. His big, dark secret, the source of all his resistance, was right out in plain sight for anybody to see, but nobody had seen it yet. 
 
    And he hadn’t broken. 
 
    So he took an apple and a banana and sat down and munched on them. 
 
    As the dozen men behind them struggled to cook things like pancakes from scratch, or to make an omelette, the smell was overpowering, and all of the men wished they’d taken the time to cook a proper breakfast. 
 
    One of the men began sobbing, and the women took him into a corner and talked to him, then let him go back and choose a recipe. 
 
    Then two others asked for, and received permission, to make their breakfasts. They wore pink aprons over their panties and bras and cheerfully cracked eggs and put bacon in a pan. 
 
    Sam and a dozen other men were still hold outs, and suddenly a woman sat down opposite Sam. 
 
    “Don’t want to cook your own breakfast?” It was Shiela, and she was smiling in an understanding way. 
 
    Sam shook his head. His stomach felt like it was an empty pit. 
 
    “If you want…I’ll help.” 
 
    Sam shook his head. 
 
    She put her hand on his forearm and whispered. “It’s okay, Sam. You don’t have to hold out anymore. Everybody knows you’re a man.” 
 
    It irritated him, but he held his anger in. She was one of his few friends. 
 
    “How about if I bring you a hard boiled egg? Just one. With a salt shaker.” 
 
    Sam was frozen, unable to move, and he was aware that tears were leaking out of his eyes. 
 
    “I’m going to do it. I might get in trouble, we’re not supposed to do this, but…I’m going to do it.” 
 
    Five minutes later she was back. She looked triumphant as she placed a hard boiled egg in Sam’s hand and a salt shaker on the table. 
 
    Sam felt like he was in outer space, a thousand miles away, as he took the egg, cracked it with a knuckle, and began peeling it. 
 
    He shook salt on the beautiful thing, and tears fell freely as he took little bites, trying to get as much salt as he could on his small meal. 
 
    Shiela put her hand on his forearm as he ate and smiled at him. 
 
    “Whatever your secret is…nobody cares.” 
 
    Sam cried, and nodded. He had had enough meanness, and he was ready for some kindness, but he still didn’t know how to talk, to speak of having wondered what a woman really was. 
 
    He finished his egg, and Shiela smiled and left. 
 
    “Okay, ladies! Time for some yoga!” 
 
    Sam got a mat and began doing the exercises. He was cried out, temporarily, and he just did them. He wasn’t particularly good at it, but everybody left him alone. 
 
    He didn’t even get pissed off when the yoga instructor complimented him on his zen position. 
 
    Things—deep, down things—were changing inside of Sam. The still waters that ran deep weren’t so still anymore. 
 
    He didn’t know how much more he could take. Yet he had no choice except to take it. 
 
    The interesting thing was he was the only man without a chastity tube. All the other men were contained. And he could see their dicks struggling to erect, and he heard their remarks as they dealt with growing, but unquenchable, horniness. 
 
    His dick sprouted out. Position after position, his cock was stiff. In the plank position the tip of his dick touched the floor. And when they went back and forth from upward dog to downward dog his cock scraped on the small mat, and it felt so-o-o good. 
 
    It reminded him that he was a man. 
 
    After yoga it was time for make up. It was Sunday, and the make up went easier than on Saturday. The men now had an inkling of what they had to do, and with the help of the women they put on their make up, brushed their hair and styled it, and, for a bonus, the men were given dresses. 
 
    What a relief, after wearing nothing but panties and bra, and nylons, to put on actual clothes. And it didn’t matter that the clothes were female. 
 
    Heck, they had been running around in female underwear all week end, they had gotten over the embarrassment of that, and being given something to wear, actual clothes, they were glad. 
 
    The dresses were simple and basic. One color, but they had a choice of colors. Red, yellow, purple, green. 
 
    The dresses had wide necks, but not plunging.  None of the men had any cleavage to show off, anyway. 
 
    The dresses were armless, and most of the men availed themselves of little razors and scrapped their armpit hairs off. A few of them even took off their nylon and shoes and shaved their legs. 
 
    Sam watched, and he couldn’t shave his legs, and, oddly, he felt left out. 
 
    People are group animals, and Sam, though he had been in high rebellion, was no different. And now that things were changing inside him, he wanted to shave his legs. 
 
    But, not being able to shave, he shaved nothing, and the tufts of hair under his arms were…silly. 
 
    “Not shaving, Sam?” It was Chris. 
 
    Sam wasn’t, but he was leaping ahead, in a fashion. “Chris…?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Did you have your dick chemically castrated.” 
 
    The men around them suddenly became quite quiet. Everybody was listening. 
 
    Chris pulled up two chairs and they sat down and faced each other. 
 
    Chris was fully made up, and wearing a dress with cleavage. And he had the cleavage. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    It was like a sigh went out of the assembled men. One of the real women, the Mistress Club instructors, was listening, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
    “What’s it like?” 
 
    “Freedom.” Chris didn’t even hesitate. 
 
    “Freedom?” one of the men scoffed. 
 
    Chris looked up with a smile on his red lips. “Freedom from being compelled to act a certain way. The man way.” 
 
    This shut a few mouths. 
 
    “When I meet a girl I don’t lead with my dick. I can actually get to know her as a person.” 
 
    “But what if you want to have sex?” some one blurted. 
 
    “Then I’ll not get my six month booster shot, I’ll start getting boners and having sex.” 
 
    “You sound like you dread that,” Sam observed. 
 
    “In a way I do. Look men and women, they are the same in that they are attacked by their hormones. Men have testosterone, and they are constantly hunting for pussy.” 
 
    A couple of the men nodded knowingly. 
 
    “When I start letting the testosterone flow again I have to enter back into that game. Sure, I’ll be true to one woman, but I’ll be reacting to all men and woman in that weird way that hormones cause. Believe me, I feel a lot more human without the constant drive for pussy.” 
 
    One of the men said, “Why don’t women stop taking hormones?” 
 
    “Women are different,” explained Chris. “Women have so many hormones, and they can get messed up if they are deprived, or adjusted in a wrong way. Men…they’re simple. Turn on the testosterone, or turn it off. They just keep on truckin’.” Then he turned to Sam. “You thinking about it? Believe me, it’ll be a relief.” 
 
    “No,” Sam lied. “I just wondered.” 
 
    “Well, be careful, under every thought there’s another thought. “I’m actually taking female hormones.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “I like being a woman. I’m a little big, but diet and hormones are helping me. These boobs started out fake, but they’re a little big now because on top of the injections I have estrogen pumping me up.” 
 
    The men were quiet then, a subdued bunch. But they weren’t subdued because they were suppressed, they were subdued because they were thinking about what Chris had told them. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. The circle jerk is over!” One of the Mistress Club trainers woke everybody up. “Down the hall to the big room.” 
 
    The men headed down to the big auditorium. They found the wives sitting in chairs and waiting for them. The chairs were spaced out and their was plenty of room for the men to navigate in the room. 
 
    Sam locked on to Amy immediately, and he made a beeline for her. And he was a mix of emotions. 
 
    She was his wife, he was desperate to see her. 
 
    She had gotten him into this thing, he was pissed off. 
 
    She was dressed to the nines, looking gorgeous, and that made his dick bob. 
 
    The expression on her face, it looked like she was angry, and what did she have to be angry about? 
 
    “Hello, Sam. How are you?” 
 
    Sam stopped in front of her. Suddenly he was conflicted. He didn’t know what to do. 
 
    Around the room men were reacting in various ways. There were terse discussions, and there were hugs. There were a lot of shemales and taser toting females in the room. Two of the taser toting women were watching Sam. 
 
    He looked at them. “What? they think I’m going to shoot somebody?” 
 
    “You did try,” observed Amy. 
 
    “I was betrayed.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you feel that way.” 
 
    Amy was actually following a script. She had been drilled on how to handle Sam. First, show no emotion. Second, never let him get her off balance. Third, wait to see how he acted, then follow whatever script applied. 
 
    “So what now?” Sam was feeling desperate. He wanted to hug her. He wanted to be with her. But he didn’t know how. 
 
    “Finish your training.” 
 
    The air seemed to whistle out of him. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Sam, I love you. Whatever you feel about me, you’re going to have to accept this experience, get over it, and then we can continue with our lives.” 
 
    Sam sat down, cross legged, in front of her. “I talked to a guy who has been chemically castrated.” 
 
    “Is that something you want?” 
 
    “No.” But his thoughts were suddenly swirling. Did he want it? Could he admit such a thing? “But that might solve a lot of problems.” 
 
    “What problems?” 
 
    He looked down at the boner bump in his dress. He had to lean a little bit because of his boobs. His bump bounced a little. 
 
    “Is that a problem?” 
 
    “Is it for you?” 
 
    They were at an impasse. They were talking, saying important things, but going nowhere. 
 
    “I like your penis.” 
 
    “Do you like my tits?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Would you like me to have both tits and cock? All the time?” 
 
    “That’s a question for you. I’m fine with whatever you decide.” 
 
    He twisted his mouth. There was irritation there, but he was keeping it in. 
 
    Shiela suddenly sauntered by. In truth, she was wearing an earpiece that allowed her to hear conversations at distances, and she had been following Sam and Amy closely. 
 
    “Hey, guys. What you talking about?” 
 
    “Whether Amy would like me better if I had no dick.” 
 
    Amy shook her head slightly. 
 
    Shiela chuckled, bringing a light heartedness to the discussion. “Sounds like you’re overstating her position a bit. Amy, can you tell Sam exactly what you want? So there’s no misunderstanding?” 
 
    “I want him to be happy.” 
 
    Shiela turned to Sam. “Would having no dick make you happy?” 
 
    Bingo. Once again he was in the middle of his secret. Did he want to be a woman? Did he want to stifle his male desires?  
 
    Amy, too close to her husband, missed it, but Shiela didn’t. 
 
    She leaned forward and placed her hand on his thigh. Dangerously close to his dick. “Sam, I think we’re getting somewhere.” She started at him, waited. 
 
    Sam felt things going crazy inside him. Suddenly his nipples felt hot. He wanted to cry. He felt like he was suffering from all the hormones that women had. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “It’s okay, Sam. I’m your friend. Your wife truly loves you.” 
 
    “I…I…” his eyes were crying, and Amy’s eyes opened wider. She had never seen her husband cry. 
 
    Shiela raised her hand and Marguerite saw it and came over. “Hi, Amy.” She didn’t say anything to Sam, just watched him. 
 
    Sam suddenly felt like a balloon, and he was in danger of popping. He just had to release some of the pressure. He had to make this thing happen in a way that didn’t totally destroy him. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    Shiela, in a very matter of fact manner, expressing no judgment one way or another, said, “Sam has been thinking about getting chemically castrated.” 
 
    Marguerite nodded. “A difficult decision. Let’s talk about it.” 
 
    Sam stopped trying to talk. His secret was out, and by them talking they were bypassing him, and the pressure was being relieved. 
 
    “Now, if you go ahead and get chemically castrated, you will still feel horny. In fact, deliciously horny. Many of the men say they like that feeling of horniness over any other.” 
 
    “You would have options, too, Sam. You could go for a month to feel how it is, or three months. We always recommend six months, but it is entirely up to you.” 
 
    Sam was watching Amy as they discussed his decision. Amy was suddenly smiling. She could feel the lightness in the air. She could feel Sam finally relaxing. 
 
    “Your package will usually shrink a bit, although there are a couple of new drugs on the market that tend to not shrink the male apparatus.” 
 
    “At any rate, you will grow back when you go off the drugs.” 
 
    “What kind of drugs?” asked Amy, still watching Sam. 
 
    “Oh, it’s a market out there. There are drugs to castrate, there are drugs that will make you more female. There are drugs that will enable you to retain your cock, full function-ability, boners and everything, even as you grow larger breasts and make the transition to womanhood.” 
 
    Now the girls were actually changing the discussion into a veritable coffee klatch. They were smiling, talking about men they had known and what had happened to them, and Sam was finally, totally relaxing. 
 
    His big secret had been discovered, and accepted, and the result was that he suddenly felt freer than he ever had in his life. 
 
    He could be a man or a woman. He could be a shemale. He could be anything. 
 
    And the first step might be in taking a little needle with dick deadening abilities in it. 
 
      
 
    The class on The Need for Sexual Self Control was over, and the men walked down a hallway. 
 
    One of the men observed, “I thought we were going to be talking about controlling your desires. Your sexual desires. We just talked with our wives.” 
 
    “And you didn’t learn things about sexual desires with the person you usually have sex with?” 
 
    That made a few of the men think. 
 
    They were given a lecture, all of them, about clothes. Color coordinating. Matching outfits. Even what underwear to wear and when. 
 
    Then they were separated into small groups and went to rooms, ten in a group, where they held discussions, tried on various outfits and judged whether they were right, or how they could be improved. 
 
    All the while Sam was thinking about chemical castration. 
 
    What made it difficult, in his mind, was the fact that he had a big erection. In fact, the more he had talked about chemical castration the more he had gotten erect. 
 
    Weird. Not being able to get horny made him horny. 
 
    Except the women had told him he was going to be horny, maybe even hornier, but in a different way if he went through with the chemical castration. 
 
    And, as the men discussed fabrics and cuts and types of bathing suits, his thoughts were way off in the blue. 
 
    He imagined himself with a limp dick. Chris had told him, at one point, that he would want to tuck it back, that it got in the way. And he had said that the balls could actually be pushed up into the spaces from which they descended when he went through puberty. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the class on clothing was over. To his credit, though he had been occupied in his thoughts, Sam retained most of the information. 
 
    The next class was self-defense. 
 
    It was an obviously necessary class, but Sam, being a black belt, didn’t feel much of a need for it. Halfway through the drills of how to use your fingernails on eyes, the vulnerability of a man’s apples to a kick, Sam went over to the woman standing at the door. 
 
    “I’d like to talk to Marguerite.” 
 
    The woman tilted her head slightly, “Concerning?” 
 
    “Chemical castration.” 
 
    The woman lifted her cell phone and made a call. In a second she was opening the door. “Down the hall on the left. And please,” she grinned. “Don’t run away this time.” 
 
    Sam smiled back. “Not to worry. I’ve had enough of running from things.” 
 
    Still, the girl watched as he walked down the hall and entered the room indicated. 
 
    Marguerite was talking with two women, discussing something or other, and Sam waited patiently. Finally, she turned around and smiled at Sam. 
 
    “Yes, Sam.” 
 
    “I want a shot.” 
 
    She nodded. “It’s six months.” 
 
    “I understand that.” 
 
    The door opened on the other side of the room and Amy walked in. She was accompanied by one of the MC trainers. 
 
    “Sam would like to be chemically castrated for six months. It is up to him, but we always include the wife in any discussion.” 
 
    Amy looked at Sam. “When would you want to do this?” 
 
    “Right now.” 
 
    Marguerite. “Would you like to make love to your wife one last time before we do this?” 
 
    “I…I don’t think so. Is that all right with you?” 
 
    Amy took a big breath, then let it out. “It’s fine with me. 
 
    “Okay.” Marguerite spoke into her cell phone, then turned to Sam. “It’s a brave thing you’re doing, Sam. What do you think it’s going to be like, losing the function of your penis and balls?” 
 
    “I…don’t know. But…truthfully, it’s something I’ve always thought about.” 
 
    “So that’s why you you were looking at those things on the internet.” 
 
    “Yes,” he nodded. His secret finally and fully out. 
 
    “Do you have any inclination? Towards more than just a temporary castration? Maybe turning shemale? Anything else?” 
 
    “I don’t. I just know that…I want to experience certain things…and until you dug them out of me…I was a coward.” 
 
    “Well, coward no more.” 
 
    The door opened and a doctor walked in. She was holding a black bag.  
 
    “Sam would like the six month shot.” 
 
    “No problem.” The doctor dug into her black bag and pulled out a thin sheaf of papers. “Read and sign, please.” 
 
    Sam read, and took in all the legalese, and knew they were protecting themselves. But from what? It was his choice, and he could always reverse it. 
 
    He signed and handed the papers back. Marguerite took them, perused them, then nodded. “Everything’s okay.” She looked at Sam. “Last chance, Sam. Do you want to be chemically castrated, to lose full function of your penis and balls for six months.” 
 
    Sam reached for Amy’s hand. “Are you sure this is all right with you?” 
 
    She smiled. “Whatever you want, Sam. I’m with you. 
 
    Sam’s voice was surprising firm when he turned to Marguerite and said. “I do.” 
 
    ‘I do.’ A simple expression used in marriage ceremonies. In a way, this was as potent as any marriage. Sam was dedicating himself to a pure lifestyle for six months, and there would be no way of backing out once committed. 
 
    The doctor opened her bag and took out a syringe and a small vial. She filled the syringe and held it to Sam’s arm. She looked at him, then pushed the needle into his arm. 
 
    Sam watched the liquid disappear into his body. He didn’t feel anything, just a light pressure, then the needle was being pulled out. 
 
    “There go, Sam,” said Marguerite. “Some of the fellows, the shemales, will be by to talk to you. Any questions you might have, any concerns, they will answer them. Is there anything else?” 
 
    Sam felt like his heart was bursting. He felt like he was floating. He turned to Amy, and he said, “I’d like to kiss you.” 
 
    Amy was instantly in his arms. 
 
    Marguerite and the other women smiled and headed for the door. 
 
    At the door Marguerite turned around. “You’ve still got fifteen minutes if you want to get one last sexual experience.” 
 
    The door closed. 
 
    Sam knew, intuitively, that nobody would disturb them. “You’re sure you’re all right with this?” 
 
    “I’m positive. You feel so free and easy. It’s like you’re a different person.” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    “I am.” 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    Becoming a Real Woman! 
 
    One last thing to do to change 
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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Okay, the last story of The Mistress Club. At least for a while. 
 
    Sam is now an honorary woman, but what does he have to do to become a ‘real’ woman? 
 
    Whatever it is, it’s going to be tough. But Sam’s wife will help him through it. 
 
    But the real message here is to present an accurate portrayal of what it takes for a man to change, the things he has to go through, and the final outcome. 
 
    Enjoy, and… 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sam kissed his wife, then left the room. He was dazed, and yet flying high. 
 
      
 
    What a week end it had been. First he gets signed up for a course on how to be a woman, and it turns out to be a trick. He ends up being feminized, and is in a chastity tube. 
 
    The women of The Mistress Club actually have his chest injected so that he has real boobs. 
 
    Panicking, he runs away, goes home and gets out his guns. But before he can shoot anybody the leader of the Mistress Club activates a taser built into his chastity device. 
 
    Then when he has been abused and used and treated so poorly, the truth comes out. 
 
    He wants to know what a woman feels like. 
 
      
 
    As he walked down the hall he leaned forward and looked over his breasts at his groin. 
 
    It was non existent. His penis was limp from the chemical castration they had done to him, which he had asked for, and now it was pulled back out of sight. 
 
    His front was smooth as a woman’s, no sign of a cock, or even a monkey knuckle. 
 
    He turned into the room where the men like him were getting their ears pierced. A few of the men glanced at him, but they were too busy choosing jewelry and enduring the little prick of a needle through their lobes. 
 
    Sam stepped into the end of the line. He felt like he was living in a dream.  
 
    He advanced to a table and chose a pair of earrings, and he became aware of Chris staring at him. 
 
    Chris was on the other side of the table, and he was a large woman. Which was to say he was a shemale. He had large boobs, was taking hormones, and his dick was totally limp and pulled back between his legs. 
 
    “Hey, Sam. How’s it going.” 
 
    Sam nodded, no expression, but radiating a happiness. 
 
    Chris said nothing, but followed along as Sam went through the piercing station. When he was done, pierced and adorned with a small triangle from each lobe, Chris pulled him away from the other men. 
 
    “You took a shot.” 
 
    Sam saw the knowledge in Chris’s eyes. He nodded. 
 
    “How is it.” 
 
    “I feel like I’m floating on a cloud.” 
 
    Chris nodded. “You’ll probably go through some ups and downs. I’m available if you want to talk to somebody. I’ll make sure you get my card before you leave.” 
 
    Sam nodded, “Thank you.” Then: “How long have you been chemically castrated?” 
 
    “Two years, with a break after one year.” 
 
    “Why’d you take the break?” 
 
    “I want to see what sex was like.” 
 
    “How was it?” 
 
    “A let down. It was a squirt of momentary glee, then a life without excitement. As you’ll likely find out, you’ll get horny, and you can even get hard and make love to your wife, but…it’s more fun being horny than it is squirting.” 
 
    That was news to Sam. “You can get erect?” 
 
    “Your body still produces testosterone, just not a lot of it. Your penis will be able to get hard, and you can even have an orgasm, but you’ll be shooting blanks.” 
 
    “Blanks?” 
 
    “You’ll shoot semen, but there’s no sperm in the semen. But the women will love it. I mean, your wife will love it.” 
 
    Sam was confused and it showed. 
 
    Chris explained, You won’t be as hard as usual, but you’ll be hard enough to penetrate. Then it will take you a long time to cum. Your wife will love the fact that you don’t cum too easy. That you last. Do you understand?” 
 
    “I think I do.” 
 
    Chris smiled. “Don’t worry. A few ups and downs is all. Then you’re going to be in a state of constant excitement like you never dreamed about.” 
 
    The activity in the room was abut over then, and the two parted with smiles. Chris left the room and the men were gathered in a group. 
 
    “Okay, ladies,” a large woman, but a real woman, was speaking at the head of the class. “This has been the last class on the card. I want you to all check your make up, because we’re going to the graduation ceremonies.” 
 
    The men all checked each other, and gabbled excitedly. Many of them had not wanted to be there, but all were of a different mind now. They had been made into women, and they had a unique viewpoint now, and they would never be the same again. 
 
    From this point on they would be more polite, they would attend to their wives much better, and…they were happy. 
 
    Two large doors to the side of the room opened and the men were ushered into the big auditorium. Now tables had been set up, and they were laden with food. 
 
    As Sam entered the room he found Amy waiting for him, and she took his arm and they found a place to sit. Together at last, they sat with heads together and conducted conversation as they ate. 
 
    The main dish was corned beef, with sides of potatoes, apple sauce, and champagne to wash it all down with. 
 
    “I’m so proud of you,” Amy said. 
 
    “I sort of proud of myself,” he rejoined. 
 
    “And you should be!” 
 
    “I guess I should thank you for making this happen.” 
 
    They ate, and they kissed, and they whispered, and every once in a while they would engage in conversation with some of the people around them. 
 
    The Mistress Club members came around, pouring drinks, chatting and joking. 
 
    Finally, the ending ceremony. The men were called to the podium one by one, where they were presented with ‘Honorary Woman’ diplomas. 
 
    When Sam was presented his certificate Marguerite winked at him, air kissed his cheek, and said, “You were a toughie, Sam.” 
 
    Sam was pleased, because she meant it as a compliment. 
 
    But he was also a little sad. And he didn’t know why. He tamped that sadness down, however, and smiled to the room, and was cheered. 
 
    When all the men, the ‘new ladies,’ were duly recognized, it was time to leave. 
 
    Sam and Amy gave their good byes and headed for their car. 
 
    Amy drove, and Sam sat and looked out the window. He was aware that this was the first time he had been in a car as a woman. He was aware when small bumps made his tits jiggle. Wearing high heels in the car, even though Amy drove, was an experience. 
 
    “Penny for your thoughts, honey.” 
 
    Sam smiled and turned to Amy. “I was just thinking…I’m an honorary woman.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “But I’ve been chemically castrated. That should count for more.” 
 
    “It does. You’re a step ahead of all the men in your group. but it would be awkward to point that out during graduation, or to make a special category for men who have had the courage to do what you did.” 
 
    “I suppose so.” 
 
    Amy smiled and turned the car into their  driveway. 
 
    Sam stepped out of the car and became acutely aware of himself. 
 
    He had been aware of himself as a woman, but now he was aware of himself as a man, and as a man who was missing a certain part. 
 
    He went to the liquor cabinet in the kitchen and poured himself a tall bourbon and Coke.               
 
    Amy frowned. “What’s wrong, honey?” 
 
    “Chris told me it would be like this. He said I would go up and down emotionally. I just didn’t expect it to happen so fast.” 
 
    “Mix me a drink, too, and let’s talk about it.” 
 
    They adjourned to the game room. They turned their loungers towards each and sipped their bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    “So, you feel down.” 
 
    Sam nodded. 
 
    “Well, you were up, and now you’re down. In a while you’ll have been down, and you will be up.” 
 
    Sam gave a wan smile. “I ‘spect you’re right.” 
 
    “So do you miss your boners?” 
 
    “I haven’t had time to miss them. I supposed I will, I sort of expected that, but now I just feel…empty.” 
 
    “Empty?” 
 
    He faced her squarely. “It suddenly dawned on me what I have done to you. I can’t fuck you. I’ve deprived you.” 
 
    “But I’m okay with that. Besides, I can still get off.” 
 
    “How?” He was genuinely curious. Was she planning on masturbating? Her answer, which she gave with a bright smile, surprised him. 
 
    “I’ve got a strap on. The girls at the Mistress Club advised me to get one before the weekend.” 
 
    For a second Sam was lost in thought. “So they expected me…or least some of the men, to volunteer for the shots.” 
 
    “I suppose so.” 
 
    “And I’m supposed to wear it and satisfy you.” 
 
    “If you wish.” From the smile on her face she was expecting just that. 
 
    Sam smiled ruefully. “Not exactly in the job description, but an obvious conclusion.” 
 
    “Obvious,” Amy agreed. 
 
    “So at this point I can wear women clothes, or male clothes. I can present myself as either gender.” 
 
    “It is true.” 
 
    “Which do you think I should do? Do you like me in dresses? Should I go back to pants? What do you want?” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to wear a bra, at least for a while, but you’ve got a lot of leeway. You can wear manly pants, or womanly pants. Or you could wear dresses.” 
 
    “But which do you think I should wear?” 
 
    “That’s up to you.” 
 
    “So you don’t talk to your friends about styles and dresses and things?” 
 
    Amy was caught there. She finally admitted, “You’ve worn male clothes all your life, certainly all during our marriage. I’d sort of like to see you in dresses and things.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “So do we share your clothes?” 
 
    “I’m certainly willing to lend you clothes, we’ve got similar bodies, but there are enough differences between us that certain things you’re going to need things that fit your body.” 
 
    He nodded. “So we go shopping tomorrow.” 
 
    “Ooh, shopping! My favorite sport!” 
 
    They chuckled over that one, and then Amy grew serious. “Can I see your penis and balls? Is it okay?” 
 
    Sam pursed his lips. “I guess so. You’ve seen my package when it’s excited, it’s not going to be very hard.” 
 
    Sam stood up and lifted his dress. He glanced at her momentarily, then lowered his panties and pulled his penis from back between his legs. 
 
    Amy leaned forward. “Oh, my gosh!” She reached a hand out tentatively and held his penis. 
 
    Normally it was a good eight inches, stiff and wide and pulsing. Now it was about 2 1/2 inches long, about the size of his thumb. It had shrunken back inside the skin and his balls were now his major feature. 
 
    His balls had always been big, hefty globes. Now, without a penis to compare them to, they looked huge!  
 
    Amy took his balls in one hand. 
 
    Sam was shocked by the sensations. He expected a reduction in sensation, but he felt everything. He didn’t get that big sexual lurch inside, but he did get the full feeling. 
 
    And it did make him horny. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Amy noticed him gasping. 
 
    “I am,” he nodded. “It’s just that that really makes me horny. I really want to fuck, and the fact that I can’t makes even more horny! 
 
    Amy grinned. “Do you want me to let go?” 
 
    “No…no. It feels so damned good.” 
 
    Amy squeezed his weenie, and it started to grow. It didn’t grow fast, like normal, but it gained a meaty feel. 
 
    “It’s hard—maybe hard enough to fuck.  But it’s softer.” 
 
    Chris said that would be the case,” Sam acknowledged. “He said I might even be able to fuck with it, maybe even cum.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “But it’ll be hard to cum, and there won’t be any sperm in the semen.” 
 
    He was hard enough for her to stroke him now, and he gasped as she squeezed his balls and massaged them. 
 
    “Wow,” murmured Amy. “This is exciting.” 
 
    “Exciting?” Sam asked, incredulous. 
 
    “I have a confession to make.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. The girls told me that I would find it exciting to play with you when you’re castrated.” 
 
    “Exciting?” 
 
    “Yes. One of them said that it would be like your penis was no longer dangerous, not scary. She said I would feel like I was in control of it.” 
 
    “And she was right?” 
 
    “Totally.” 
 
    Amy was leaning forward, holding his package, fondling it, and her eyes were gleaming with excitement. She licked her lips and looked like a woman in heat. 
 
    “Do you want to try and fuck my dick now?” 
 
    “Oh, my God! Could we?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Sam was excited, though not as excited as Amy, and he was curious. 
 
    “Let’s go to bed, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You’d better keep playing with me. I feel like I could shrink at any second. 
 
    Giggling, glancing back at Sam, Amy held his penis and pulled him towards the bedroom. 
 
    They undressed, and Amy spent a lot of time just looking at Sam’s boobs. 
 
    “My God, they’re bigger than mine!” 
 
    Sam just smiled as she stroked him. 
 
    Amy lay back and spread her legs. Sam crawled up between her legs and quickly tried to put his penis in her. He was soft, and he fumbled and tried to force his way in, but his dick kept crumpling up, bending over, and generally being difficult. 
 
    Finally, he got his dick into her.  
 
    “Oh, I know it’s soft, but it still feels good.” 
 
    Sam grinned and began to pump. 
 
    But even the pumping was risky. He had to be careful he didn’t come out just from pushing in. 
 
    “Heysoos, this is hot!” 
 
    “Does it feel good? Does it feel as good as a fully erect dick?” 
 
    She didn’t answer for a minute, then: “In a way, it feels better. I know you’re probably not going to cum in me, and I still get all my nerves rubbed. It makes me hornier, but frustrated in a way, too.” 
 
    Sam kept pushing in and pulling out. He kissed her nipples and sucked on them, and after 15 minutes Amy arched her back and began to jerk. “Fuck!” she whined. “That is good!” 
 
    Sam was glad, but he was also more frustrated than he had ever been. But looking at the pleasure on her face he was okay. 
 
    “Want me to get out?” 
 
    “Oh, no! Please, keep going!” 
 
    Sam was body tired, but he forced himself on. He knew that he would build up muscles so that he could screw without getting tired. And right now he was feeling desperate. It was like he felt he could cum if he just kept going. 
 
    Amy came again. She came harder, holding on to him and jerking her hips madly. 
 
    Sam kept screwing, but now he was really tired. He had always thought he was a strong male, but being used like this…he realized that his cock, when it was super hard, was not as pleasurable as his soft meat was. 
 
    “More,” whispered Amy, and she sounded desperate. 
 
    Sam kept fucking and fucking, and finally begged off. 
 
    “Please. I’m sore.” 
 
    Amy giggled. “Well, you did a lot better than before.” 
 
    He knew what she meant, before when he had a stiff penis. 
 
    He pulled out of her and lay on his back next to her. “I’m sorry,” he said. Then he wondered what he was sorry for. For not cumming? But they knew he couldn’t do that. Well, maybe he could, but… For giving out too soon? Yes. 
 
    He felt a frustration inside like he had never felt before in his life. 
 
    Amy got up and went to the bathroom. As she took off her make up she called back, “This is wonderful. Sometimes, when you fuck me with the rocket, it gets too sore.” 
 
    He finished the thought as he came into the bathroom. “Now it’s me that’s too sore.” 
 
    She giggled. Then she hugged him. 
 
    Oddly, he felt weak in her arms. He just stood there and felt like a failure. 
 
    “Can I borrow some cold cream?” he finally asked. 
 
    Still giggling, Amy handed him the jar of cream. 
 
    In an odd way, it was like they had reversed something in themselves. It was like, because she was the more sexually avaricious she was the stronger. At least in attitude. 
 
      
 
    Life was different for Sam. And it was the same. 
 
    He worked from home, so he didn’t have to get dressed up. Except that he liked to. He loved lingerie and dresses. Not a morning passed that he didn’t put on make up. 
 
    And he spent a lot of time buying female apparel and accouterments on the net. He took over the spare bedroom for his clothes and make up and such. 
 
    He was, however, a little shy about going out in public. So Amy made him go out. 
 
    “But I don’t feel like it! I don’t like the way men stare at me!” 
 
    Amy just laughed, and pushed him out of the house. 
 
    And he found it difficult to fight back while he was in high heels. 
 
    He was physically stronger than her, but she had better balance, and she could control him. 
 
    One day, shortly after he had risen and gotten dressed, Amy pushed him out the door.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Sam kept trying to turn back to the house. 
 
    “Into the car, sweetheart.” 
 
    And, she managed to bully him into their car. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Breakfast.” 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    “Shush. We’re going to spend the whole day roaming around, and you’re going to get over your silly fear.” 
 
    And it was fear. It was one thing to talk to Chris, or the ladies of the Mistress Club, they just laughed at him, and everybody knew what was going on, and it was easy to get over his fears. It was another thing to be on your own, interacting in the world with people who didn’t understand. 
 
    What if they saw through him? What if they made fun of him? 
 
    They went to a Denny’s, and she made him order for himself. 
 
    He cleared his throat, tried to make his voice softer and higher pitched, and ordered pancakes and sausages. 
 
    Amy grinned when the waitress had left with their order. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Cut the pancakes into super small pieces. Don’t smear your lipstick.” 
 
    He was super careful when he ate, and Amy kept giggling. 
 
    “You should see the panic on your face.” 
 
    But, by the time the meal ended Sam was feeling better. 
 
      
 
    They went to the mall and did some real shopping. Into and out of stores, and Sam focused on making his high heels not click…until Amy unbraided him. 
 
    “Make them click. That is your power resounding through the mall.” 
 
    She made him just sit on a bench and he watched…and listened to…women walking on the hard tile surfaces. 
 
    He was red-faced, but he resolved to try to make his heels click. After all, as Amy pointed out, if he didn’t click people would stare at him. 
 
    He didn’t know about that, but concentrating on putting his heels down right did distract him from the terrible embarrassment he was suffering. 
 
    After the mall they went for a long ride in the country. This was as close as Sam would come to a break, and he enjoyed it. 
 
    They passed the county park and Sam frowned. “I’m not going to be able to hike, am I?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “In high heels?” 
 
    She scoffed. “You can’t take them off and wear athletic sneakers?” 
 
    He mumbled, “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He spoke louder. “I don’t want to!” 
 
    Amy looked at him, and he was crying. She pulled the car over and held him. “It’s okay, honey. You’re just going through some stuff.” 
 
    After fifteen minutes of sniffling she started up again, and he fixed his make up in the visor mirror. 
 
      
 
    They stopped at the golf course for a light lunch. Amy ordered them salads, and Sam looked at the salad dourly. 
 
    “How am I going to exist on this little fare?” 
 
    “When we get your fat frame down to a proper size you can eat more.” 
 
    “Fat frame?” he looked at her with a bit of anger. 
 
    Amy just laughed. “For a woman, you’re fat.” 
 
    “But I’m slender for a man.” 
 
    “For a man,” she agreed. 
 
    Sam ate his salad, and wished for ten more. 
 
    “Eating like a bunny rabbit at my age,” he groused. 
 
    Amy just smiled. 
 
     
 
    After lunch they headed for a lingerie store. Now Sam was really embarrassed. It was one thing to hold up dresses and imagine oneself in them, or perhaps to try them on in a small booth. 
 
    It was another thing to consider underwear.  
 
    Women would see his breasts, and they might know he was a man. And if they saw his penis they would definitely know he was a man. 
 
    Sam’s fears didn’t happen, though. And that for a very good reason. 
 
    They walked into the lingerie shop, went to the back counter, and Amy said to Shirley, who she apparently knew: “Hi, Shirley. This is Sam, my husband. He’s transitioning and we want to get him some real underwear. 
 
    Sam about died. He grew faint and held onto the corner of a counter. 
 
    Amy grasped his arm and held him up. “He’s a little embarrassed, first time blues and all that, but…” 
 
    Shirley was a beautiful woman. She had average breasts, which looked fine on her thin frame, and pretty, blue eyes. She was wearing a form fitting dress and had long, brunette hair. She smiled at Sam. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Let’s see what we can do for you.” 
 
    Sam was dragged along, and he listened as the girls spoke, but he was in shock. 
 
    “Okay, let’s start with something serviceable.” Shirley brought out a thick bra that would hold him up no matter how heavy he got. “Come on, off with the clothes. It’s only us girls back here.” 
 
    Amy helped Sam out of his dress, then unfastened his bra. 
 
    “Come on, Sam. Get it together. I’ve known Shirley for years. She’s not going to conk you on the head or anything.” 
 
    Shirley laughed and brought a couple of more bras. 
 
    She handled his breasts with her hands, showing no fear of him. It was just another day at work for her. 
 
    “Now this one is good, but you’ll get tired of the wires. Still, it’ll last forever. 
 
    “And this one…oh, you have to try this one on!” 
 
    ‘This one’ was a half bra. Or a demi-bra, or a shelf bra. There were slight differences in the definitions of these bras, but they were basically a half cup. This pushed the boobs up and made cleavage. And…his nipples were revealed. 
 
    “I can’t wear this!” protested Sam. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “People can see my nipples!” 
 
    “That’s the point, silly.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Shirley smiled and Amy explained. “Women are sneaky creatures. We’re always advertising. Even when we have husbands we want people to look at us. And what better way than to give a glimpse of our charms?” 
 
    “But…” then he realized, “You have a half bra.” 
 
    “I’ve got several.” 
 
    “But you always wear a jacket so nobody can see.” 
 
    “And sometimes that jacket falls open, or I move it aside on purpose. Then the men stare, and they smile, and they lick their lips.” 
 
    “But you’re married!” 
 
    “Well, we can’t all be perfect.” 
 
    Sam stare with an open mouth and Shirley smirked. 
 
    “Let’s put this one on you and see how you look,” Shirley interrupted before Sam could say anything else. Though, truth to tell, he was a little too surprised to say anything else. 
 
    Shirley put the bra around his chest and fastened it in the rear. 
 
    Sam felt distinctly naked. His nipples were stiff and pointing over the top edge of the bra. He looked down at his nipples. “Heysoos!” 
 
    He had an expanse of flesh, and the nipples were hard and pointy. 
 
    “Ooh, look who looks so sexy!” 
 
    Shirley placed her hands under his cup and lifted a little, then she pressed so he had even more cleavage. 
 
    “Cute.” 
 
    “Damn, he really has some beauts.” 
 
    “He could be bigger.” 
 
    “What?” Sam’s voice was a little strangled. 
 
    “You’ve got a wide chest. You’re big, but you need to be bigger.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Amy reached up and put her fingers over one nipple. “Man, he is erect.” 
 
    Shirley touched the other nipple. Sam tried to back up but he ran into a shelf. He tried to get their fingers off him, but they brushed his hands away and wouldn’t let go. 
 
    “Can I suck him?” 
 
    “Be my guest.” 
 
    Sam was shocked when Shirley placed her beautiful mouth on his nipples. She sucked, and he felt sexual feelings run through his body. He groaned. 
 
    Shirley took her mouth off and turned to Amy. “Is he on hormones?” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    Shirley looked up at him. “Oh, honey. You’ve got to go all the way. You need to juice up your body. Everything will change. Your skin, your eyes, your hair, even your bone structure. 
 
    Sam was reaching for his dress. The girls, laughing, helped him put it on. 
 
    His nipples showed right through the material. 
 
    “We’ve got go,” said Sam, not noticing that his nips were now prominently displayed. 
 
    Amy’s lips wiggled as she suppressed a laugh. She wasn’t going to tell Sam that his nipples were erect and showing. 
 
    “All right. Mr. Scaredy cat—or maybe I should call him Miss Scaredy Cat—needs to leave.” 
 
    But Shirley wasn’t done. “Are you going to take on your wife’s name now?” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” Sam was trying to get past the two ladies. 
 
    “Because you’re no longer the man. And, let’s face it, you’re not the dominant party in this relationship.” 
 
    Sam had no answer for that, and he finally got past Shirley and Amy. He ran, with clicking heels, for the entrance. 
 
    Amy sighed. “If you can wrap all that stuff up. Here’s Sam’s credit card.” 
 
    Shirley put the items into shopping bags and rang up the sale. All the while Sam was standing nervously at the front door. He acted like he had to go to the bathroom. Then he realized that he did. 
 
    He crept up to the counter and asked in a very low voice, “Do you have a bathroom?” 
 
    “Of course. Through that door on the right.” 
 
    Sam quick walked, trying not to tap his heels now, and just before he got to the door Shirley yelled out. “The tampons are in the medicine cabinet.” 
 
    Sam was now brilliant red, and the few women in the shop stared at him with grins. 
 
    Sam entered the bathroom and looked around. It was stocked with feminine products and looked very feminine. Of course, it was in a feminine type store. 
 
    He lifted his dress and pulled down his panties and sat on the throne. 
 
    He sat. And sat. And nothing came out. 
 
    But he felt bloated! 
 
    He took his weenie in his hands and shook it. Then he slapped his balls lightly. Anything to try to get the action started. Nope. He couldn’t pee. 
 
    Almost sobbing, he pulled panties up and dress down, then flushed the toilet so everybody would think he had gone, and went back to the big room. 
 
    Shirley and Amy were waiting for him at the front door, and he smiled a half hearted smile at them. 
 
    Outside in the car: “I couldn’t pee!” 
 
    “But I heard the toilet flush.” 
 
    “I didn’t want anybody to…I couldn’t pee.” 
 
    “Hunh. What do you want to do about that?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but I’m bloated and it hurts a little.” 
 
    “But you couldn’t pee. Do you think it’s some kind of reaction to being castrated?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just know it hurts.” His voice was whining. He couldn’t believe he was even having this conversation. He was a man, dammit! Then he realized he wasn’t. 
 
    “Why don’t you call that Chris shemale?” 
 
    Sam thought about it, then decided that was a good idea. He reached into his purse and got out Chris’s number and his cell phone. He tapped in the number. 
 
    “Hello,” Chris’s voice came through the telephonic device. 
 
    “Hi, Chris. This is Sam. I’ve got a weird question.” 
 
    “Shoot, buddy. Oh, excuse me. Did you have any preference for pronouns or name or anything like that?” 
 
    “No…no. It’s just…” Sam explained about not being able to pee. 
 
    “Sounds normal. I went through something like that. Have you tried a catheter?” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “Do you have one?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I’ve got one, brand new, never been used. You want me to come over and show you how it works?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes!” yelled Amy, giggling. 
 
    “Okay. I’ve got your address in the files here. When’s a good time?” 
 
    Sam didn’t want any time, but Amy nudged him sharply with her elbow. “Four o’clock.” 
 
    “Uh, is four o’clock all right?” 
 
    “Sure. See you then.” 
 
    It was three o’clock then, so Amy headed the car for home. “What are you so nervous about?” 
 
    “It’s just…it’s all so new.” 
 
    “So you’re just embarrassed.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Well, you’ll get over that.” 
 
    Sam looked at her. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Look, honey, women grow boobs. Puberty. And when we grow them we have to go through all sorts of embarrassment. Oh, is there something wrong with me. Is everybody staring at me. How can I get a bra. I don’t want to wear a bra. The list of fears just goes on and on, but we all get over it. Guaranteed, a month from now you won’t even be able to spell the word embarrassment.” 
 
    Sam thought about that all the way home. He was actually a bit calm by the time they walked into the house. 
 
    “Better pour yourself a bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    He did, heavy on the bourbon, then they sat down and waited for Chris to arrive. 
 
     
 
    Chris showed up two minutes after four. He sauntered up to the front door. He was wearing a skirt and a blouse, and his nipples were showing. He was also carrying a small kit. 
 
    “Hi, guys, great to see you again.” He gave each a hug, which Amy enjoyed and Sam dreaded. 
 
    He was being hugged by a man! 
 
    Chris didn’t seem to notice Sam’s attitude, though. He just sat down on the couch and opened up his kit. He took out a catheter with a long tube. The tube led to a large, plastic bag. 
 
    “These are easy to use,” remarked Chris. “But they tend to be uncomfortable the first time. Why don’t you lift your dress and drop your panties.” He used his fingers to smooth lubricant over the end of the catheter. 
 
    Now Sam was caught. He didn’t want to, but he had to pee, and Chris had actually come over to help him. 
 
    Sam was embarrassed, of course, but Chris just motioned him closer, then took his limp penis in one hand. “Okay, it’s easier if you’re erect, but limp is okay. Do you want to play with yourself for a minute and see if you can get a rise out of the old fellow? 
 
    “No.” 
 
    But with Chris’s hand on his penis it started to get a little stiffer. 
 
    “Never mind. Here we go.” 
 
    Chris held the end of the catheter to Sam’s pee hole and began pushed the tube into him. 
 
    Sam gasped. It didn’t hurt, and after it was past the initial entry, it started to feel good. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    Amy watched from the side, studying the procedure intently. 
 
    “It looks like your tissue is a bit swollen. I had that happen. It’s going to get uncomfortable in a second, but we’ll just take our time and…there! You feel it?” 
 
    Sam did. He felt the end of the catheter run into something. But the something was mushy. 
 
    Chris had his hand firmly around Sam’s cock, and he began to wiggle it very, very gently. 
 
    “Come on, honey. You can do it.” His tongue was sticking out the corner of his mouth as he worked the catheter. 
 
    Suddenly, the catheter slipped through the bloated material, and a stream of piss came down the long tube. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” sighed Sam in relief as his bladder pushed out the pee. 
 
    Chris smiled. “Nice. And I just saved you a visit to the hospital.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, Chris,” murmured Amy. 
 
    “Not a problem.” 
 
    Chris held Sam’s penis in one hand, and the plastic bag in the other. 
 
    Sam kept pissing and pissing, and the bag kept filling it up. 
 
    Chris looked up at Sam’s face and chuckled. “Feels good, eh?” 
 
    “You have no idea.” Then he realized what he had said. “Well, I guess you do.” 
 
    Chris just smiled. “I’ll leave the bag here, though you probably won’t have this happen again. Though, if I can offer a word of advice?” 
 
    “Sure, anything,” Sam sighed. 
 
    “Look into hormones. Start getting an idea for what they do and why.” 
 
    “Why is that?” asked Amy. 
 
    “It’s obvious you can exist in this state, but blocking your testosterone is only half the game. You’ll change a little, but…well, when I finally went to hormones I found that the changes I had been suffering from, and I use the word ‘suffering’ advisedly, were suddenly facilitated and became easy and even enjoyable. I mean, there’s two chemicals. Testosterone and estrogen. You’ve stopped the testosterone, and that’s half the treatment. You might consider the other half of the treatment.” 
 
    Sam was silent. And thinking. 
 
    “You want to stay for dinner, Chris?” 
 
    “Well, I—“ 
 
    “We’ve got lots of questions, at least I do, and if you’ve got the time?” 
 
    “Well, I guess. But I’ve got to be out of here by six. Got a heavy date.” 
 
    “No problem. Hamburgers and fries…and all the booze you can drink?” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he laughed. “If I wasn’t a woman I’d marry you.” 
 
    It was an unexpected quip, and they all smiled. 
 
    “Sam, why don’t you get the booze and I’ll start the barbecue.” 
 
    “In a minute, honey.” Sam grinned. “I’m almost done.” 
 
      
 
    The dinner went off well. Chris had a lot of viewpoints, the booze was Whistlepig, and Sam and Amy learned a lot. Afterwards, when Chris had headed out for his hot date, Sam and Amy did the dishes in the kitchen. They were both wearing pink aprons with the logo ‘hers’ on them. 
 
    “Are you thinking about hormones?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Pro or con?” 
 
    “Pro. I’ve gone this far, and Chris made a lot of sense. I don’t want to be half a woman all my life.” 
 
    They finished the dishes and Amy turned to Sam. “Honey, I love you.” She took off her apron, and Sam took off his. 
 
    Amy put her hands on Sam’s hips and pulled him to her. They were breast to breast, then they were lip to lip. Their lipsticks mingled and their mouths turned red around the edges. 
 
    Then Amy took his hand and lead him towards the bedroom. “Come on, honey. Let’s see how many times you can get me off.” 
 
    Again, Sam felt an unbelievable frustration. But he didn’t hold back. In fact, he was looking forward to feeding his frustration.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
      
 
    It still took Sam a couple of months before he decided to take hormones. During that time he researched intensely, and he had a pretty good idea of what was going to happen. 
 
    In fact, certain things were already starting to happen. 
 
    The weirdest one was that his pelvis shifted. At first he attributed it to wearing heels all the time, but eventually he realized that not taking testosterone was altering his shape. 
 
    One night he sat down and listed some of the things he was going through. 
 
      
 
    He no longer smelled like a man. And he knew this because his sense of smell was changing. He could smell a lot more things than he had as a man. 
 
    Though his brain was calm, he tended to have emotional jags where he would suddenly cry for no reason. Or for what he perceived as a silly reason. As a man he never would have cried over the things he was now crying over as a woman. 
 
    His skin was softer. Again, he attributed this to the creams Amy was making him smear on his hands and face and even his body. then he finally accepted it as a real change. 
 
    He had bigger boobs. They were big from the implants he had received, but now the implants seemed to have grown. He finally realized that his boobs were growing under the implants. This put him into much conjecture concerning his eventual shape. 
 
    His face was softening, becoming more feminine. 
 
    And these changes were happening because of the loss of testosterone, and not from any regimen of  hormones. The changes were, for the most part, small, but it made him realize that should he go on full hormone treatment he was going to change a lot more. 
 
    And he wanted to change a lot more. 
 
    Wearing pants, due to his shifting pelvis, was an uncomfortable option. He wanted to wear real clothes, clothes that fit, and there seemed to be only one real option for that. 
 
      
 
    “Amy, I’m going to do it.” 
 
    Amy smiled. “I wondered what was taking you so long.” 
 
    So he found a doctor and began taking female hormones. 
 
    He felt differences almost immediately. He couldn’t see them, at least not for a few weeks or months, but, the first change, he experienced his first period. 
 
     
 
    “I don’t know why I’m feeling so glum.” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” Amy suggested. 
 
    “I feel on edge, like somebody’s shaving my skin off. I’ve got a light headache that won’t go away.” 
 
    “How long has this been going on?” 
 
    “Three days.” 
 
    “Sounds like you’re having a period!” 
 
    “What? Impossible! I don’t have female plumbing!” 
 
    “Well, we’ll know for sure in a couple of days. Periods last three to eight days. Five is an average.” 
 
    “But…but…but…!” 
 
    But Amy just smiled and crossed off days on the calendar. 
 
    Sure enough, on day six Sam woke up feeling, in the words of Tony the Tiger, ‘Gre-e-a-a-at!’ 
 
    “But this is impossible!” 
 
    But, having experienced his first period, Sam explored the internet and found that trans people could have periods. They didn’t bleed, but they went through the periodic cycle the same as any woman. 
 
    Ah, well. 
 
      
 
    As the month’s passed the changes became greater. 
 
    Sam lost weight. though he had been slender before, now he was skinny for a man, but the right size for a woman. 
 
    And implants kept his boob size up, and his natural boob growth made his chest even bigger. 
 
    He was wearing double D bras, and his nipples had even gotten bigger. 
 
    His skin was soft and relatively hairless, and he used Nair for under the arms. His chin whiskers had stopped growing almost totally. 
 
    And, if periods were a bummer, the fit of his clothes was a boon. 
 
    He could now wear all sorts of dresses and outfits. And he was no longer embarrassed about having large tits. In fact, he was sort of proud. 
 
    But he didn’t flaunt them like Amy did hers. He loved wearing half bras because the material rubbed his nips and kept him turned on. But he always wore thick material to hide his excitement, or jackets to cover his boobs. 
 
      
 
    After one year he was definitely all female. No mistaking him for a man. He had reached six months, asked for another shot, and…he was female. 
 
    He was walking through the house one day, Amy was out shopping, when: 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    His heels tapping sexily, he strode down the hallway and into the foyer. He opened the front door. 
 
    “Chris!” 
 
    “Hey, Sam! You’re looking good!” 
 
    The two men that were now women hugged, and were not self conscious about their boobs pressing together. 
 
    Sam invited Chris into the living room, fetched a pair of drinks, and they engaged in conversation. 
 
    ‘How ya been?’ 
 
    ‘How the changes effecting you?’ 
 
    ‘Haven’t had to use the catheter since that first time.’ 
 
    And, ‘We need your help.’ 
 
    Sam studied his friend closely. 
 
    “The Mistress Club has been running events steadily, and they’ve reached the point where they need to enlist help.” 
 
    “So you want me to kidnap men and forcibly change their sex against their will.” 
 
    Chris was silent. He hadn’t expected that kind of an answer. 
 
    Then Sam started to laugh. “Oh, man. I got ya!” 
 
    Chris looked abashed. “You got me good.” 
 
    “So what kind of things does the Club need done?” 
 
    “Well, everything, but…you’d be doing the same things I was doing when I first started. You’d watch over the newbies. Help out the real women. To be honest, you wouldn’t be trusted to do things on your own until you had proven yourself.” 
 
    “As a woman.” 
 
    “As a woman,” Chris confirmed. 
 
    Sam took a sip of his bourbon and looked at the ceiling. 
 
    He remembered what a rough time he had had. He remembered how he had been helped through those times.  
 
    And they wanted him to help other people, men like he had been. 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “I know. You want to think about it. While you’re thinking, there is one other tidbit of information I thought I might share.” 
 
    Sam tilted his head. 
 
    Chris opened his cell phone and showed it to Sam. 
 
    It was a certificate. The Mistress Club had promoted Chris to…Sam blinked. 
 
    “Where’s the ‘honorary’ designation?” 
 
    “Don’t need one,” said Chris smugly. 
 
    “Okay…” 
 
    “I got the operation, and I have been promoted to a higher position within the Mistress Club. I’ll be considered a real woman now.” 
 
    Sam: “You got the operation.” 
 
    “I had an orchidectomy. No more evil twins down there. Would you like to see what it looks like?” 
 
    Sam couldn’t help himself. He nodded. 
 
    Smiling, Chris stood up and took his panties down and lifted his dress. 
 
    Chris’s penis was miniaturized. It was only an inch long, and there was no sign of his testicles. 
 
    “It looks like a clitoris.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “Wow! What did—“ 
 
    “I leave the perverts alone for a minute and see what happens?” 
 
    Amy entered the room grinning. “Hi Chris.” 
 
    She hugged him, and he looked a little abashed as he held his dress up. 
 
    “Chris just had his testicles removed. He’s been promoted in the Mistress Club.” 
 
    “Really! that’s wonderful!” 
 
    Amy sat down and Chris explained why he was there, and about his certification as a real woman. 
 
    When he was done Amy asked, “So are you going to help him? Help the Mistress Club?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. A part of me wants to, but I wanted to talk to you, first.” 
 
    “No prob. Let’s talk. Chris? Dinner?” 
 
    Chris couldn’t stay, so Sam and Amy fixed a sumptuous repast, drank a bunch of bourbon, and discussed the idea of Sam going to work for The Mistress Club. 
 
    “You know, they’re going to want to fly you around to various cities. I’ve heard the pay isn’t great.” 
 
    Sam: “Yeah, but I’ll be around people like me. You may not have noticed it, but since I changed I have had a dearth of friends.” 
 
    “I had noticed,” observed Amy drily. 
 
    “And we aren’t really hurting in the money department. I can keep up my internet business, even if on the road, and you’re making good money. So…?” 
 
    “Sounds like you’ve already made up your mind.” 
 
    “Mostly. I just need to know that you’re okay with it.” 
 
    Amy sighed, which was the first sign that she wasn’t in total agreement. 
 
    “Not a problem. I’ll tell them no.” 
 
    “No. I actually want you to tell them yes.” 
 
    “You do? then what’s the problem?” 
 
    “The problem is Chris.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Now Sam was really confused. 
 
    “He’s a real woman. You’re not.” 
 
    “So you want me to get an operation? Remove the boys down there?” 
 
    “Nope. There are other ways of being a woman. Not totally in keeping with the dictates of the Mistress Club, but fine for our purposes. Yours and mine.” 
 
    “Okay. You’ve really got me going now. Explain please.” 
 
    Instead of explaining, however, Amy stood up. “Come with me, please.” 
 
    Sam stood up and Amy took his hand and led him to the bedroom. She sat him down on the bed and said, “We’ve actually discussed this, but we never really…did anything about it.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    Amy knelt and opened the bottom dresser drawer. She rummaged around for a minute, then pulled out a mess of straps with one hand. 
 
    Sam didn’t recognize what she was holding until she lifted the other hand, which was holding a large penis. 
 
    Wow,” he said. “I have to tell you, I’m scared. I mean, that’s a real strap on.” 
 
    Every woman is scared when she’s a virgin. When they’re not a virgins they aren’t scared. Then they know what being a woman is really all about. 
 
    “So I have to take a choo choo up the poo poo.” 
 
    “What a delightfully disgusting way to put it,” Amy chuckled. “But, that said…is the train about to leave the station?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “Heck, after all I’ve been through, I’d like to see what a woman feels when she is, uh, penetrated. 
 
    “You mean ‘fucked,’ don’t you?” 
 
    “I was trying to be more polite.” 
 
    “Ha.Take off your clothes, baby. I think I love you!” 
 
    Sam didn’t need to take off his clothes. In fact, he didn’t want to. He wanted to feel like a woman, and wearing a dress while getting fucked seemed like a good idea. 
 
    He pulled off his panties and lay back on the bed. 
 
    Amy pursed her lips. “Do we want to do it missionary style? Or doggy style?” 
 
    “Whatever your majesty prefers.” 
 
    Amy smiled. “Turn over, bitch. I’m the king today, and I’m going to take you like a peasant.” 
 
    “Ooh, sweet talking will get you everything.” 
 
    Sam turned over on his hands and knees. 
 
    Amy moved up behind him. She lifted his dress up, threw it over his hips, and started examining his package. 
 
    “Nice. You’ve still got a cock.” 
 
    “It seems to be shrinking.” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just know it feels awfully good when it’s in me.” 
 
    Amy felt his balls, and Sam groaned. 
 
    “These are nice. You know if you go all the way and get an orchidectomy you won’t have them any longer.” 
 
    “I don’t think they’re functioning much, anyway.” 
 
    Amy put some lube on her fingers and began circling his asshole. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whined Sam. “That is amazing!” 
 
    “Your little man pussy,” agreed Amy. “You know, if you get an operation you would have two holes for me to do this to.” 
 
    “It’s something to think about,” grunted Sam. 
 
    Amy continued rubbing lube into him. She held his penis and it stiffened up a little. 
 
    Amy bent down and blew his weenie. 
 
    “Fuck!” Sam was starting to pump his hips. 
 
    Amy smiled, took her finger away, and slipped her plastic penis into him. 
 
    Sam’s eyes opened wide. There had a been a moment of pain, but now there was only the memory of pain. Pleasure began exuding from his asshole. His hips started twitching uncontrollably. 
 
    Amy watched him. She smiled and her eyes were half closed. Sam had been giving her pleasure for months, and now it was time to give him a little. 
 
    Sam began to give little grunts, and he lowered his arms to his elbows. 
 
    Amy reached around and cupped his breasts. She tickled his nipples, and Sam began to jerk his hips back and forth. 
 
    “You may not have noticed, Sam, dear,” Amy kissed his neck, “But I’ve become the dominant one in our relationship.” 
 
    Sam didn’t object. He knew this. Besides, the pleasure exuding from his butthole was unbelievable. 
 
    Amy reached under the strap on and grabbed Sam’s little balls. She began to fondle and massage them. 
 
    Sam was saying something, but it was so much gibberish. He was being overwhelmed by the pleasurable sensations emanating from his cock and balls. 
 
    “So I’m tell you now, Sam, I want you to cum.” 
 
    Sam heard her words, they penetrated the sexual haze he was in. 
 
    “I’m not going to stop fucking you until you cum. We know you can do it. Even with chemical castration and hormones…you can cum. 
 
    Sam was lost in the haze of a year of fucking without receiving pleasure. He was mounted on a pyramid of frustration, and it felt like he was about to be blown off the top. 
 
    “So cum, Sam. Have yourself an orgasm. I’m in charge and I’m telling you, I’m not going to stop fucking you until you blow your cork.” 
 
    Sam was gone. He was in some heaven of lust.  
 
    When the blow off came it was unbelievable. Sam jerked his hips, thrust them up onto the plastic peter. His asshole gobbled the thing, and it was like an ocean whelmed up and swallowed him. 
 
    He couldn’t breath, he was gasping, and he was floating on a divine tsunami. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Do it, Sam!” 
 
    The words came from far away, but he knew he was having an orgasm, and it was unlike any orgasm he had ever had. 
 
    Almost a years worth of giving pleasure, but receiving only frustration. 
 
    Semen, thin and watery and lacking sperm, squirted from his cock. 
 
    Then Sam got his breath and gave a shrill wail. “Ahhhhh!” 
 
    Then he collapsed. He couldn’t hold himself up. He was totally depleted. 
 
    He lay on the bed, and Amy moved away. 
 
    “Well, that was a squirt and a half.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” mumbled Sam into a pillow. 
 
    A while later, Amy laying next to him, feeling his breasts and his package, she asked, “So, are you going to go help the Mistress Club?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “If it’s okay with you.” 
 
    Amy said, “It’s fine with me, but, uh, there is one other thing.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “When you’re gone? Out city hopping and changing men into women?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I think I might like to find a boyfriend.” 
 
    Sam blinked. 
 
    And, yet, what did he expect? 
 
    Amy wasn’t a Lesbian. 
 
    And Sam could fuck her, and well, but did he expect her to do without the manly touch for the rest of her life? 
 
    He nodded. “I guess that’s okay. If it’s okay with you that I get an occasional itch scratched.” 
 
    “It’s okay with me.” 
 
    They cuddled then, and thought about how their lives had changed. 
 
    And they both smiled. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    A Note from the Author 
 
      
 
    Did you know I wouldn’t be a writer if it wasn’t for the COVID pandemic? 
 
    The pandemic put me out of business. I was broke, had no job, no prospects, and…I started writing. 
 
    I suppose I should have been out looking for work. But there was no work to be had. 
 
    So I wrote, and was surprised when the money started coming in. 
 
    Oh, it wasn’t a lot, but it was a start. 
 
    A couple of years later and I’m making a living. Zowie! 
 
    So when I write a story like this one, about pandemics and government plots and such…I feel like I’m giving back to that which made me a writer. 
 
    Isn’t that weird? Saying ‘thanks’ to a pandemic? 
 
    Remember, with the rain comes a rainbow. 
 
    And with tragedy comes opportunity. 
 
     
 
    Hope you enjoy this story, and…STAY HORNY!
 
 
    Gracie 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Got to go. 
 
    James packed his suitcase quickly and efficiently. Shirts folded just so, packed here. Pants folded just so, packed there. Socks. Underwear. Ties. 
 
    “You’re going to miss Christmas.” Marsha said. 
 
    “World peace, baby.” 
 
    James was an interpreter for the state department. He spoke six languages so well he could speak them in pig latin and still understand them. 
 
    “So you’re going to Ukraine.” 
 
    “Negative. It’s a state secret.” Then he mouthed silently. ‘China.’ 
 
    “Why China?” 
 
    He was in the bathroom, collecting tooth brush, shaver and all that stuff. 
 
    Yes, where he was going was a state secret, but unless it was really important he didn’t keep secrets from Marsha. 
 
    “Russia is threatening nukes.” 
 
    “So why not Russia?” 
 
    “Because China is threatening nukes if Russia uses nukes.” 
 
    “Holy crap. Should I head for the cabin?” 
 
    “Nah. It’s all politics. Everybody rattles sabers, then they come to an agreement. Part of the play.” 
 
    “You’d think they’d find a better way to play.” 
 
    James was packed now. He looked around, tried to figure out what he was forgetting. 
 
    Marsha asked, “When do you think you’ll be back?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t think it’s going to be long, but…who knows?” He shrugged. Then he smiled. “Okay. I’ve got everything, car will be here in a half.” 
 
    Marsha smiled. “You’re not thinking what I think you’re thinking?” 
 
    “I might not see you for a week, or a month.” 
 
    “Just think how much you’ll miss me. All those lonely nights, laying in bed. Your poor weenie all sad and blue.” 
 
    “It’s my balls that will be blue if we don’t handle that right now.” 
 
    Marsha had a twisty grin on her face. “So I’m just supposed to lay down and spread my legs, you squirt your brains out, and then you hop in your car and take off.” 
 
    “Something like that.” 
 
    Marsha unbuttoned one of her buttons. “I think I’d rather you pined for me.” Another button. 
 
    “I get horny enough and I might find a girlfriend.” 
 
    “Oh, now he fights dirty.” Another button. 
 
    “All’s fair in love and war,” he gave a toothy grin and reached for Marsha. 
 
    Marsha jumped back. “Rape,” she whispered. 
 
    He laughed. “So that’s what you want!” 
 
    “I want to be ravaged. I want you to bite my nipples and savage my pussy. I don’t want to be able to walk for three days.” 
 
    “In short,” he said, making a grab and catching her this time, “You want me to fuck you stupid.” 
 
    Marsha ripped the last two buttons and threw off her shirt. Her bra was sturdy, and it was full. “I want you to fuck me until my IQ is three.” 
 
    “Oh, baby,” and he threw her on the bed. 
 
    “Eeeek!” Marsha yelped. She turned and tried to crawl across the bed.  
 
    James grabbed her by the skirt belt and pulled her back. He grabbed her legs and flipped her over. 
 
    “Scream all you want, my little popsicle. By the time you call the police I’ll be in China.” 
 
    “Popsicle? Did you just call me a popsicle?” 
 
    James was slender, but strong, and he pulled her panties off easily. 
 
    Marsha struggled, as if she was struggling against, but actually helping him remove her dainty underthings. 
 
    He dove on to her. He buried his head in her cleavage and reached under her. He made a motorboat sound, flapping his lips against her flesh, as he undid her bra. 
 
    She laughed. “You disgusting pig.” 
 
    He got up on his knees and looked down on her. He undid his belt and said, “Oink…oink.” 
 
    Then he swooped down on her, shoved his penis in her, and she stopped struggling. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she murmured, holding his head and kissing his lips. She felt his warmth breath and tasted his moist mouth. 
 
    He felt her tits. Cupped them, ran his thumb over her erect nipples. She felt the rough slide of his thumbs and it excited her even more. 
 
    He stopped, raised his head and looked around. “Is that the doorbell!” 
 
    “You son of a bitch!” Marsha yelled. “You better finish what you started!” 
 
    He lowered himself and began to slowly, excruciatingly, do the in and out that she so loved. Their skin rubbed, and it was like two sticks making fire. Their flesh was heated, he was hard and she was wet, and he rammed and jammed and slammed. She humped and pumped and bumped, and she began to climb the mountain. 
 
    James was a considerate lover, and he took his time—the pick up car could wait—and he slid his penis through her vagina. 
 
    Marsha felt it comming, the waves of climax that would drown her in a surf of pleasure. She tried to relax, to let it happen, and it did. 
 
    “Fuck!” she moaned, and suddenly she was on a crest, flying over reality,  climbing, climbing, and…WOOOSH! She was swept away. 
 
    James grinned. HE knew when she was cumming, and he loved it. Making her cum always made his cum feel even better. 
 
    He drove into her rigid body, and while she was locked up, unable to think, he began to squirt. 
 
    “Oh…yes…yes!” 
 
    Then they were lying, him on her, breathing hard, and they both heard…BEEP BEEP! 
 
      
 
    The pick up car took James to Dulles International Airport. It was a pleasant ride, especially considering that his groin felt wonderful and relaxed. 
 
    At Dulles he hopped a private flight straight to Beijing. In Beijing, he was surprised when his group was taken to a railway. They could have flown directly to Wuhan Tianhe International Airport, but that is the way a communist country sometimes works. 
 
    Perhaps they wanted the group to see the splendor of the ancient country. Perhaps they just wanted the group to show up unfashionably late. 
 
    Whatever the reason, the group took the train to Wuhan. 
 
    Wuhan, which was once called Wuchang. Which once consisted of three separate towns that had grown together. 
 
    It was beautiful town, communist or not, and there were thousands of bridges connecting all parts of the city. 
 
    Arriving in Wuhan, however, the time for sight seeing was over. For the moment.  
 
    The Chinese  had chosen Wuhan for the big meeting because they wanted to remind the world of what they were capable of, for this was the place where Covid got it’s start. 
 
    James was rushed into the political dickerings without delay, and that was where it got interesting…and boring. 
 
    The Chinese would come out with some bizarre proposal. He would translate, even as his people had English copies of the demands. 
 
    For instance, Ukraine must rename itself as ‘The People’s Republic of the Ukraine.’ 
 
    And, Russia must enter into a trade agreement with China, using Chinese currency. Chinese currency was notorious for being devalued. 
 
    The hard part was that James could have answered directly and saved a lot of time. But he wasn’t a politician and was forbidden to say anything except what his bosses said he could say. 
 
    And his bosses were about as bright as the Chinese bosses. 
 
    So, long days of blathering, followed by longer days waiting while their bosses crafted their inane answers to inaner demands. 
 
    After a week one of his counterpart translators, one whom James had struck up a mild friendship, made a suggestion. “You would like to go to the Wuhan labs?” 
 
    James was fascinated. The home of Covid. He had to check in with his seniors, and, surprisingly, they thought it was a good idea. 
 
    He was given a tiny camera and told to ‘knock himself out.’ 
 
    So on a Saturday morning, after a boringly, long week, James and Wing Ping Poo (that was really his name!) headed across town. 
 
    They enjoyed the many bridges, they sauntered through the meat market, and they came to the large, brick building that is WIV. The Wuhan Institute of Virology. 
 
    “You are very fortunate to be allowed to visit WIV,” explained Wing Ping. “WIV is very off limits since Covid.” Oddly, Wing seemed a little bit nervous when he said this. 
 
    They entered the building, were passed through security rather easily, which was a surprise, and toured the labs. 
 
    The place was a showcase for level four bio labs. Everything was sharp and shiny with lots of security features. In an odd moment of truthfulness, Wing said, “We have, of course, upgraded this facility since the unfortunate accident. 
 
    James didn’t bother trying to take pictures. As a matter of fact, he had left the camera with the security personnel. He had no interest in becoming an international incident. 
 
    They toured for a couple of hours, James had many questions, and he couched them politely and accepted answers easily. 
 
    Finally, the tour was over, and the two men sauntered back over the bridges. They stopped at a restaurant and Wing ordered a feast for them. It was delicious, one of the finest meals James had ever had. the only odd thing was when Wing said, “I took you there because I had to.” 
 
    It was a subtle, apologetic statement, and James concealed his frown well. 
 
    Why would China want him to travel a secure installation, and why would Wing suddenly apologize.  
 
    James found out why within the week. 
 
      
 
    James sent texts to his wife daily. Often many times daily. He made veiled innuendo as to what he was going to do to her when he returned. The messages managed to be subtle, yet quite salacious. 
 
    Marsha loved her messages. She even jilled off to a couple of them. She missed her husband so much. 
 
    Then, two weeks into the meeting in Wuhan, one week after James had toured the WIV labs, the messages stopped.  
 
    One day, and Marsha was panicked. She began calling people in the government to ask after James. Every inquiry was met with a polite ‘know nothing’ response…James must be very busy. Thank you. 
 
    Marsha began to fret. 
 
      
 
    James awoke feeling like shit. He didn’t think about the labs, not at all, because that had been a week previous. 
 
    Protocol indicated he should immediately report any ‘mishap.’ He did. 
 
    He lay in bed in his hotel room, pulled covers over himself, and shivered. 
 
    Oddly, the hotel doctor showed up before the American doctor. 
 
    James was dizzy by now, and dazed, and because of this he didn’t fend the doctor off. 
 
    The doctor took his vitals, and a blood sample, and nodded to the American doctor as he left the room. 
 
    “How do, James?” 
 
    “Got the crud, doc.” 
 
    “Okay,” the doctor whipped out his stethoscope and managed the feat of asking questions as he listened to heart beats. 
 
    “Food poisoning?” 
 
    “I eat in the restaurant downstairs. Except last week one of the Chinese translators took me to a restaurant. 
 
    The doc took down data, including the name of the restaurant, and continued his exam. 
 
    “Shortness of breath? Headache? How severe? Sense of smell okay?” 
 
    On and on went the questions. Illness in China, during high level negotiations, were treated seriously. 
 
    James spent the next seven days in the hotel room. There was some discussion as to whether he should go to a hospital, but it was decided not. 
 
    His cell phone was confiscated because the leaders of his contingent didn’t want any news of anything going out.  
 
    The confiscation of his phone made James very miserable. He was used to texting at all times of the day, and Marsha’s answers kept him in a high state of mind. 
 
    Still, rules were rules. 
 
    After seven days the fever broke. On the eighth day James woke up, felt a bit woozy, but okay. 
 
    Still, he was quarantined, and that was that. 
 
    And that was the day he came face to face with the real effects of his ‘illness.’ 
 
    James slid out of bed. He was wearing boxers and pajamas to stay extra warm, and he wavered for a moment, getting used to being on his feet for the first time in a week.  
 
    He sighed, steadied himself, and walked slowly to the bathroom. 
 
    Amenities in China, in a top tier hotel, are much the same as amenities in America. Nice shower with good hot water. Toilet. Sink. Shelves with fluffy towels, lots of toilet paper under the sink. 
 
    James took off his pajama tops and looked at himself in the mirror. He had lost weight during the past week. He was slender to begin with, but now he was skinny. Except for his chest, which seemed to have some thickness to it. 
 
    He yawned, splashed water on his face, and took his pajama bottoms off. Even his legs looked a bit skinny. And, oddly, they seemed less hairy than they had been. Not that he was super hairy, but now he was a little less hairy. 
 
    He looked at his chest again. Hunh! Less hair there, too. If he was any judge of his own hair. He felt his pectorals, and they felt sort of…’spongy.’ Weird. 
 
    He turned towards the shower and opened the door. He turned the hot waster on and pulled off his boxers. He stepped into the hot shower and sighed. First shower in a week, and he felt grody.  
 
    He soaped his underarms, his chest. There was a long handle brush there and he even soaped his back. He was starting to feel a bit human finally. 
 
    He bent slightly to soap his groin area. And froze. 
 
    He rinsed soap off, then bent over and examined himself. 
 
    His balls…they seemed…smaller. He hefted them, felt them, and…they sure felt smaller. 
 
    Then his attention turned to his dick. 
 
    Men’s penises, when they are not being used, tend to stay in a relatively shrunken state. James’ penis was in that shrunken state. 
 
    But it should ‘unshrink’ when he started handling it. 
 
    It should, but it didn’t. He began to shake it, to stroke it, to bounce it. He even slapped his penis. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    It was the size of a Vienna sausage, and it wasn’t going to get any bigger. 
 
    James didn’t panic. Too much. 
 
    His heart racing, he followed protocol and called the doctor. 
 
    Oddly, the Chinese doctor, the same one that had seen him before, who he assumed to be a hotel doctor, showed up within minutes. The doctor tapped his knees, listened to his heart, took a blood sample, and examined his penis. 
 
    Oddly, the doctor put on a face mask prior to handling his penis. 
 
    James watched the man hold his thing. The Chinese doctor had small hands, but that didn’t help the matter. His penis still looked small, and wouldn’t become erect. 
 
    James talked to the doctor in Chinese, but the doctor merely smiled and gave him the equivalent of ‘take two aspirins and call me in the morning. 
 
    Unfortunately, the next morning, when the shit hit the fan, the Chinese doctor was nowhere to be found. 
 
    Two hours after the Chinese doctor left the American doctor showed up. 
 
    Again with the listening to the heart, the blood sample, and the handling of the penis. 
 
    “Doc, I’ve never had trouble getting it up. And…it looks so small!” 
 
    The doctor felt his penis, palpated various points in his groin area, and was less communicative than the Chinese doctor. 
 
    Another week in isolation. 
 
    And, the doctor stopped coming to see him. Another doctor took his place, and this doctor entered his room wearing a hazmat suit and a very efficient face mask. 
 
    “Where’s Doctor Fitzgerald?” asked James. 
 
    “He’s busy,” came the brusque reply. 
 
    Stethoscope, blood sample, and…very scary…a biopsy from his penis. 
 
    A fucking biopsy! 
 
    The doctor put a needle in his dick and extracted material. 
 
    It didn’t feel good, and at the end of the exam James demanded his phone back. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    He demanded to see his boss, or his boss’s boss. 
 
    There was some delay on that, and when James got dressed and tried to leave the room he found the door locked. He pounded on it, and when it was opened he took a step back in surprise. There was a plastic sheet over his door. And two marines, fully armed, facing him. 
 
    Not facing out, to protect him from an outside attack, but facing in, to prevent him…prevent him…from what? 
 
    Escape. 
 
    Now James knew he was in trouble. 
 
      
 
    Marsha was going crazy. She expected little glitches in international communications, but nothing like this. 
 
    She was refused communication when she called the hotel. And the switchboard operator for the hotel James was staying at sounded suspiciously military. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. No, Ma’am.” And that was all. 
 
    She called up James’ Washington boss, and received a song and dance. 
 
    She tried calling airports, hospitals, the police station in Wuhan. She called agencies in Washington, and even the media. 
 
    And learned nothing. 
 
    Now she wasn’t jilling happily off. Now she was terribly worried, and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. 
 
      
 
    Another week of isolation. James was going crazy. He had a television, and he understood Chinese in several dialects, but there was nothing on the TV worth watching.  
 
    If people in the US thought their 500 programs and nothing worth watching was bad, they had never experienced the communist equivalent. 
 
    Still, time passed. 
 
    James had his meals brought in, slid under the plastic sheet covering his door, but he wasn’t gaining any weight back. 
 
    In fact, over the next week, in spite of eating, it looked like he lost  more weight. 
 
    He requested a scale, and it was delivered. He had weighed 160 pounds. He was 5 foot ten. Now he weighed 130 pounds, and…to frighten him even further, he was shorter. 
 
    He didn’t have a measuring stick, but…he felt shorter. Or the lamps in the room were higher. And he had never heard of a lamp growing a couple of inches. 
 
    His penis, if anything, was smaller. And it still wasn’t getting erect. And his balls felt smaller. 
 
    WTF? 
 
    Three weeks, and his boss rang him on the phone. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” James tried to keep the alarm out of his voice. 
 
    “We’re not sure, James. It looks like you caught some sort of virus.” 
 
    Images flashed through James’ mind. Touring WIV. Eating at the restaurant. And…the weird apology from his counterpart. 
 
    James overcame a desire to be silent and asked, “How are the negotiations going?” 
 
    “They’ve been called off.” 
 
    Now James knew the shit had hit the fan. A lot of shit, with a fan too small to handle the overload. Politicians lived for talk, and the talk had been canceled. 
 
    “Has everybody gone home?” 
 
    “Some. Some of the guys are, uh, in your position.” 
 
    “Shrinking dicks.” 
 
    His boss said nothing. Merely watched James with a judging eye. 
 
    “So when do I get to go home?” 
 
    “Not for a while.” 
 
    “They’re afraid that whatever I have can be brought home.” 
 
    His boss said nothing. 
 
    “I want a phone.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “If I don’t get a phone I’m going to rip through this plastic and…” 
 
    James stopped talking because the two marines ‘guarding him’ touched their holsters. 
 
    “So I’m a prisoner.” 
 
    “James. I’m sorry. But—“ 
 
    “Without due process.” 
 
    “We’re working as hard as we can. You’re a medical problem, that changes all sorts of things.” 
 
    James nodded. “Believe it or not, I actually understand.” 
 
      
 
    At home, Marsha was totally going crazy. She talked to  anybody and everybody, and the government came by and suggested that she be circumspect. That was the word they used. 
 
    So she was. She knew how governments worked, and she knew that advice to be ‘circumspect’ was a threat of some sort. 
 
    She would just have to be patient. 
 
      
 
    One month, and James got a hard on. It was two inches long, and very ferocious. It was as if his penis was trying to make up for a month of being soft. 
 
    Or maybe for being small. 
 
    James called the doctor, and this time the Chinese doctor didn’t show up first. 
 
    “This is a good sign, James.” The doctor took his blood, listened with a stethoscope, and actually smiled. 
 
    Smiled through his hazmat suit. 
 
    “So how soon before I get to go home?” 
 
    “Actually, a week might be reasonable. No guarantees, of course.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    And the doctor packed his bag. 
 
    The next day James was given his cell phone back. It had no charge, and he plugged it in and waited an hour, biting his nails and worrying. 
 
    As he sat on the couch he noticed himself in the reflection of the window. 
 
    He was skinny. His hair was long. Not just ‘I didn’t get a haircut’ long, but…female long. 
 
    Hell, he could have braided it.  
 
    And he wasn’t just skinny. He was thick in the chest. Real thick. 
 
    In fact, he had noticed that his pectorals were swelling. 
 
    And his nipples hurt. 
 
    Still, he had a phone. 
 
      
 
    Tootle de toot! 
 
    Marsha ran for her phone.  
 
    James number! 
 
    Her hands trembling, she clicked it on. 
 
    “James?” 
 
    “Oh, baby. Am I glad to hear your voice.” 
 
    “James! What has been happening? Why haven’t you called me?” 
 
    James considered how much he could say. His phone would be hacked, that was a given. So he had to be…circumspect. 
 
    “I got sick, honey. That was all.” 
 
    “But nobody would say anything! Nobody would tell me anything!” 
 
    “I know. It’s a political thing. Nobody wants to screw up a political meeting.” 
 
    “James, the meeting was called off. People are already home.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry. I’ll be home in a few days. The doctor said maybe a week.” 
 
    “Oh, thank God!” 
 
    They continued talking, but both were being careful. Marsha didn’t know what was happening, but from the careful way James was talking she had better be careful. 
 
      
 
    Ten days later, a week plus a convoluted flight schedule—apparently some countries were putting in heavy restrictions as to who could, or couldn’t, travel into their countries—James got off a military flight at the Andrews Air Force base. 
 
    He felt weak, and he rolled his suitcase slowly. He had pulled his hair back, and he was given a ride by a senior airman. An hour after setting foot on American soil he was walking up the walk to his house. 
 
    “James!” Marsha dashed out of the house. She hadn’t even taken the time to put on shoes and her bare feet pattered on the walk. 
 
    James smiled tiredly and braced for impact. He was so weak now he had to brace for her hug. 
 
    Marsha wrapped her arms around him and her tears soaked into his jacket, and he realized that he was only an inch taller than her now. 
 
    And he wasn’t much thicker than her. 
 
    Marsha cried for a while, then walked him into the house. 
 
    At last, alone, and she demanded his story. 
 
    James told her about getting sick, what it felt like, and the stall the doctors had put on him. He even told her about the tour of WIV and what the Chinese translator had said to him. 
 
    Marsha listened, and at the end she said, “There’s something weird going on here, too.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “There’s talk of a new Covid. People are wearing masks again, there’s travel restrictions, businesses are closing, it’s the old Covid stuff all over again.” 
 
    James shook his head, and Marsha suddenly reached up and pulled his hair out. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “That’s not the only thing,” James mumbled. He was sitting opposite her on a couch, and he looked up through his long tresses.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My, uh…my penis has shrunk.” And he added, “Badly.” 
 
    “Your, what?” 
 
    Gulping, now suddenly more scared than he had been his whole time at Wuhan, he stood up and undid his pants. 
 
    He lowered his boxers. 
 
    His penis, hard as a pencil, and not much bigger, stuck out. 
 
    Marsha gasped. 
 
    “It shrunk, and it wasn’t hard for a month, but now it’s hard all the time.” 
 
    “Oh…what…what…” 
 
    She reached out and touched his little penis.  
 
    James jerked, and shivered. It might be small, but it still had the same number of nerves and nerve endings. A sexual shock ran through his body. 
 
    She held it in her hand and stared at it. It was so small. It was only an inch and a half long, and it looked more like her clitoris than a penis. 
 
    “What happened?” Her voice shook and her mental process was dazed. 
 
    “The sickness,” he said. The doctors don’t think it’s going to grow back.” 
 
    “And your balls! Where are they?” 
 
    “They got so small, and they seem to have retracted into the space, the place where they descended from when I grew up.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! James…James…” she looked up at him with horror in her eyes. “This is bad!” 
 
    “I know,” he burbled, suddenly losing control of his ability to speak. “I don’t…we can’t…there’s…” 
 
    Holding his penis in her hands, or rather her fingers, she leaned forward and fell against him. She began to cry. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. I’m sorry.” 
 
     
 
    The first days home were a trial for James and Marsha. They couldn’t look at each other without thinking about his lost manhood. At odd times they would cry, just stop what they were doing and sob. 
 
    James tried making phone calls. He called his bosses in the State Department. He asked for answers, demanded answers, but the state department was, as usual, saying nothing. 
 
    He called doctors and hospitals endlessly, but none of them offered any hope, or even any knowledge of what had happened to him. 
 
    James didn’t mind when they went silent when he was on the inside, but now, on the outside of the governmental process, he felt the frustration that a normal citizen feels when they try to get the government to do anything, to answer for anything, to even have the slightest polite response to a question. 
 
    He stopped making phone calls when one of the secretaries whispered to him that his boss was sick, that he had contacted a sexual problem. 
 
    The innuendo was an STD, but James knew better than that. His boss had a shrinking dick. 
 
    And there were hints in the newspapers. Again, everybody referred to the problem as an STD, but James, having gone through the sickness, knew better. 
 
    A month after he got home, thoroughly frustrated with his government, James walked out of the bedroom, and the next cruel blow came. 
 
    He was wearing a bathrobe, it dangled open a little, only tied at the waist to hide his shrinking weenie. Marsha looked at him and said, “I think you need a bra.” 
 
    James stopped and opened his robe. He had been trying to deny it. He had tried to lie to himself. But the fact was simple: he was growing breasts. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, looking down at himself. 
 
    Marsha had become dour. Her expression was sad but resigned. Her man was no longer a man. 
 
    “I’ll get you one.” 
 
    She walked past him, shuffled past him, and returned a minute later. She handed him a bra. 
 
    James took the bra, figured it out, and put it on. 
 
    His boobs were near as big as hers. At least, her bra fit him nicely. 
 
    He turned to look at himself in a window reflection. 
 
    His body was slender, and his ass was starting to swell, and his hair was so long that Marsha had considered styling it. 
 
    James had considered styling it himself, and he had done what he could with a hairbrush and water, but he needed help. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Sit down by the window here and I’ll brush your hair.” 
 
    James sat, and his eyes gleamed with tears hiding in the corners. 
 
    Marsha brushed his hair. Slicked a little water on it, then sprayed it. 
 
    Watching her in the foyer mirror, James was struck by how feminine he was starting to look. 
 
    She showed him how to turn the brush to make curls and flips, then she sprayed it with a bit of hair spray. 
 
    “All I need is the lipstick. Even my lips are changing.” 
 
    Everything was changing. His skin was softer, his ass was bigger. 
 
    He had tits. 
 
    His sense of smell was changing, and he didn’t even smell like a man. 
 
    His eyes were changing shape, becoming larger, more dewy. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” asked James. 
 
    Marsha had been brushing his hair, now she was leaning against him from the rear, holding him. Her breasts were pressed against his back. 
 
    James turned and…kissed her. 
 
    For the first time in a long time, they kissed. And there was excitement. 
 
    His dick was always hard, he had balls. He wasn’t producing as much testosterone, but he was producing a little. 
 
    And Marsha was simply starved for affection. She wanted to be held, to be loved, and in her mind she had come to the point where she didn’t care if her man was feminine, or if he was girly. 
 
    James placed his hand on her breast and she gulped and gasped and pressed against him harder. 
 
    “Oh, baby.” He sounded ludicrous, saying his endearment like a man yet looking like a woman. 
 
    She didn’t care. Now her hands were all over him, feeling his breasts, working at the fastening on his bra, grabbing his teeny weeny. 
 
    They stood together, and James realized he couldn’t carry her, like he used to. 
 
    That was okay. Arms around each other, their mouths pressed together, they made their way down the hallway to the bedroom. 
 
    It was hard to say who threw who, but they wound up on the bed. They struggled out of their clothes and were rapacious in their actions. 
 
    Marsha slid down to his groin and took his hard dick in her mouth. It was small, no trouble deep throating now, and she gobbled at the little thing. She sucked and pressed up against his nuts. They were in his body now, but he felt the pressure and groaned. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Cum!” she moaned. 
 
    He tried, but he couldn’t. It felt good, he was excited, but the trigger never clicked. He grunted, and she scooted up and tried to get him into her pussy. 
 
    He was too small. It stuck into her soft flesh, rippled against the lip of her pussy, but it didn’t penetrate. 
 
    Terribly frustrated, James did what he could do; he went down on her. He used his mouth, and she groaned as she felt his soft lips push across her pussy. They were plumper now, and they felt so different. 
 
    Then he used his fingers. He inserted two and hooked her G spot. 
 
    Marsha tilted her hips up and held his wrist. “More,” she muttered. 
 
    Three fingers, and he grew rougher. He jammed his fingers into her, and she felt his knuckles ripple over the rim of her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” She moaned. 
 
    After a minute she was close. She held to him, gasping, and the orgasm swept up over her. Her body locked up and her hips kept jerking forward. 
 
    James kept up his pressure, running his fingers in and out, and then she broke. She slammed her legs together and hunched forward. It was a violent cum, a great cum, and she sobbed with the intensity of it. 
 
    Then it was over. 
 
    She lay back and James took his fingers out of her. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she said. “Oh, God!” 
 
    They lay next to each other, held each other. 
 
    “You didn’t cum?” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “You can’t?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “That must be so frustrating.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    He stood up and walked over to the window. He parted the drapes and looked out, not caring that the world would see him for what he was. A man with boobs and no penis. 
 
    Almost a woman. 
 
    After a minute he turned to her. “We need to find out what happened.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    James had gone to several doctors, and several hospitals. He had been poked and prodded, thumped and listened to. And he had gotten nothing. 
 
    What he had found out, however, was that George Washington Hospital was the center of activity. When all the data was taken he invariably heard somebody say, or saw it written down, ‘take this data to GW. 
 
    GW being George Washington. 
 
    GW was a big hospital. It was modern having been built after 9/11. It handled some 75,000 patients a year. 
 
    And it had been designated as the major hospital for this new COVID-STD, as the news media was calling the new sickness. 
 
    Nobody was talking about shrunken dicks yet, but…GW was the place to go to find out about it. 
 
    James headed for the hospital on a Tuesday morning.  Weekend shootings were over, the hospital wasn’t crowded, and he was hoping he could something out. 
 
    He entered the hospital at seven o’clock. Shifts wold be changing, and hopefully things would be lax. 
 
    He stepped up to the entrance counter and asked to be seen. 
 
    “Your condition, sir?” 
 
    “I think I’ve got COVID-STD.” 
 
    The nurse didn’t look up. “What makes you think that?” 
 
    Without blinking, James said, “My penis has shrunk.” 
 
    James filled out a form, and prepared to sit down and wait. Instead, he was called almost immediately. 
 
    He walked up, handed in his clipboard, and was admitted to a small exam room. 
 
    The doctor came in, wearing a hazmat suit. He asked James questions, listened to his heart and his breathing, asked to see his penis. 
 
    James showed him. 
 
    More questions. 
 
    Then, amazingly, the doctor said, “We have some medication that has proven quite promising. Take it for a month and you’ll likely recover fully.” 
 
    James knew the doctor was lying through his teeth. Simply, James was used to high level negotiations. He had gone through many a debriefing, and been questioned often as to which politician was telling the truth. His opinion, as a person versed in the language used, was valued. And he had learned, through history after negotiations, when somebody was lying, and when they were telling the truth. 
 
    The doctor was lying. Blatantly. Without even blinking. 
 
    The doctor filled out the prescription form and handed it to James. “Take this to the pharmacy.” 
 
    James took the prescription, thanked the doctor, and had no option but to leave the exam room. 
 
    Walking towards the pharmacy, he wondered why all the lying. There could be several reasons, but…why? 
 
    At the pharmacy he collected his pills, then left the hospital. 
 
    Thirty pills, thirty days, and there didn’t seem to be anything special about the pills. 
 
    On a hunch, he dropped them off at a lab with a request for the contents. He didn’t even make it out the door before a technician called to him. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “These are sugar pills.” 
 
    James blinked. “Sugar? Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’d put them in my coffee. I’ll still run the analysis if you want, but…they’re sugar.” 
 
    James nodded. “Yes, please run the analysis. And…yes.” 
 
     
 
    “Sugar?” Marsha’s eyes were wide. “Why would they give you sugar pills and tell you you’re going to be returned to normal? How can sugar pills make your penis large again?” 
 
    “They can’t. And I’ve got to get into that hospital.” 
 
    At first Marsha wanted to be the one to infiltrate the hospital. After all, she was the real woman. 
 
    By this time, however, one couldn’t tell that James wasn’t a woman. And he knew more about what he was looking for than Marsha did. 
 
    So the next morning they got up an hour early and Marsha made him up as a woman. 
 
    It didn’t take much making up. 
 
    His body was already female, and so was his face. A little cleanse and primer, foundation and blush, and then the fine work of making up his eyes, and he was as female as anybody. Any woman, that is. 
 
    Marsha drove over to the staff entrance to the hospital and dropped him off. 
 
    “I’ll have the computer on. Send me anything and everything. And let me know if you’re caught.” 
 
    He looked at her. “If I’m caught what will you do?” 
 
    “Everything will go on the lap top, and I’ll head for the cabin upstate.” 
 
    James nodded. 
 
      
 
    He walked up the drive to the staff entrance. There was nobody there, security wise, and doctors and nurses were entering and leaving the building freely. 
 
    James slid in behind a group of nurses and followed them to a locker room. Inside the locker room he filched a card and a stethoscope. He was now named Diane Boswell, and he had a bunch of letters in front of his name.  
 
    Once in, he encountered almost no security. The hospital had the front door well guarded, but past that they were very lax. He wandered here and there. He tried to be logical, but it was a big place. 
 
    And he couldn’t find anything out. He just wandered around and avoided nurses and doctors and looked for some sort of clue, or reason. 
 
    Until he stepped onto an elevator. 
 
    Two doctors were in intense discussion. They were secretive, and one of them was holding a binder. On the binder was the legend, ‘Operation Shrink Wrap.’ 
 
    He managed to get a picture of the binder, all skewed and partially hidden by a forearm, and he sent it to Marsha. 
 
    Finally, after a day of wandering, he returned  home. 
 
     
 
    “What did you find out?” 
 
    “Operation Shrink Wrap. It’s taking up a whole floor, a top floor, and nobody is talking about it. 
 
    “You’ve got to get into records. They’ll have something.” 
 
    “I went there, they had nothing. Apparently Operation Shrink Wrap is hush hush, and they secure records at another location.” 
 
    Another location, but which one? That was the question. 
 
    With no way to find out James tried an end run. He went in to work.  
 
    He worked  at the Department of Diplomatic Security, at a small facility off Pennsylvania Ave. Not near the White House. 
 
    On this day he dressed as a male. He had to scrub off all make up, and he wore an especially tight brassiere. His hair was pulled back tightly and put under a cap. Then he went to work. 
 
    James presented his card and made his way through security easily. Which was surprising, as with the new COVID-STD he expected security around the world to be tightened to the max. 
 
    He headed upstairs and entered his office. He locked the door. 
 
    His office was a small, not much more than a phone booth, but he had a computer that was linked to the government network. 
 
    The problem was that he didn’t think that government was going to put Operation Shrink Wrap on the menu. 
 
    Still, there were ways. 
 
    He tried a few. He typed in search terms. He sent out a few feelers to people he knew. He got nowhere. 
 
    Sighing. Sitting back in his chair, he decided there was only one way to go about this. 
 
    He picked up his cell and tapped in a number. 
 
    George Sanchez. 
 
      
 
    George Sanchez was a hacker par excellence. He had hacked his way through all sort of security procedures, into all sorts of businesses, but when he broke into the Federal Reserve they caught him. 
 
    Not that he would have stolen anything. Not George. 
 
    George was put in the State Department and told to look for hackers. 
 
    It was a nothing gig for George, and he caught them by the handful. He especially caught Ukrainians. Which was odd because the US was backing the Ukraine. 
 
    He was surprised when he caught the phone call from the translator he had barely met. 
 
    “George. This is James, upstairs. We met at the Christmas party.” 
 
    George remembered. Nice guy, but a square. And George picked up on the nuance that James wasn’t using last names or department labels. Hmm. 
 
    “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “I’ve got a problem which might interest you. Could you spare one of your busy minutes and help a guy out?” 
 
    George could. George could spare a lot of minutes because it was getting very tiring to bust hackers. They were so simple. 
 
      
 
    George walked into James’ office. He was skinny, a geek, with thick glasses. 
 
    “Hi.” 
 
    James wasted no time. “There’s something called Operation Shrink Wrap. Apparently they’re pretty secret. Can you find it?” 
 
    “You want me to find it on your computer or mine?” 
 
    James thought about that. 
 
    “Somebody else’s.” 
 
    George smiled. “Give me ten.” He turned and left the room. 
 
    He didn’t go far, just three offices down. It was the office of one Henry Smith. Henry had been let go a month before, and his office was empty. Except for his computer. 
 
    George say down, cracked his knuckles, and went to work. 
 
    Seeing a hacker work is quite interesting. They type fast, enter commands that make no sense, and chuckle every once in a while. It’s almost like the movies, but faster. 
 
    Twenty minutes later George opened James’ door and stuck his head in. “Sending you a file. Print it, erase it, and hope nobody comes to see you.” 
 
    George closed the door. 
 
    James opened his email, printed a file right off the email platform, then erased the email. 
 
    He put the print out in a folder, stood up and headed for the door. And stopped. 
 
    A racket in the hall. Lots of feet moving past his door. 
 
    He waited until the stampede was past, then cracked the door. 
 
    A squad of what looked like SWAT, or HRT, were charging into the office of Henry Smith. 
 
    Uh oh. 
 
    James slipped out of his office and walked to the elevator. Then, not wanting to be caught in a box, he took the stairs. 
 
    He heard somebody yelling ‘Hey!’ Then he was taking the steps, three at a time, all the way to the ground floor. 
 
    He walked out the front door, right past all the security. The folder was tucked into the back of his belt and covered by his coat. 
 
    Zippity do dah. 
 
     
 
    James returned home to find Marsha perched in front of the TV. She looked up at James. “Big news. They’re talking about men turning into women. 
 
    James sat down and watched. 
 
      
 
    …government’s trying to track down patient zero. That would be the first person to contract this disease. 
 
      
 
    James turned pale. “That’s me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Of course. I toured the labs. They gave the disease to me.” 
 
    “By why?” 
 
    “Because they wanted to. I don’t know.” 
 
    “Should you go to the newspapers?” 
 
    “The mainstream media? We all know they’re just the Department of Propaganda.” 
 
    Marsha put her hands on his and asked, “What should we do?” 
 
    James said, “Read operation Shrink Wrap.” 
 
    His hands shaking, he lifted up the folder, then stopped. “But first we have to get out of here.” 
 
    “The cabin?” 
 
    “Not yet. Let’s get what we need packed.” 
 
    “But where do we go?” 
 
    “Johnny’s place.” 
 
    Johnny was Marsha’s brother, and he was out of town, and would be for a month. What was even better, he lived behind them. They could, if they were sneaky, simply carry their suitcases, whatever else they needed, through the back gate and into his house. 
 
    Marsha packed all her lingerie into a couple of shopping bags. James trotted them to Johnny’s house, then came back for more. 
 
    All female clothes, documents, a stash of bills, and they were done. 
 
    Now ensconced in Johnny’s house, James locked the back gate, threw dirt on it and rubbed it in to hide the fact that it had been opened in recent days, and headed inside.  
 
    He was just in time. He had no more closed the door than people looking like SWAT, or maybe HRT, crept through his back yard. He and Marsha peeked through curtains and watched as their home was breached and invaded. 
 
    James closed the curtains and they sat down, their backs to the wall, and breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    “They’ll eventually come here, but not for a few days.” 
 
    “I hope not. Shall we looked at the report you found?” 
 
    They sat at the dining room table and began perusing the report, and in a matter of minutes they were stunned out of their gourds. They had never imagined…they had never thought… 
 
      
 
    Marsha cooked dinner. It was simple, hot dogs and beans, and not much. Neither felt like eating. Not after what they had found out. 
 
    “What will we do?” 
 
    “Whatever we do…it has to be quick.” 
 
    Later that night, sleeping in Johnny’s bed, they held each other, and Marsha cried. 
 
      
 
    Man Turns into Woman! 
 
      
 
    That was the headline when they awoke the next day. It was accompanied by a picture of James. 
 
    James and Marsha ate cereal and listened as the news painted him as a fugitive responsible for knowingly bringing COVID-STD to America. 
 
    “How can they lie like that?” 
 
    James was more worldly in that respect. “First thing politicians do is always cover their ass. And knowing what we know…they’ve almost got to attack me. They undoubtedly know I have ‘Operation Shrink Wrap,’ and they want to shut me up before I can speak.” 
 
    “But that’s so unfair! It’s un-American!” 
 
    “America was sold out long ago.” 
 
    There wasn’t much that Marsha could say to that. 
 
    “However, on the bright side, they forgot one thing.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “They are showing pictures of me as a male. They don’t have any of me as a female, so all I have to do to avoid capture is be a female.” And James smiled. 
 
      
 
    Marsha really went to work on James now. His survival depended on how female he could be. 
 
    She didn’t just put make up on him, she taught him how to apply it, how to fix it, what kinds of make up…everything. 
 
    And James soaked it up. 
 
    Oddly, he liked it. He couldn’t be a male any more, so why not be a woman? 
 
    He learned which dresses worked, which wouldn't, how to coordinate outfits, what accouterments to wear with what outfit. 
 
    And, he learned how to walk in high heels. 
 
    He walked all through Johnny’s house. First in inch high heels, then two inch, then three inch. 
 
    He learned to walk on a line and let his fanny sway. 
 
    He learned how to put his foot down just right so he could make his heels click. 
 
    He learned how to cross his legs, how to get into cars, what hand motions he had to make, and a thousand other things. 
 
    It wasn’t just a matter of do a few things and everybody will think you’re female, it was a matter of learning to undo a lifetime of male-ism and create entirely new female habits. 
 
    And while they transformed him into a full time woman, they watched the activities in their own house. FBI agents. Teams of heavily armored military types. 
 
    The government really wanted him. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” he said, getting up from the computer. “I’m done.” 
 
    Marsha took the sheaf of papers and read them. It was his story, from being called on to translate, to discovering what Project Shrink Wrap was. 
 
    And after his story was a copy of Project Shrink Wrap. 
 
    Actually, copies. They had ten boxes, ten copies, an extra one to keep with them, and they hid the original story in Johnny’s attic. 
 
    “Do you think it will work?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Do you think we’ll be alive in a week?” 
 
    He looked at her and sighed. “Honestly, I don’t know.” 
 
    They stared at each other, then she said, “I want to have sex with you.” 
 
    He looked at her quizzically. It was obvious she wasn’t just talking about him doing her. 
 
    “I can fuck you.” 
 
    He tilted his head to the side. 
 
    “I have a strap on.” 
 
    “A strap on?” 
 
    “Is there an echo here?” 
 
    “You want to…to do me? With a strap on?” 
 
    “Why not. You’ve been giving me sex without complaint. Maybe this will work for you. Maybe I can show you how a woman makes love.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Look. We have a feast tonight. I got a couple of steaks out of the freezer. We’ll eat steaks and mashed potatoes, and maybe some ice cream, and we’ll drink some of Johnny’s good bourbon, and then…who knows. Maybe you’ll get lucky.” She smiled happily. 
 
    James considered. He was always a woman now, but there was always that bit of inner frustration tempering any happiness he had. 
 
    “What kind of bourbon is it?” 
 
    “Blanton's Gold Edition Bourbon Whiskey.” 
 
    “How much is that a bottle?” 
 
    “$350.” 
 
    “Fuck! But will you care if I mix it with Coke?” 
 
    “Honey, you can mix it with pig piss if you lay down and spread your legs for me.” 
 
    It was exactly the right thing to say, and they laughed, and then James went to get the bourbon out of Johnny’s cellar. Marsha went to the kitchen to start their celebratory meal. 
 
     
 
    What would you like your last meal on earth to be? That is a question people sometimes ask, and they talk about the convict who ordered Kentucky Fried Chicken.. 
 
    Johnny read the tasting notes for the bottle of Blanton’s. 
 
      
 
    ‘Strong vanilla on the nose with dried fruit, dark chocolate, honeyed notes and cereal. The palate is rich with caramel, charred oak and subtle peppery spice. The finish is lingering and pleasantly sweet.’ 
 
      
 
    Then he read a review: 
 
      
 
    ‘Very enjoyable. The vanilla aroma is obvious at the crack of the seal and the taste is one of a kind.’ 
 
      
 
    He smiled when he cracked the seal on the bottle, and he took a straight sip.  
 
    Fuck! It was good. It really did taste like vanilla, and it slid down his throat smooth and easy. Then it popped into his belly and said ‘hello.’ 
 
    “No Coke,” he decided. He brought the bottle up and poured a snifter for Marsha and brought the bottle up to the kitchen. 
 
    Marsha sipped, and her eyes lit up. “So that’s what the good stuff tastes like!” 
 
    They sat on the island counter and watched the steaks sizzle. After a while, the steaks nearly done, Marsha made instant mashed potatoes. Then they sat down and ate. 
 
    The steaks were perfect, and the grease poured over the potatoes and thick pats of butter were truly ambrosia of the Gods. 
 
    “Why don’t you get out the ice cream. I’ve got to get something.” 
 
    Johnny had several types of ice cream in the freezer, and James decided on vanilla with cookie dough. He dished up a couple of large bowls. 
 
    Marsha came back, and she was naked except for a bra and the strap on. 
 
    James looked down at her crotch and felt a momentary misgiving. 
 
    “That’s pretty damn big,” he whispered. 
 
    “And when I’m done with you you’ll be big,” she quipped. 
 
    Her irreverence relaxed him, made him chuckle. “Well, if you can take it, then so can I.” 
 
    “That’s the spirit.” 
 
    They sat at the kitchen table and ate ice cream and sipped heaping helpings of bourbon. They were close enough to kiss, and they did so. A lot. 
 
    Tomorrow was going to be the start of the end. Or something like that. 
 
    Today was their last chance to just be regular folks. 
 
    As regular as a guy with tits and a teeny weeny and a girl with a strap on could be. 
 
    Ice cream gone, a bit drunk because of the high class bourbon, they walked up the stairs to the bedroom. 
 
    “This is pretty sexy,” Marsha noted. “Now I know why guys like to have big, old swinging dicks between their legs.” 
 
    “And I’m a little excited by what you’re about to do to me.” 
 
    “You realize that after this I’ll be the man, and you’ll be the woman?” 
 
    James nodded. “But I don’t see any other course.” 
 
    They entered the bedroom, held each other, sipped bourbon, and were happy. 
 
    They were apart from COVID-STD, at least for a while, and from a world ruled by cruel and dishonest people. 
 
    “We’re about the same size now,” James observed. 
 
    “Height wise. Your boobs are bigger. I never thought I’d have a case of boob envy for my husband.” 
 
    “I never thought I’d have boobs.” 
 
    “Pretty cool, isn’t it?” 
 
    He nodded. “Now that I’m used to it, yeah. Pretty cool.” 
 
    They placed their glasses on the dresser and Marsha said, “Crawl up on the bed and show me your ass.” 
 
    “You’re so subtle,” he chuckled as he mounted the bed. 
 
    Marsha had a tube of lube on the little. table next to the bed. She squirted a big glob in her hand and rubbed it into James’ ass. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he said. 
 
    “Feels pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “This is liable to be fun.” 
 
    “I think we’re going to finally get you off.” 
 
    James was on all fours. His dress was up over his hips and he had lost his panties. 
 
    Marsha stared at his brown hole and inserted a finger. 
 
    James groaned and wiggled his ass. 
 
    “Take it easy, honey. Let me do the work. You just lay there and take it.” 
 
    He nodded. And gulped. 
 
    Marsha pushed lube into his ass and used two fingers to spread it around the rim. Then she slipped in three fingers and began opening James up. 
 
    At first James was tense. They had never played with his butthole, but he rapidly figured out how to relax. 
 
    “How you doing, honey?” 
 
    “Good,” he breathed. His head was hanging slightly and his back started to twitch and ripple. 
 
    “You’re doing good. Just keep relaxing.” 
 
    “Okay,” he gulped. 
 
    After a few minutes of making him feel good Marsha moved forward and touched the tip of her dildo to his asshole. 
 
    “Oh, God,” James muttered, then she slid it into him. 
 
    James eyes opened wide. He was stunned. He was filled. He felt good. 
 
    Marsha placed her hands on his hips and began to gently saw in and out. 
 
    James grunted, and moaned. 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    He nodded and mumbled, “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to angle the dick down. That’s going to rub your prostate, and it’ll help you come. Tell me if anything hurts.” 
 
    She moved in and manipulated his hips. The penis in his butt began to rub against his prostate, and it was heaven. 
 
    “I’ll give you an hour to stop,” he moaned. 
 
    Marsha laughed. 
 
    As the minutes passed she sped up her pace. She took her time, letting her body sway, but that dick was doing its business deep inside of James. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    He started to lower to his elbows, then went back to his hands. The penis was rubbing his prostate, and it was getting truly exciting. 
 
    “I’ve been reading up on this. You’re supposed to relax, not try to make it happen. You need to let it happen. 
 
    He nodded. His mind wasn’t thinking much now, but he understood what she was saying. 
 
    Marsha rammed him carefully, but with a growing confidence. The way James was responding was exactly how the internet had predicted. 
 
    Then, she didn’t expect it, James arched his back, tilted his hips, and…jerked. 
 
    Semen came out of his tiny dick. Not a lot, he didn’t have the big balls to produce that much semen, but enough. 
 
    “OH…GA-W-WD! OH…FUCK!” 
 
    Another dribble of semen. And another. 
 
    Marsha smiled. 
 
    James was in a haze of white heat, his groin exploding, and it was better than any cum he had ever had before. 
 
    “There you go, honey. Wishes come true.” 
 
    James collapsed on the bed and she slowly extracted the dildo from his ass. 
 
      
 
    They mailed ten boxes. Four to major news outlets. Four to major newspapers. Two to minor news outlets with a reputation for the truth. 
 
    Then they drove out of town. 
 
    They wanted to go to their cabin, but that wasn’t smart. 
 
    So they simply drove north, slept in camping areas, and treated the thing like a second honeymoon. 
 
    After a week there was no news. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    They were sitting in the car, eating sausage McGriddles, and reading newspapers. James was on the internet looking for news. 
 
    “They had to have gotten the packages.” 
 
    “They did. The government just managed to suppress the truth.” 
 
    “Once again.” 
 
    “Once again,” James agreed. 
 
    “So what now?” 
 
    “Now we try something else.” 
 
     
 
    James wrote a short story. In it he described what had happened to him. He described what it was like to be made into a woman against his will. 
 
    He talked about how COVID-STD was designed to work on just 2% of the population. Small enough so the efficiency of the disease could be hidden. Large enough so the population would be set on a slowly descending spiral downward. 
 
    And why? 
 
    The answer was China. 
 
    China wanted to rule the world, but they had to deal with their own population first. 
 
    They passed laws that couple could only have one baby each. 
 
    The problem was that Chinese couples all wanted nothing but boys. 
 
    If a child was revealed as female by X-ray during pregnancy, that child was often aborted. 
 
    Female children were abandoned. 
 
    The population of China tilted towards too many males. 
 
    Now China had a problem. Too few females.  
 
    They still wanted to conquer the world, but with their population crashing, they wouldn’t be able to sustain it. Within a couple of decades China would be old men and a few women. 
 
    Then came the war between Russia and the Ukraine. 
 
    China was being sucked in, and they knew they couldn’t compete with the world because, although they had enough males to waste in war, they didn’t have enough females to sustain the population. 
 
    The solution to this quandary was to release COVID-STD. 
 
    Except that once the United States found out they would nuke China into oblivion.  
 
    So China was caught, until the United States offered them a deal. Release COVID-STD, let the United States suffer their own population bomb. It would be slow, but insidious, a plot to rob the United States of healthy men. Then, when there weren’t enough wives in China, the United States would send them their surplus females. 
 
      
 
    That was the essence of Project Shrink Wrap. Turn enough men into women. Crash the male population, then send the surplus to China so they could beef up their population. 
 
    And when the populations achieved an evenness, the world would be at peace. 
 
    It wold be a new world order, but…world peace. 
 
      
 
    Would the government of the United States betray their people in such an insidious plot? 
 
    Would they change men into women in some bizarro plan for world peace? 
 
    Would they suppress the fact that millions of men, 2% of 350,000,000, were changing into women? 
 
    The very idea is ludicrous. 
 
    The plot is something that could only be hatched in the feverish mind of a writer. 
 
    It could never be true.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    James put the story into a box, along with his history and a copy of Project Shrink Wrap. He addressed it. 
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield 
 
    c/o Gropper Press 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Do you think she’ll believe it?” 
 
    James responded, “Writers are a bit crazy, they’ll believe anything. The real question is…will she publish it?” 
 
    “If she does, then that sort of proves she believes it.” 
 
    “And if she does…will her readers?” 
 
    “Okay,” said James. “This is our last chance. We’ll mail it tomorrow.” 
 
    They put the box on the table for transport to the post office, then they walked upstairs to make love. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Lonnie got off the bus in Ganville and looked around. 
 
    It was a dirty town. One stop sign. Five buildings. Ten houses. And a lot of fields. 
 
    Dry, dusty, dirty. 
 
    He sighed as the bus driver got his duffel bag out of the cargo compartment. The driver tossed the bag at his feet, didn’t say a word, got back on the bus and drove away. 
 
    It was the kind of town anybody would want to drive away from. 
 
    Lonnie picked up his bag. After six years in the military it wasn’t much. Twenty pounds of military clothes and boots. A few shirts and jeans, underwear. 
 
    And, of course, his dresses. 
 
    And make up. 
 
    Not that he’d have much use for that in this spot on the map. 
 
    In the military he use to get together with other crossdressers. They’d find a place to picnic. There were a few girls in Jacksonville that liked to party with people like him and his friends. 
 
    But the military was getting tight, time to get out before they found out and lowered the boom on him and his friends. 
 
    But here, in this dry, New Mexico town, there looked to be even less people like him than in North Carolina. 
 
    He sighed and put the strap over his shoulder and walked through town. 
 
    It was as he remembered it. 
 
    Ganville Diner. With an old time horse’s hitching post out front. A crack in the plate glass window that had been patched with duc tape. 
 
    The five and dime. Nobody called it a five and dime anymore. Now it was a corporation called Walgreen’s, or something like that. 
 
    The feed store. Busiest place in town. 
 
    A grocery store. 
 
    A dress shop. 
 
    A few of the houses ran small businesses out of them, but that was about it. A nowhere town in the middle of nowhere. Or New Mexico, which was the same as nowhere. 
 
    What the fuck was he going to do now? 
 
    He passed the last house in town and headed out along the country road. It was five miles, over the rolling hills, to where he was going, and not much chance of a ride. 
 
    Still, it was, to him, beautiful country. 
 
    Just a country where there was no work. 
 
    He walked, his military march covering the ground quickly and efficiently. 
 
    He shifted the duffel strap to his other shoulder, and heard the sound of a car. 
 
    He turned and put out a thumb. 
 
    The car was a new Japanese model. A Toyota Rav. Half shiny and half caked with dust. 
 
    He couldn’t see through the front window, it was tinted the way cars were these days, but the car oozed over to the side of the road just past him. 
 
    He jogged up to the driver’s side as the window rolled down. 
 
    The woman was the most beautiful women he had ever seen. So damned beautiful he couldn’t speak for a second. 
 
    Her hair was a rich auburn, wrapped in a scarf. She had perfect skin, no blemishes. Her nose was pert with a very slight point on the end, lots of character in that. Her lips were a red M shape. 
 
    He couldn’t tell what color her eyes were because of her sunglasses. 
 
    Then she tilted the glasses up and smiled at him, showed him white teeth and pale, blue eyes. Gunfighter eyes, he had heard them called. 
 
    “Hop in, cowboy.” 
 
    He nodded thanks and ran around to the passenger side. He climbed in, duffel on his lap, and buckled up. 
 
    She started up, watched the road, and he took advantage of the moment to study her form. 
 
    Lush. That was the word. She was wearing a dress made of good material, crisscrossed to show tanned mounds. Her waist was tight, and her legs went all the way to the foot pedals. She was driving in nylons and her high heels were laying sideways on the car carpet. 
 
    “You from around here? Haven’t seen you around here.” 
 
    “Grew up around here.” 
 
    “Ha,” she said cheerfully. “What you comin’ back here for?” 
 
    “Guess I got lost.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Good one.” 
 
    She drove fast, raising a rooster tail of dust on the country road. She waved at the mailman, who flapped a hand back. 
 
    Then she turned up a driveway. It was rutted, packed with gravel, and Lon opened his eyes. 
 
    “Hi Lon,” she said. “I recognized your picture.” 
 
    “Hi, uh…Mom.” 
 
    The house was up in a stand of tall trees. It was the most shade in the country, and there was an above ground pool half under the trees and half in the open. Lon knew it well because he had scraped the ground and set it up. 
 
    “You can call me Jen.” She glanced at him as she pulled the car up to the porch. “And I’m sorry about your father.” 
 
    Lon said nothing for a long moment, then, “I didn’t think anybody lived here.” 
 
    “I got no place else to go to. So…” she shrugged. Then she turned off the car, looked at him, and said, “Are you home to stay? I’ll leave if you want.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Lon answered honestly. “I didn’t know where I was going, so I chose here. I don’t know if I’ll be staying.” 
 
    She nodded, and they got out of the car. Lon looked at the old homestead. 
 
    It was an old style ranch house, six rooms, a big dining room and a big kitchen, and a big, screen enclosed patio next to the swimming pool. 
 
    The trees had been planted all around the house, and they needed to be watered regularly, which they were, until Lon had built a little irrigation system which watered them on automatic. 
 
    “Well, come on in.” 
 
    Jen led the way up the steps and onto the porch, also screened in. 
 
    Across the porch and into the house, and Lon was besieged by memories. Christmases and other holidays. Playing Monopoly with friends. Running out the door with baseball gear. 
 
    His mother holding him, telling him that she was going to be leaving permanently in a few months. Cancer. 
 
    His father crying late at night, usually in a beer, which was okay. A man delivered that dollop of pain could cry wherever he wanted to. 
 
    And now his father was gone, too. 
 
    He knew he had to get out of the Marines, and the death of his father was, sad to say, convenient. They had let him out early on compassionate grounds. 
 
    “You want a beer?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    She turned and looked at him, a saucy woman, maybe five or seven years older than him, a knowing look on her face. 
 
    “You hate beer, too?” 
 
    “Can’t stand it.” 
 
    “Whiskey?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She nodded, pursed her lips and seemed about to say something, then turned and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Lon watched her round hips sway. Damn. And his beanpole bonered up. 
 
    He adjusted his pants, suddenly aware that he was wearing panties, and followed Jen to the kitchen. 
 
    She knew how to make a drink. Not that there is that much to making a good drink. 
 
    She rattled ice cubes into a glass. Small cubes, almost shavings, out of the ice maker on a brand new refrigerator. She poured Buffalo Trace Whiskey over the ice, then looked at him. “You want to ruin it with Coke?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She popped a top and poured the dark liquid over the whiskey. 
 
    Lon took the whiskey and sipped it. 
 
    “Fu—“ He stopped, then, “Damn. That’s good.” 
 
    She smiled wryly, a glint in her pale eyes. “I believe you meant to say ‘Fuck, that’s good.” 
 
    Lon nodded. “Sorry.” 
 
    She just said, “I like an honest man.” 
 
    They went into the parlor, the big front room, and he sat down on the couch and sipped and looked out the big picture window. 
 
    She sat in the rocker and rocked, and watched him. 
 
    “You look like your father.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    It was sort of an awkward moment, but it didn’t last long. 
 
    “So, you want to sell this place?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She had no expression, but he knew she was disappointed. 
 
    “You don’t have to move. I suppose you’re in the big bedroom. You can stay there. I’m sort of used to sparse quarters.” 
 
    She made a moue, then: “Thank you.” 
 
    “I understand Dad left this place to me.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He sighed. He had no ulterior motives. He wasn’t that kind of guy. Living a secret half life in female clothes he didn’t actually like subterfuge. “You can stay as long as you like. I might stay, I might come and go…I don’t know. I don’t know what I want to do. But…me casa su casa.” 
 
    She nodded, didn’t say a word. 
 
    A few minutes later he excused himself. He went to the small bedroom next to the rear hallway. It was the smallest bedroom in the house, and he liked it. After his mother died he always slept there. It was small, cozy, warm on a cold night, and he could walk out the back door and into the sage brush, where he dressed like a woman and took long walks. 
 
    Until his father caught him. 
 
      
 
    Life was easy for the couple that wasn’t a couple.  
 
    They simply avoided each other. 
 
    Jen asked if he’d come to dinner a couple of times, but he refused. 
 
    He asked if he could borrow her car and run to town a couple of times. 
 
    He bought food that he liked and put it on the bottom shelf of the big fridge. He arrange her food carefully on the upper shelves. 
 
    She left him a half an apple pie one night, and there was a note on a six pack one time.  
 
      
 
    I know you aren’t partial to beer, 
 
    but feel free if you like. 
 
      
 
    He noticed that she bought Pepsi, and he bought an extra six pack for her and put it on the upper shelves. 
 
    Sometimes they talked briefly. 
 
    She had an internet business. Sometimes she would travel for a couple of days and bring back all sorts of items from yard sales. She made a good living by selling these items on the net. 
 
    He had nothing. 
 
    Except a lot of money from his father and the property. 
 
      
 
    One night she said: There’s a lot of stuff in the barn. Your father didn’t want to get rid of it. Sentimental stuff. If you aren’t sentimental I can use it.” 
 
    “To sell on the internet?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Let me glance through.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’m cooking steaks tonight. On the outside grill. Would you like to join me?” 
 
    For a second it looked like she was going to say no, then she gave a sharp jerk of her head. “I’d like that.” 
 
    He wondered: is she lonely? Does she want to get to know me better? Have I obligated her somehow? 
 
    But she gave no clue, and he took a couple of steaks out of the freezer and thawed them. 
 
     
 
    The dinner was delicious. Lon knew how to burn a steak, and Jen mixed rum and Coke for the drinks. 
 
    Rum has a special flavor to it, and the glow is more like marijuana than bourbon. 
 
    “Damn!” he said, “This is unique.” 
 
    “It’ll fu—pardon me. It’ll mess with your head.” 
 
    He laughed. “I believe you meant it will fuck with your head.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully. “Hoist on my own petard.” 
 
    “What the fuck is a petard?” 
 
    “Fuck if I know.” 
 
    They laughed, and were aware that ice had been broken. 
 
      
 
    He saved a couple of photo albums out of the stuff in the barn, and Jen sold most of the rest. Made a good profit. Was quite happy. 
 
    “You want half the money?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    She knew he had money his father had left him. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Lon?” she tapped on his bedroom door one morning. 
 
    “Yo?” He was naked and rubbing one off. He froze. Had she heard him? 
 
    “I’d like to fill the pool. It’s getting to be warm weather.” 
 
    “Sure. You need any help?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    She left. 
 
    He went back to beating his meat, but now he was thinking of her. 
 
    She was a nice person with a great body. She had a beautiful face, a happy face, and the more he talked to her, the more he had to do with her, the more he liked it. 
 
      
 
    It was easy to fill the pool. Before he had gone into the Marines Lon had talked his father into buying an air well. An air well, basically, was a huge dehumidifier. It took moisture right out of the air. It had cost five grand (and was 20 grand currently), but they never had to worry about running out of water. 
 
    500 gallons a day. They used about 200 a day for this and that. By then Lon’s father had stopped raising horses, so  they had lots of extra water in the big tank up the hill. 
 
    The pool required 15,000 gallons to fill. They put 500 gallons a day into it, depleting the big tank a little, so it took a month to fill. After that it only required a few gallons a day, even in the hot months, and they were glad. 
 
    When the New Mexico sun burned down he was cool. And he spent hours a day in the pool. One night he had even fallen asleep on a rubber raft. 
 
     
 
    As the pool filled Lon would frequently just lay in the water under the sun and trees. Sometimes he read a book. He usually had a small radio going next to the pool. 
 
    Jen joined him. They lay on their rafts, sometimes drifted into each other, sometimes one would go get the whiskey, sometimes the other. 
 
    It was a nice relationship, though Lon had to hide his boner sometimes. 
 
    But a boner was better than not a boner. He liked being horny. He liked dreaming of Jen. But…he didn’t think she had any feelings for him. 
 
    She was older by five years. She was a mature woman who smiled at him like he was young. Too young for her. 
 
      
 
    Fact: he was, because he liked to crossdress, too shy. 
 
    No girl would like him if she knew. 
 
    His was doomed to be a lonely life. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Lon?” 
 
    The sun was bright overhead, summer had set in and the pool was a Godsend. 
 
    “Yeah?” he turned his head and glanced at her. 
 
    She was holding a six pack of Coke and a bottle of whiskey. “I figured you needed a little softening up.” 
 
    He raised his head now, and lifted his sunglasses. “Softening up?” 
 
    “If you’re ever going to tell me about those dresses in your room.” 
 
    Lon turned eighteen shades of red. He thought about jumping out of the pool and running for it. But he was frozen. 
 
    “I…I…” he blubbered. 
 
    “I was coming in from the barn and walked past your door. It was open and I could see that you left the closet open, too. I saw the dresses hanging there.” 
 
    But Lon knew that wasn’t all of it. She would have to be pretty intent to catch a glimpse of his female clothes while walking past an open door. What she said next apprised him that he was right. 
 
    “Besides, your father said he kicked you out for wearing dresses.” 
 
    It was the heat of summer, but he felt like he was in a snowstorm. He shivered. He trembled. 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t do that…anymore.” 
 
    “You don’t? That’s too bad. You have all those pretty dresses. Did you know your father and I had long talks about you?” 
 
    Lon said nothing. 
 
    “He was sorry he kicked you out. Is that why you joined the Marines?” 
 
    He finally managed to say something. “I thought they would make a man out of me.” 
 
    Jen smiled. She walked across the pool with a drink and handed it to him. Their fingers touched, slithered off each other, and she said, “You can’t make a man out of a girly man.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    She said nothing for a moment, then: “It’s okay if you wear girl clothes around here. I won’t think anything of it. I’m fine with it.” 
 
    She mixed herself a drink. “God, this is good. I could live off this shit. I could be a drunk, and pretty darned happy, if it was always bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He drank, and wondered what to say. 
 
    But she was sly in giving him drinks. She knew he needed to relax if he was going to ever talk to her. 
 
    “Have you ever tried make up?” 
 
    He mumbled something, she couldn’t tell what. 
 
    “Your skin is so nice, you wouldn’t need much.” 
 
    He said something again, but his voice was so low, and he was so mortified, that she still couldn’t make out what he was saying. 
 
    Just pluck your eyebrows, let your hair grow long, you’d make a fine girl. 
 
    She finally managed to understand what he was saying. “I put on lipstick.” 
 
    She nodded as if she had understood what he was saying the whole time. “Yes. Lipstick would work on you. You have such wonderful, kissable lips. You should let me put some plumper on your lips. They’d have more body, and it would really be beautiful.” 
 
    She mixed him another drink. He was drinking fast. Then she said, “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    He lay on the raft, floating, his mind totally panicked and his body totally frozen. What must she think of him? How could he live with her knowing his secret? 
 
    The girls that had hung with his group of friends at Camp Lejeune, they all knew, but it was different, because he didn’t really know any of them. 
 
    But Jen knew him. What must she think? 
 
    She returned. She climbed into the pool and waded towards him. 
 
    She stopped. He was laying down on the raft and she towered over him. It made him feel vulnerable. 
 
    She held up a tube of clear liquid. “This is plumper.” She unscrewed the applicator and made sure there was lots of liquid dripped from the tiny brush. “It’s made of things like cayenne pepper.” She held his mouth, her fingers on his cheeks, and put the applicator to his lips. “It’ll sting, but your lips will swell up for a few days. It will make your face more feminine. You’re going to love it.” 
 
    He felt like his hair was all standing on end. The thin brush slicked over his lips, and he felt an instant burn. 
 
    She put on a couple of coats, looking at his lips and not him. He, unable to see his lips, was focused on her. 
 
    She was holding him, he could feel her breasts, her red lips were so close and he wished he could kiss them. 
 
    “There,” she screwed the applicator back together and smiled at him. “Give it ten minutes, maybe fifteen, and I’ll take a picture. You’ll love it.” 
 
    He lay in the pool, staring upwards, wondering what had just happened. 
 
    She climbed out of the pool and said, “I’m going to make you another drink. And, don’t bother turning over.” 
 
    He knew she was talking about his boner. 
 
    His face turned towards her. She was looking at him, happy, and she giggled. 
 
    He lay in the water, his penis sticking up, raising his swim suit. His lips felt like he had been sucking on jalapeño peppers, and they were feeling a bit numb. But he also knew they were swelling up. 
 
    A couple of days? 
 
    She came back into the pool and gave him another drink. This one with a straw so he wouldn’t mess with his lips. 
 
    “They’re getting big. I’ll get my cell phone.” 
 
    She was back in another minute. She held the phone above his face and tapped the back. 
 
    Click. 
 
    She showed him the picture. His lips were like Angelina Jolie’s. Big and fat. Curved and sexy. Plump like a woman’s. 
 
    “Nice,” she whispered. “I’m going to go get some lipstick.” 
 
    He lay and waited, his mind running riot. Lipstick. He had tried that before. It actually stuck on his lips pretty good. And he loved the taste, and the feel, and the idea of having bright, red lips. 
 
    She splashed out of the pool, splashed back in, and came to him again. She unscrewed another applicator. “I didn’t have any lipstick, but I do have lipstain. I don’t think you’re going to want to go to town for the next week. Tell me if you want something and I’ll pick it up.” 
 
    She held his face again, squeezed his cheeks with her fingers and applied the red liquid. 
 
    It was thinner than lipstick, and it felt different. It didn’t feel as sexy, but he had the feeling his lips were now color fast. 
 
    She concentrated, her eyebrows coming together for a moment while she painted his lips. Then she smiled and screwed the applicator back in. 
 
    “There you go. Beautiful, red, girly lips. I’ll bet you wish you had somebody to kiss right about now. Yes?” 
 
    He looked at her. He felt his lips. He wanted to kiss her. She was so close, and she appeared willing, but when he started to move his body up she placed a hand on his chest.  
 
    “Maybe some other time.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whispered. 
 
    She went and made him another drink. 
 
    Now Lon was feeling the drink. He wasn’t drunk, but he was a little spinny, and he felt very happy. And nervous. But happy. 
 
    He hadn’t worn a dress since he had gotten out of the Marines. He hadn’t been with a woman since before he had gotten out of the Marines. Now he was red-lipped, and with a big boner.  
 
    He was happy. 
 
    Jen said, “Do you have underwear? Or should I say lingerie?” 
 
    He nodded. “It’s in my duffel bag. Under my bed.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’m going to lay out an outfit for you, for after you’re done swimming. I’ll put it on your bed. I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 
    And, two minutes later, she was back, and smiling. 
 
    “I can’t wait to see you in full dress. Your body is so perfect for this.” 
 
    He smiled, be it very nervously. 
 
    This was happening so fast, and he was actually feeling a little bit scared. 
 
    She brought him another drink. “You’re going to be so beautiful.” 
 
    An hour later he was drunk. Not puke silly drunk, but happy and with his inhibitions removed. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Let’s get you dressed.” 
 
    Jen helped him out of the pool and led him up to the porch. She had a towel there and she proceeded to dry him off. 
 
    “Take off your swim suit, honey.” 
 
    He did, and he giggled. His dick had snapped to attention. 
 
    “Wow,” she said, stroking him lightly. “This is going to make somebody very happy.” 
 
    He wanted it to make her happy, but she was not into that. 
 
    Still, what she was into was very exciting. 
 
    She toweled his package off, took her time, watched his face as she dried his testicles and dick. 
 
    He grunted, and was close. 
 
    Before he could cum, however, she grabbed his dick and led him through the house. 
 
    Inside his room he looked at the lingerie she had picked out for him. 
 
    Panties and a bra. Garter and nylons. And the blue dress. 
 
    He pulled the panties on, and his penis stuck out obscenely. She just laughed, tried to put it back into the panties, then gave up. He was bonered up for the day. 
 
    He put on the garter and rolled the stockings up. He felt incredibly sexy and couldn’t stop giggling and looking at Jen. 
 
    Jen couldn’t seem to stop looking at him. 
 
    Jen helped him put glue on the falsies and pressed them onto his chest. Normally he didn’t use glue, but he was no longer in the Marines so he didn’t have to worry about having tits stuck to his chest. Then he put on the bra. 
 
    She helped him into a black dress. It was tight and it made his chest stick out. It was just long enough to expose the tops of his nylons. Or perhaps they were short enough. 
 
    He finished dressing and stared at Jen. 
 
    She stared right back, a happy smile on her face. “Perfect. Except…I have a wig. You want to try it on?” 
 
    He nodded. Man, did he want to try on a wig. He hadn’t had long hair since before he went into the marines. He wanted to see what he looked like when he was back in high school. 
 
    “You put on your high heels and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    He sat on the bed and slipped on the high heels. He legs felt so smooth with the nylon on, and so sexy. He was feeling his calves, and enjoying his stiff erection, when Jen came back into the room. 
 
    She sat him on the bed and faced him. She put a skull cap over his hair, then fixed her wig to the skull cap with a piece of tape. 
 
    He was blonde now, with hair down to his shoulder. 
 
    “Damn,” she said. “You look like Anna Nicole Smith.” 
 
    He stood up and looked into the bathroom mirror. 
 
    He did. He had a slender but stacked body, probably better than the classic 36 by 24 by 36. His face was a little tanned, but more make up would fix that. And his lips were the pièce de résistance. They were full, curvy, and looked like they were ready to be kissed. 
 
    Jen stood next to him and admired him. “God, are you beautiful.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he whispered. His voice was a little shaky. 
 
    “I want you to dress like this all the time.” 
 
    He nodded, feeling like his heart was swelling up. 
 
    “I’ll show you about make up, we’ll paint your nails, we’ll do everything.” 
 
    He turned to her, and the want was in his eyes. “Everything?” 
 
    The smile went off her face. It was replaced by a gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “Not yet, honey. There’s other stuff we need to do.” 
 
    His penis was like a rod, throbbing out of control. 
 
    She was standing face to face with him now, and his penis put a big bump in the dress. She reached down and placed her hand over him. 
 
    He gasped, couldn't breath, and felt faint. 
 
    “Not yet. We need to grow your hair, and…and we need to do other things. Then, maybe…if I end up falling in love with you…maybe then. 
 
    He gulped. He wanted to kiss her, to put her on the bed. To kiss her pussy and tits and make her cum. 
 
    But he knew better. A woman like this…a woman who could treat him like this…he had to be careful, he had to be deserving. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    Jen placed her hand on his cheek, she touched her lips gently to his. 
 
    “We’ll see.” 
 
    They stood like that for a long minute, then she whispered. “You’ve told me about yourself. You’ve shown me yourself. It’s only fair that you know what you’re getting into. Let me tell you what I need. 
 
    She moved closer to him, placed her face against his cheek and whispered into his ear. She whispered softly and for a long time, and the more she whispered the more excited Lon became. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Lon wore pink panties, a pink bra, high heels, and that was all. 
 
    Except for red lipstick. 
 
    The very next morning after his discussion with Jen, he sauntered out to the barn. 
 
    Because they had once raised prize horses, the barn was sturdy. It wasn’t the biggest barn, but it had a cement floor. The only bad thing was, of course, the smell of old hay and horse shit. 
 
    No problem. 
 
    Lon grabbed a shovel and began cleaning the place out. 
 
    There were still a couple of items of furniture and a few boxes left. He put those in the hayloft. 
 
    He used up a week’s worth of water douching the floors. He used bleach and even scrubbed the walls. When he was done the barn was absolutely immaculate. And he had just started. 
 
      
 
    Done with the basic cleaning, Lon took an afternoon off and lazed in the pool. He was tired from his exertions and lay on his back in a bikini. 
 
    A yellow polka dot bikini, and Jen kept playing the song again and again. 
 
    And she mixed him drinks and floated him around the pool, her hand in his bikini bottoms. 
 
    “I used to spank your father,’ she said, which downright startled Lon. He couldn’t imagine anybody raising his hand, or her hand, to his gruff, old father. 
 
    “I spanked him and made him kiss my red toes. He loved it.” 
 
    “I don’t believe it.” 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she said, rubbing her thumb on the head of his dick. 
 
    Before he could cum, however, she made him another drink. She laughed as his hips jerked. And she pulled his bikini bottoms down so his prick stood straight up. 
 
      
 
    Stage two, he chose two stalls in the back and knocked out the separation wall. The stalls were originally 12 by 12, so the ‘double stall’ made a pretty good sized room.  
 
    He used the planks normally used for stalls and built the walls to the ceiling. Then he double walled it, he said for sound proofing. 
 
    When he showed Jen the final room and explained how thick and sound proof the walls were she chuckled. “As if anybody could hear you screaming way up here. 
 
    “Well, safe than sorry,” he grinned. “Are you really going to make me scream?” 
 
    She turned to him, reached her hand into his panties and stroked him. “What do you think?” 
 
    He sighed, and couldn’t think. He hadn’t cum for the longest time, and her teasing was driving him crazy. 
 
    She kissed him lightly, always lightly, and told him to report to the pool. 
 
    At the pool she did the usual. She floated him around on a raft and kept him supplied with Coke and bourbon. And she played with him. Always played with him. 
 
    When he was so horny he couldn’t stand it she took him into the house and gave him some Nair. 
 
    When he was baby butt bald she sat him down at her vanity table and went to work on his nails. 
 
    She sat in a chair opposite him and he put his feet between her legs on the edge of the chair. 
 
    She was in her bathing suit, a skimpy thing that didn’t hide her mountains, but rather emphasized them. He couldn’t stop staring at her breasts, and when she glanced up and saw him ogling she smiled. And licked her lips. And pursed them sexily towards him. 
 
    He shivered and she told him to hold still. 
 
    She pushed his cuticles back, then trimmed his toenails. Finally, she painted them a bright red. 
 
    It was a dream come true. All the times he had put on dresses and worn lingerie, he had wondered about nail polish. 
 
    He had wanted to put on nail polish in the Marines, but he was afraid. All he needed was some Gunny to catch him. That would be the end of it for him! 
 
    Then she spread his hands out on the table and prepped them. He stared, and had trouble breathing, as she glued long ovals to his fingers. As she made several downward strokes, leaving his nails a solid sheen of sexy red, he thought he might actually cum. 
 
    And lacquer to protect and make his nails thick. 
 
    When she was done, while they were drying, she leaned forward and her boobs actually fell out of her skimpy top. She kissed him, licked his lips, sucked his tongue, and stroked his penis. 
 
    Always stopping when he was just about ready to pop. 
 
      
 
    He painted the room black, and put a row of hooks along the back wall. Then he went into the tack room and went to work. 
 
    In the tack room was leather for reins, for repairing harness, for…making whips. 
 
    He had never made a whip, so he started out with what he thought was easy, a paddle. But with his now long, red fingernails he found it difficult.  
 
    He started with a ping pong paddle and covered it with leather. He stitched it together, then dunked it in a bucket of water. Then he applied a hair drier and dried the leather fast. It shrank, and form fitted the paddle. 
 
    He held his finished product up with a smile. It was beautiful. He turned and gave an experimental smack to his ass. 
 
    OW! 
 
    He looked at the paddle and wondered if maybe this was a little too much. 
 
    He showed it to Jen, and she grinned as she held it up and swished it through the air. 
 
    “Oh, this is better than good,” she said. “Bend over the end of the couch and I’ll give you a few smacks. 
 
    Lon actually felt a thread of fear, but he couldn’t stop himself. She had been promising him it would be so good, and now it was his chance to find out. 
 
    He put his feet on the floor and bent over the end of the couch. She got on the couch, on her knees, and held his head between his thighs. 
 
    “Hey!” His voice was slightly muffled. 
 
    She laughed and: WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Just three spanks, and he was howling. 
 
    Then she got off him, and he raised up and rubbed his red ass. 
 
    And she held him, and that was when he understood. 
 
    To be held, to be loved, to be comforted after such pain. It all made sense. 
 
    Life became a bright, wonderful thing, and he suddenly wanted more spanking. No matter how hard she spanked…he wanted her tender consolation afterwards. 
 
    Finally, when he had cried himself out, she kissed him and told him to get back to work. 
 
    If he had had any back off before, it was gone now. He made another paddle, this one with holes in it. That was a lot of work. Then he made one with studs on it. Man, that was going to leave some marks! 
 
    After the paddles he made a variety of whips. Short one, long ones, and even one big whip. He sure hoped Jen didn’t use that one on him. 
 
    He also made leather strips that could be buckled for his wrists and ankles. 
 
    He hung all the instruments for his torment on the hooks on the back wall. 
 
    One of the things that was left over from the pile of furniture was a dresser. Lon painted that black and moved it into a corner of the fungeon. He hooked up a small stereo system on the dresser, with small speakers in the top corners of the room. 
 
    Then came the tough part. 
 
    First, the easiest part of the tough part, he put up a St. Andrew’s cross. He leaned it against the remaining wall and bolted it to the cement floor. Drilling holes in cement isn’t always fun, but he got himself a masonry bit and kept the water running and drilled holes. When he was done that was a piece of furniture that wasn’t going to move. 
 
    Then, the hardest tough part, the bench. 
 
    The bench, sometimes called a horse, required bolts, it had to be put together so it wouldn’t come apart. In other words, it would have to be sturdy enough to withstand his struggles. And Jen had promised him he would be struggling. 
 
    The bench consisted of a wide plank that sagged in the center. It was supported by four legs. The four legs had platforms for knees and elbows, and he had to be pretty specific in his measurements. It had cross bars, and a platform at each end. 
 
    The platform at the back tilted his ass up and would let his package down down. Jen would have complete access to his…person. 
 
    The platform at the front was circular for his face. It could be tilted up or down, depending on what Jen wanted to do to him. 
 
    He took his time, making sure the wood was good, was trimmed, was  sanded and burnished and varnished. Then he fit some padding to the thing. His ass might be crying, but his hands and knees would be comfy. 
 
    He wondered if he could stand it. 
 
    Jen had told him what she would do to him, and it involved more than just paddling his ass. 
 
    Nothing dangerous, but the real trick was whether he could translate all that delicious pain into pleasure. 
 
    And he wondered why he was so amenable. 
 
    He had never been into torture, he didn’t like pain, but…it was a logical next step to his crossdressing. 
 
    To turn himself over to another person. To submit…that was what was pulling him. 
 
    He had been a Marine, and while some people thought that meant tough as nails, do or die, it really meant following orders. 
 
    Submitting to authority. 
 
    If he could follow the orders of a sergeant screaming at him to jump up and charge the enemy, then he could certainly follow the orders of a beautiful woman with a whip. 
 
    He could submit. 
 
    Right? 
 
    The though made him shiver, and wonder. 
 
    He finished the walls and put in a 75 watt light bulb. It was gloomy in the fungeon. Exactly what Jen had described to him a couple of weeks previously. 
 
      
 
    His hair was getting longer now, and while it wasn’t full female, it could be bobbed, or otherwise female styled. 
 
    So he walked around the house in panties and bra, with long, red nails. He wore a bikini when swimming, and he had never been hornier. 
 
    Jen was playing with him every day now. She would frequently wake him up with a hand job—not to completion—and play with him during the day. 
 
    He wanted to jack off. He wanted to squirt in the worst possible way, but…he didn’t. 
 
    He found that under the Marine discipline he had developed was a sexual discipline. 
 
      
 
    “Lon, we need to talk.” 
 
    They were eating dinner. Lon in his lingerie, Jen in a chemise with her bare boobs flashing under the thin material. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She freshened his drink and said, “Hormones or implants?” 
 
    He stopped moving, his glass almost to his lips. “Say what?” 
 
    “Your bras don’t fit, and if you really want to look like a woman there are two options. Or three.” 
 
    “And the options are…” 
 
    “One option is implants. We just give you a big set of titties. That is going to be so much better than those falsies you’re wearing. It’s going to feel natural, and you’re simply going to like it better.” 
 
    “Or?” 
 
    “Or we give you hormones. Your boobs won’t get so big, but they will be super natural. You’ll also go through puberty, and start experiencing life as a woman.” 
 
    He pursed his red lips in thought. He cross dressed. He wore a bit of make up. He was combing his hair in a feminine style. Was this really where he was heading? Was this really what he wanted? 
 
    “If you get implants we can make them as big as we want. You’ll have to wear a bit more make up, your skin and features won’t be as soft as you might like, but…your cock is going to remain exactly as it is.” 
 
    He knew what she meant. He was dripping a lot these days. And, what’s more, he was really dripping whenever she walked into the room. 
 
    He was being conditioned to respond to her, and he liked it. 
 
    “What happens with hormones?” 
 
    “Everything changes. There’s two types of hormones we’re going to mainly be concerned with. 
 
    “Testosterone is the male hormone. If we block that, and increase the estrogen, which is the female hormone, then your body will become more female. you’ll grow breasts, your skin will soften, your fat will redistribute, and you won’t have to worry about somebody recognizing you as a man. You’ll get real horny, with big fat erections for a month or so, then everything will start to shrink.” 
 
    He frowned. A shrinking dick? He wasn’t sure about that. 
 
    “If you leave your testosterone alone and just take estrogen you’ll change into a woman physically, but you’ll also retain your ability to get erect and cum.” 
 
    “Sounds like the best of both worlds. What’s the third option.” 
 
    “You get implants, you take estrogen, and think about taking a testosterone blocker. We do that in stages and you can see where everything is going, and, for the most part, you’ll be able to stop treatments and your body should return to normal.” 
 
    “For the most part.” 
 
    “That’s the theory,” she admitted. “People react to these treatments differently, so we are taking chances. You’re young and healthy, so the risk is small. Probably very small.” 
 
    His eyes were on her, but he wasn’t looking at her. He was thinking. He was a million miles away. 
 
    Himself, with tits. His body getting smaller, rearranging itself. 
 
    He had a picture of himself, fully changes, a female. Wearing clothes that really fit, driving a car and his hair in the wind, going dancing with…with… 
 
    “How are you going to be about all this?” he suddenly blurted. 
 
    She knew exactly what was going through his mind. 
 
    “The same way I was with your father. To be honest, the more you do, the further you go, the more I feel for you.” 
 
    “Do you think you’ll love me?” 
 
    She was very silent, then said, “I will be in as much love as people like us can be. I say that knowing how I felt about your father. I’m not a lesbian, I don’t love women. But I love men that are women. Seeing you transition, helping you become what you want, is filling up a space inside of myself. Yes, I’ll love you, but it’s so overwhelming that I don’t even know what that means.” 
 
    Now he sipped his whiskey. 
 
    Now he had a decision to make. 
 
    Though, in truth, he already suspected what his answer would be. 
 
      
 
    The fungeon was almost done. 
 
    Lon had a few bolts to tighten. He wanted to improve the electrical wiring a bit, but…it was pretty much done. 
 
    Jen locked him out. 
 
    She had him take a few boxes into the room, didn’t let him see what was in them, then locked him out. 
 
    He made a drink, wandered around the property for a couple of hours, and wondered what she was doing. 
 
    And what was in those boxes? 
 
    He listened at the door, but she sensed him and told him to go away. 
 
    He did, and drank some more, and wondered. 
 
    He had been home for several months now. The summer was almost over and the cold weather was about to set in. 
 
    Then he heard her call him. 
 
    “Hey, Lon!” 
 
    He went into the barn, managing not to run. He smiled, and she opened the door wide and invited him in. 
 
    “Said the spider to the fly,” and she giggled. 
 
    He was wearing his normal panties and bra. 
 
    She stood him up against the St. Andrew’s Cross and fastened leather straps around his wrists and ankles. His legs were spread and his balls hung down. His cock was poked straight out.” 
 
    She started with a light spanking, her bare hand, and it wasn’t more than a minute before he was moaning. Her hot flesh hurting his…in a loving way. 
 
    SMACK SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    His hips lurched forward. 
 
    She grabbed his buns and pulled them apart. 
 
    “What are you…OH!” 
 
    She pushed a butt plug into his anus and time stopped for young Lon. 
 
    He was filled. Full. And there seemed to be nothing else in the world but the sensation in his heinie. 
 
    Jen leaned against him, let him feel her full breasts on his back. “Have you thought about what we were talking about the other day?” 
 
    His mouth was open and he gulped. A bit of drool was coming out of the right corner of his mouth. 
 
    He shivered, then nodded his head. 
 
    She grabbed the end of the butt plug and lifted. 
 
    He groaned and went up on his tip toes.  
 
    “And what did you decide?” 
 
    “Everything,” he gasped. “Do everything to me.” 
 
    His answer thrilled Jen. She felt a line of sparks going up her center, and her pussy was suddenly so moist she was afraid she would drip. 
 
    He, of course, was already dripping. 
 
    “That, my dear, is cause for celebration. Let me spank you some more.” 
 
    “Unh…unh…” 
 
    “Go on. Ask me. Ask me to spank you.” 
 
    “Please…please spank me.” 
 
    Now she used the paddle. She used each of the paddles he had made, listening to the whistle, and determining how hard she could spank him. 
 
    She didn’t want to hurt him, or make it so bad he didn’t want it anymore, but she had to make sure she spanked him hard enough that it was worthwhile. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    He was crying, but under the pain was a delight, a sense of worthlessness that was better than anything he had ever felt before. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    His body was jerking uncontrollably. His muscles were tightening up, then loosening, and he couldn’t control his responses. 
 
    Suddenly she undid his buckles. 
 
    He started to collapse, but she held him up, turned him around. 
 
    She pushed him up against the St. Andrew’s Cross and rebuckled him. 
 
    He leaned, sobbed, and loved her with all his heart. 
 
    She ripped off his panties and his cock stood straight out. It was red and dripping and throbbing. 
 
    She smiled, and she leaned up against him. Her pussy was pressed against his cock. She could have tilted her hips and he would have gone right in. But she didn’t. She wanted him to feel the glorious frustration of feeling her pussy with his cock, while not being able to enter it. 
 
    She sucked on his nipples and he groaned. 
 
    Now the spanking was done; now the tease and denial was in full swing. 
 
    She kissed him, she stroked him. She ran a hand behind him and wiggled his butt plug. 
 
    “Look,” she exclaimed at one point. “You’re dripping!” 
 
    Pre-cum was flooding out of him. It was a constant stream of silvery fluid. Sometimes his cock bounced enough that the liquid was flicked off his cock. 
 
    She slithered down his body and sucked on him, drank his pre-cum, squeezed his balls. 
 
    She slithered up him, not letting him cum. 
 
    “Oh, baby…baby…” she cried out. “I love you so much!” 
 
    Finally, hours later, they were done. He had been erect so long that he was no longer erect. He was exhausted, yet there was one thing left to do. 
 
    Jen bent to his cock. She kissed it, and it hung slack. She placed a ring around his package, then put a tube over his penis. 
 
    It was a chastity tube. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Now you’re mine. Now you’re truly mine.” 
 
    She clicked a small padlock and secured the two pieces together. 
 
    He looked down, his hair in his eyes, licking his red lips. He was almost out of his mind with sheer, pure horniness. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “I’m yours.” 
 
    She released him, and he sobbed. She held him for a long time and it was all he could do just to hang on. 
 
    She helped him into the house and up to her bedroom. 
 
    They lay down and he hugged her and soaked her with his tears. 
 
    She just held him, brushed his hair, and said, “Now you’re mine, honey. Now you’re mine.” 
 
      
 
    Lon woke up the next day, and he felt wonderful. 
 
    He was horny, his dick hurt in the chastity cage, but it was okay. 
 
    Jen wasn’t in bed, she was in the kitchen, and he ran to the bathroom to relieve himself. 
 
    He staggered out of the bathroom and into the kitchen. As soon as he saw Jen he went to her and hugged her and began crying. 
 
    She smiled and kissed him and gave him a hearty breakfast. 
 
    “We’re going to get you implants today, and talk to the doc about hormones. 
 
    After breakfast they headed to the nearest big town. Ganville was too small, but thirty miles further on was a bigger town with a hospital, doctors, a fire station, even a police station. 
 
    Getting the implants proved to be incredibly easy. Lon thought they’d have to jump through hoops, but the doctor merely nodded, asked when, and when told right then, didn’t even blink. 
 
    Two hours later they were in the hospital, three hours later Lon walked out with large bosoms. 
 
    He was a slender man, but his chest was still wide enough to need big implants to look normal. He was given something called Chyna 2000s. They were named after a large woman wrestler, and they looked stupendous on his chest. He was glad Jen had brought an over-sized bra with them. 
 
    He had come to town wearing a flannel shirt, but the shirt wouldn’t fit over his big breasts, so he sat in the passenger seat in a tee shirt and marveled at his awesomeness. 
 
    The only fly in the ointment was the fact that his penis was trapped. It wiggled and thrust, but couldn’t get loose. It did drip a lot, though. 
 
    “I can’t wait to get you home,” Jen said, licking her lips. 
 
    They got home about five o’clock, and Jen took him right to the barn. 
 
    “Honey, we’re short on time. I need to fix dinner. Do you mind waiting for me?” 
 
    He was slightly confused, but he said okay. 
 
    Jen pulled an arrangement of rods. They were shaped like a triangle, and Lon sat down and twined his limbs through the triangle. In short order he was locked in, couldn’t move to get out. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    Jen laughed. She pushed him back and slid a pillow under his ass.  Then she put a plug in his ass. 
 
    Lon wiggled briefly, then gave up. He was awkward, uncomfortable, but the plug made up for it. 
 
    “Don’t go away,” she said, then she headed for the house. 
 
    A few minutes later she returned. She had a couple of drinks, and she held one to his lips and they sipped. 
 
    “How you doing?” 
 
    His ass was presented and the plug looked enormous. His dick was writhing in the chastity tube. 
 
    She reached out and touched his nipples. 
 
    He groaned. He was hornier than he had ever been. His sexual parts were totally stimulated, yet he could do nothing but suffer. 
 
    But it wasn’t really suffering so much as being overwhelmed by sexual feelings. 
 
    She went back in, then came out with a plate. There was a hamburger and beans on it. 
 
    “Let me feed you,” and she smushed the hamburger on his face. He managed to get some in his mouth, and it was good, but it was also messy.  
 
    She smeared beans on his face and he had to lick around his mouth to eat them. 
 
    “You’re cruel,” he said, but he wouldn’t have it any other way. 
 
    After dinner she decided to lambast him again. But this time using the horse. 
 
    She helped him out of the triangle and he stretched and groaned.  
 
    “All right, honey, time to relax. Lay down on the bench.” 
 
    Lon had been wondering what this was going to be like, and he lay on his belly on the thing. 
 
    Jen put straps around his wrists and ankles and he was firmly secured. His face was in the front ring, and his ass was sticking up in the air. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whispered, realizing how helpless he was. 
 
    Jen took down some short whips and laid them on the dresser. She examined them for length and heft, and then selected the one that was the easiest to work. 
 
    She stood to the side and began whirling the whip slowly in a circle. Shortly the tips were striking Lon’s ass. 
 
    His ass was sore from the night previous, however, so she began moving if over his body. 
 
    She went up his back, just a constant slap, slap, slap. Nothing violent today, she wanted this to last a long time. 
 
    Lon groaned. 
 
    She wiggled his butt plug. She gripped his chastity tube and lifted it up. 
 
    Lon tried to rise up, but he was fastened on the bench. 
 
    She went back down his back, slap, slap, slap, over his butt and down the backs of his legs. 
 
    Lon was moaning constantly now. It was that curious mix of hurt and feel good. 
 
    “Please,” he moaned, not sure what he was begging for. Did he want more? Or less? He didn’t really know. He just knew that he was having trouble thinking. His body was a fiery mass of sexual stimulation. 
 
    Jen stopped, put a band around his head and stuffed a small penis into his mouth. 
 
    “How’s that, my little cocksucker?” She whispered into his ear, then she kissed his ear and pulled out the butt plug. 
 
    Lon groaned. The sudden space in his ass…he wanted to be filled! 
 
    He was about to get his wish. 
 
    Jen went to the dresser and took out a strap on. The penis wasn’t really a penis, though, it was a curved, bulbous thing. 
 
    She put on the harness, then screwed the weird dick into the socket. She put his drink to his lips and let him have a long suck. 
 
    “Honey, this isn’t a dick, it’s something called a prostate massager. It’’ rub your prostate and you should be able to cum. Do you understand what I am saying here?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I’m saying that if you can manage to cum…this is your chance. You’re horny, you’re going to have your P spot rubbed, and if you just relax and let it happen, then you can cum. 
 
    “And if I can’t?” he garbled around the penis plug in his mouth. 
 
    “Then you have to wait for next time.” 
 
    “Will I ever fuck you?” he begged, totally in love, totally enthralled. 
 
    Jen shook her head. “Honey, I’m sorry. But, no.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shhh. Accept it. Learn to love it. This is the way I want you from now on, so give up and go with it. Okay?” 
 
    His eyes were puppy dog helpless, excited and frustrated at the same time. He nodded. 
 
    “Let me hear you, honey.” 
 
    “Please…fuck…me.” 
 
    “Of course I will,” and she slapped his sore ass. 
 
    Jen moved between his legs. She had a jar of lube and she scooped out a large glop of the stuff. 
 
    Lon moaning, she pushed her fingers into his ass.  
 
    Lon jerked forward, arched his back, and loved it. 
 
    All the times he had put on women’s clothes, this was what he wanted. This was what he needed. 
 
    Jen reamed him for a long while, smoothing the lube into him, making him slick and slippery. 
 
    It all felt so good. His considerations, any resistance, faded away. 
 
    He was ready for this. He needed this. 
 
    Jen moved the bulbous penis up to his hole and pushed in gently. 
 
    Lon gasped and tried to relax his ass, to make his legs go wider. 
 
    The prostate massager slipped into his depths and his eyes opened wide and he drooled. 
 
    He was penetrated. 
 
    This was what he wanted. 
 
    Jen moved in and out, tilting her hips so that massager would rub against Lon’s prostate. 
 
    Almost immediately Lon felt like he had to pee. 
 
    “Relax, Lon. Let it happen.” 
 
    Her plastic balls were against his now. 
 
    Her dick, the prostate massager, was all the way in, and it slithered back and forth across the little bump that was his prostate. 
 
    “I’m gonna pee! I’m gonna pee!” 
 
    “Pee, dammit. Let it out. Just relax and pee.” 
 
    He peed, except it wasn’t pee. It was semen, and it poured out in a long, silvery string. 
 
    He had a sort of an orgasm. Which is to say a hazy, golden feeling washed over him. It wasn’t a big bang, it was just…good. 
 
    He lay there, his penis leaking, and moaned. And moaned. And moaned. 
 
      
 
    Jen pulled slowly out of him. He grunted, tried to hold her cock in him, but it slithered out. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whined, desperate for more cock. 
 
    “That’s all honey. Except I have to get off.” 
 
    She pulled a chair up in front of the bench. She sat in it and scooted it up closer to him. finally he was face deep in her pussy. 
 
    “Eat me, honey. Get me close.” 
 
    He did. He couldn’t help himself. He ate her dick like it was ice cream. Suddenly she pulled the penis off and unbuckled her harness. Then Lon ate her pussy like it was chocolate cake. 
 
    When she was finally close, she pulled back. She picked up a big dildo and put it to her lips. Watching him, staring at him, she inserted the thing into her vagina. 
 
    Lon watched. He was exhausted from his own cum, but he stared in wonder as she began jacking her pussy with the big dildo. 
 
    After a few minutes she began to groan and grunt, then she began tilting her hips violently. She slammed her legs together and cried out. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck! Oh…fuck!” 
 
    Then she was done. 
 
    They held their positions for a long moment. 
 
    Lon couldn’t move because he was fastened down. She didn’t want to move. 
 
    But, all good things must come to an end, she sighed and pulled the big dick out of her pussy. She licked it and put it aside. 
 
    Then she got up and began unbuckling him. 
 
    Lon was totally out of it. He was aware of what was happening, but he was incapable of independent motion. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Time for bed.” 
 
    She helped him out of the horse and they headed for the house. Five minutes later they were laying in her bed. He was holding on to her, sobbing into her breasts. 
 
    “It’s okay, baby. Don’t worry. We can do this again and again. We can do this the rest of our lives. 
 
    The tears pouring down his cheeks and onto her chest, Lon was happy. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Alyce, Logan is cheating on you.” 
 
    Alyce looked at her friend, Jesse. Jesse was blonde with blue eyes, a pert nose, and a body. A real body. The kind that men lusted after. 
 
    Alyce felt her heart sink. Alyce had known something was wrong for a while now. She knew Logan was holding out on here, that he had done something. 
 
    But how do you get a swinging dick to admit to anything? 
 
    He was so proud of himself, he thought he was the cat’s meow. He had been so nice and even humble when they first started college. But leaving home, leaving his community of high school friends, he had changed. 
 
    He didn’t have to be home on time. He could drink when he wanted to. 
 
    And he could cheat. 
 
    Not that Alyce had any proof. Just a sneaking suspicion. 
 
    “Why do you say that?” Alyce asked her friend. 
 
    Alyce was  brunette. She had a thick, rich head of hair and red lips. She stared at Jesse. 
 
    Last month Jesse had said Logan had made a pass at her. She hadn’t believed her, but…she had become suspicious of Logan. 
 
    Jesse looked into her Coke. They were sitting in a pizza parlor, drinking Coke and ruining their figures with the cheese pies. 
 
    “Oh, heck. You’re not going to believe me. Again.” 
 
    “Try me.” 
 
    Jesse sighed. “I saw him talking to a girl at Tri Pi.” 
 
    Alyce half believed her friend right then. The Pi Pi Pi sorority was the raunchiest sorority house on campus. 
 
    “Talk isn’t fuck.” 
 
    “They went into the sorority house.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “And didn’t come out for two hours. I was helping Rhonda Lessings study, and I had a clear view of who went in and out.” 
 
    “That still doesn’t prove…” Alyce trailed off. 
 
    Tri Pi for two hours. That was a fucking indictment if ever there was one. 
 
    “What’s it going to take for me to convincer you?” 
 
    “I need to catch them in the act.” 
 
    Jesse nodded. “Then that’s what we’ll do. I’ll find out who the girl is,  and the next time he goes in I’ll call you.” 
 
    “And what? We just walk in and bust into their room?” 
 
    “Exactly. The worst that happens is you’re labeled a kook. People will laugh at you. Logan might dump you. But…if he is cheating…” 
 
    Alyce thought about it. She didn’t like the idea of going all ninja on her boyfriend, and he might really dump her. But, dammit, there was so much smoke there had to be fire. Jesse wasn’t the only one who told her that her boyfriend was cheating. Add to that the fact that sometimes he didn’t want to make love…what boy doesn’t want to make love? There had to be something seriously going on for him to refuse her charms. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    Alyce looked at her friend. “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll be tutoring Rhonda on Tuesday. If it happens I’ll give you a call.” 
 
    “I’ll be ready.” 
 
     
 
    Logan felt guilty. He had a girlfriend, and he loved her, but these other girls…they kept throwing themselves at him. What was a guy supposed to do? 
 
    What he was supposed to do was be strong. What he was supposed to do was tell any girl that came on to him that he was taken…no thanks. 
 
    He sighed. He had no willpower. 
 
    “Hey, Logan. How’s it hanging?” 
 
    Jimmy Reardon entered their room and tossed a bundle of books on his bed. 
 
    “I’m a slut,” admitted Logan. 
 
    “One of the lucky ones, eh?” 
 
    Logan snorted. 
 
    Jimmy sprawled in a the chair next to Logan’s desk. He reached into the small refrigerator under the desk and brought out two beers. He popped them, handed one to Logan, and said, “Come on, buddy. Tell pappa what’s going on.” 
 
    Logan took a big sip. Ah. Nectar of the Gods. And he decided to be totally forthcoming. 
 
    “I’ve got the greatest girlfriend in the world.” 
 
    “That could be good, and it could be bad.” 
 
    “It’s good. Believe me. But every girl on campus seems to think I’m ready to move on. In English they want me to help them study. In gym they want to take me out. In math they think that if they take me home and cuddle me it’ll get me through all my tests.” 
 
    “Oh, poor boy,” Jimmy snickered. 
 
    “No. I’m serious. I want to be true to my girl. She’s special. But these other girls are really coming after me.” 
 
    Jimmy leaned forward. “You need somebody to take your place. To be your proxy, to handle the deluge of horny babes for you.” 
 
    Logan chuckled. “If only.” 
 
    “No. I’m not kidding. You don’t want to be a horn dog, but I do. We’re pretty similar in build and appearance. We’ve both got killer personalities…why don’t you let me take on your next girl. You don’t want her, I do. When is your next, uh—let’s call it a complication.” 
 
    “Complication. Hunh! I like that. And what do we tell these girls? I’ve got a tutoring situation in Tri Pi on Tuesday. You’re just supposed to show up and say ‘I’m roto rooter, here to tutor.”               
 
    “Aw, hell. You know I’ll be smooth. I’ll tell her you were feeling under the weather, and then I’ll turn on the charm. Maybe she’ll go for it, maybe she won’t, but it’s worth a try.” 
 
    Logan found himself thinking about it. He sipped some more suds. Jimmy was pretty slick, and he wasn’t one of these guys who would abuse a girl…he just wanted fun. So what if… “Okay.” 
 
    “All right!” 
 
    And the two boys high fived. 
 
      
 
    The next day was Tuesday, and Jimmy toted his math books over to Tri Pi. He mounted the steps and knocked on the door. He was wearing jeans and a school sweatshirt. From the rear he looked just like Logan. 
 
    Across the street Jesse sat up straight. 
 
    The girl she was tutoring asked, “Is something wrong?” 
 
    “No. Is that Logan over there?” 
 
    Rhonda turned and looked across the street. She caught a glimpse of Jimmy entering the Tri Pi sorority house. “Looks like him.” 
 
    Smiling, Jesse dialed her cell phone. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend. Come on down.” 
 
    On the other end of the line Alyce frowned, then hung up. She felt like crying. She pulled on her shoes and hurried out of her sorority house. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s Logan?” 
 
    “He wasn’t feeling well. It happened fast, probably food poisoning, but he sent me over. We’re in the same class in math, so he thought maybe I could help.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    Jimmy smiled, and he had a real charming smile. “I understand, sort of weird, and I’ll understand if you want to skip it. But we can study where everybody can see us, and I guarantee…Logan said you had a test…that I can help you ace it.” 
 
    Nancy studied the slender lad before her. She liked Logan, and her grades had gone up, and she wanted to continue with him. 
 
    Of course, he hadn’t tumbled to her advances, but she really did need help in math. “Okay,” she said. 
 
    They entered the sorority house. 
 
     
 
    For such a bad reputation the sorority house was pretty normal appearing. Most times. 
 
    There was a big downstairs where the girls could relax, watch a big screen, and hold parties. Across the living room was a dining room. It had a large table and a half a dozen girls were already crowded around it. 
 
    Nancy frowned, then said, “It’s pretty crowded. Let’s go upstairs, there’s a room we use for studying up there.” 
 
    Jimmy followed Nancy up the stairs, and he liked the way her round ass swayed. Damn, what was wrong with Logan? This was one good looking babe! 
 
    They reached the second floor landing and walked down to the study room. The study room had a picnic bench in it, and a bunch of girls were playing cards on it. Nancy decided she was going to have to receive tutoring in her room, and she led Jimmy to it. She opened the door and Jimmy, an innocent smile on his face, walked in. 
 
      
 
    Across the street Jesse waited for Alyce. She knew Alyce had to come from across campus, but she also knew they had plenty of time. 
 
    An hour passed, and Alyce pumped her bicycle down the walk and into the bike rack in front of the house. She climbed the stairs and Jesse met her. 
 
    “He’s been in there for an hour. Probably be another hour. Let’s go.” 
 
    Alyce and Jesse walked across the street. Their eyes were grim and focused and they marched up the stairs. 
 
    It was supper time in the Tri Pi house and there was nobody on the porch. They walked into the house and Jesse asked a passing girl, “Where’s Nancy Nagle’s room?” 
 
    “Upstairs. Second on the left. Her name is on the door.” 
 
    Alyce and Jesse marched up the stairs and stopped at the second door on the left. 
 
    ‘Nancy Nagle’ read the little plate on the front of the door. 
 
    Jesse grabbed the knob and looked at Alyce. Alyce nodded, and Jesse opened the door. 
 
      
 
    Nancy sat down at her desk and opened her books. Jimmy sat down in the chair at the corner of her desk. He was holding a proper distance, and a proper attitude. 
 
    Nancy showed him where she was in her work. 
 
    “Oh, no problem. This is easy to understand.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Sure. Now congruent angles will always be…” 
 
    Jimmy, truth be told, was a little better at math than Logan. 
 
    Shortly he had Nancy understanding the formulas, and the more she understood, the more friendly she was. 
 
    “I never knew it could be fun,” she sighed. 
 
    Jimmy sat back in victory. First stage, make them like you. 
 
    Nancy sat up straight and considered him. She was young, and she had youthful blood. 
 
    Jimmy could feel all that blood. 
 
    Then Nancy felt his lust, and she realized that she had given him the wrong signals. 
 
    She grabbed her chair by the seat and turned it, intending to become less available. 
 
    Jimmy stood up and took a step and grabbed her and kissed her. 
 
    At first Nancy panicked. Then she remembered the karate lessons she had taken. She hadn’t been very good, and she didn’t like the thought of violence, but Jimmy was forcing himself on her, and she raised her knee right into his apples. 
 
    Jimmy bent forward a little, his butt pooched back, and he grabbed his groin and groaned. 
 
    And Nancy kicked him in the knee. Jimmy’s foot went back, slipped on the floor, and he fell. 
 
    He pushed Nancy in falling and she sat down in her chair.  
 
    Then Jimmy’s face hit the chair. Hard. 
 
    Behind Jimmy the door opened and Alyce and Jesse stepped into the room. 
 
    Jimmy was on his knees with his face in Nancy’s pussy. He made a groaning sound. He was half out of it, and he started to push up with his hands. 
 
    Alyce, seeing the same sweatshirt and jeans that Logan wore, yelled, “Logan!” 
 
    Jesse took a step and planted a foot right between Jimmy’s legs. 
 
    Jimmy went forward and his forehead smacked into the edge of the chair Nancy was sitting in. He collapsed on the floor. He wasn’t totally out, but he was dazed and would be for the next five minutes. 
 
    Alyce started to cry and Jesse held her, moved her back out of the room. 
 
    Nancy looked up, “Who are you?” 
 
    Jesse turned to her and snapped. “That’s her boyfriend you’re fucking!” 
 
    Nancy was now in a bad position, and she said the only thing she could say to say her reputation. “He was trying to rape me!” 
 
    In the hallway girls were gathering, and they heard Nancy make her accusation. 
 
    They say that rumors spread faster than wildfires. The truth is that rumors spread a lot faster than wildfires. They spread as if by telepathy, and when Alyce and Jesse made their way down the stairs, girls were already making their way up, pushing past them, and ‘rape’ was on everybody’s lips. 
 
      
 
    The Tri Pi sorority house was a raunchy house. The women were wild, made their own rules, and they didn’t take kindly to rapers. They crowded at the door to Nancy’s room and glared at the prone Jimmy. 
 
    “He tried to rape Nancy!” 
 
    A raper! What are we going to do?” 
 
    And… “Let’s get him!” 
 
    The Tri Pi girls crowded into the room and grabbed Jimmy. They dragged him out into the hallway. 
 
    Jimmy was still out of it, and it didn’t help that when they dragged him out of the room his head had collided with the door frame. 
 
    “Tie him up!” 
 
    “What are we going to do to him?” 
 
    “What’s a good punishment for a raper?” 
 
    Some of the girls dragged the picnic table out of the study room and placed it in the center of the corridor.  
 
    Jimmy was lifted over the table, hung over it sideways, and girls produced stockings, some of them pulling them right off their legs, and they tied him to the picnic table. A nylon looped over his neck and held his face down on one side. Other nylons, and a scarf, fastened his thighs to the seat on the other side. 
 
    Jimmy stared at the floor, was trying to figure out what had happened, and one of the Tri Pi-ers yelled. “Take his clothes off!” 
 
    Jimmy yelled a gargle sort of ‘“Hey!” 
 
    “Don’t move, raper!” yelled one girl. Three other girls attacked his clothes with scissors. They snipped and snipped, and shortly he was shorn of his jeans and sweat shirt.  
 
    Jimmy had a dirty, little secret. Nobody knew it, but he liked to wear panties. He had worn panties that night, and now he was sorry. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “He’s a pervert!” 
 
    “He’s wearing panties!” 
 
    This fact seemed to drive the girls wild. They laughed, and some of them even cheered. They ripped his panties off and revealed his cock. And his cock had, courtesy of rough handling by sexy girls, become hard. 
 
    He lay across the picnic bench and the girls started grabbing at his manhood. Hands fondled his balls, roughly. Somebody stroked his weenie. 
 
    “He isn’t so big, is he!?” 
 
    “Slap those balls.” 
 
    Somebody did and he jerked and yelped. 
 
    “Look how hard he is!” 
 
    The girls quieted down a little and some started considering Jimmy in sober lights. 
 
    “Do you think he likes this?” 
 
    “He’s wearing panties, isn’t he? That makes him a pervert!” 
 
    One of the girls lifted his hair and pulled his head up. “Hey, pervert, do you like wearing girly clothes?” 
 
    Jimmy did. But he wasn’t about to admit it. 
 
    Still, the damage was done. 
 
    Jimmy lay there and a bottle of whiskey made its appearance. The girls sat around on the picnic bench. They put their hands on his ass, felt his dick, and discussed what they should do with the raper. 
 
    Jimmy, listening to the discussions, had two reaction. 
 
    One, his face turned red and tears welled in his eyes. 
 
    Two, his cock got harder. 
 
    And the night was just starting. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy was caught at about ten minutes after six. Most of the girls had been eating, and many of them decided they needed to finish their meals. 
 
    Not all the girls went back downstairs, but a lot of them did. About a half dozen girls were left sitting on the table and chatting. Jimmy was not pleased by the conversation. 
 
    “What are we going to do with the raper?” 
 
    “We castrated one at my last school.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. We auctioned off his testicles. They ended up being earrings.” 
 
    “Hey?” Jimmy blurted. 
 
    “Shut up, raper.” 
 
    “I didn’t try to rape anybody!” 
 
    “Says you, laying there without any clothes on.” 
 
    “Somebody else took my clothes off!” 
 
    “That’s what they all say,” and the girls all sniggered. 
 
    Downstairs Nancy was the center of attention. 
 
    “What was it like?” 
 
    “Did he get inside you?” 
 
    “Did he shoot his load in you?” 
 
    “Are you going to get pregnant?” 
 
    And one girl had the temerity to ask, “Did he really rape you?” 
 
    All the girls in the room glared at the offender, and that girl lowered her head and mumbled an apology. 
 
    The talk turned to what they were going to. do to Jimmy. 
 
    “I think we should call the cops.” 
 
    “Nah, they’ll just let him go.” 
 
    “We can’t keep him prisoner, can we?” 
 
    There was a bit of fervor in this last statement, and the girls began thinking about what would happen if they kept Jimmy prisoner. If, instead of turning him over to the authorities, they held their own trial, pronounced their own punishment, saw to justice being meted out as it should be. 
 
    As the discussion turned to matters of law and order and vigilante-ism, Nancy sat silently and thought about what had happened. 
 
    Now, in the calm after moments of her rape, she turned over the events that had happened. 
 
    She was fairly well convinced that Jimmy had tried to rape her. All the girls said so, so it had to be.  
 
    Of course he only kissed her, and he hadn’t been overwhelming. He didn’t try to hold her or do anything except kiss her, and then she had kneed him and the whole thing had gotten a little crazy. 
 
    But he hadn’t even gotten his weenie out. Which, (for some unfathomable reason) made her a little sad. 
 
    After all, the girls were carrying on about how he had used his penis to try to penetrate her, and they were getting lurid in their descriptions, then asking her if that was right, but…he didn’t even have his penis out. 
 
    She suddenly said, “He’s good in math.” 
 
    For a stark moment there was no talk. Every girl looked at her, but not in judgement. They just looked at her. 
 
    “Then they turned back to their discussion of crime and punishment.” 
 
    “I say if he takes it out we chop it off.” 
 
    Nancy blinked. 
 
    “We could stuff it and put it over the mantle.” 
 
    “Is he big enough for that?” 
 
    That caused a moment of group reflection. 
 
    One girl said, “He was wearing panties. Is that an extra charge of perversion? Or do we show mercy because he’s trying to be like us?” 
 
    That caused a lot of thought. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs the girls were talking to Jimmy. 
 
    “I just tried to kiss her. Look, I was just tutoring—“ 
 
    “You’re not the regular guy who tutors Nancy.” 
 
    “I know. My roommate wasn’t feeling well and we thought that maybe I could fill in.” 
 
    One of the girls was sitting on the bench next to him. She had a tube of lipstick in her pocket and she twisted the base one way, then the other. The pillar of lipstick went up, then down. Up, then down.  
 
    Jimmy: “Look. I’m one of you guys. I’m a student with a math major. This is all a misunderstanding. 
 
    The girl sitting next to him said, “You should shut your lying mouth.” 
 
    “But I’m not—OW!” 
 
    The girl had grabbed his hair and lifted. The nylon wrapped over his neck stopped the upward travel of his head and it hurt. 
 
    The girl then painted his lips red. “That should shut you up,” she murmured. 
 
    Jimmy’s boner got bigger. The way these girls were touching him, slapping his ass, fondling his pecker, he was just getting hornier and hornier. And this last incident, of the girl putting lipstick on him, was the living end. 
 
     
 
    Downstairs dinner was finishing up, and most of the girls were in an impromptu ‘round table,’ throwing out ideas of how to handle Jimmy. 
 
    “I think that whole frat house he belongs to should be shut down.,” said one girl. 
 
    “Nothing but a bunch of rapers!” agreed another. 
 
    “What is that frat house called?” 
 
    “Alpha Kappa Pi.” 
 
    Some of the girls were doing dishes now, and a couple of them wandered upstairs, where they went into hysterics  on seeing Jimmy’s red lipped mouth. 
 
    “Not funny,” yelled Jimmy. 
 
    Jimmy was fully aware of what was going on, and he was not happy. “Look! I’m going to have you all arrested for kidnapping and cruel and unusual punishment and just about everything else I can think of!” 
 
    That was something the girls didn’t want to hear. The president of the sorority, Julie Smith, snapped, “Somebody gag him.” 
 
    One of the girls, giggling, went into her room and came out with a penis gag. The other girls gathered around and examined the tool and made remarks. 
 
    “It’s not big enough.” 
 
    “What’s the strap for? Is it a strap on?” 
 
    The rest of the girls laughed and booed. 
 
    “It’s a penis gag,” stated the girl haughtily. “It really comes in handy on dates.” 
 
    Most of the girls nodded at that, and they decided to get their own gags. 
 
    Julie took the penis gag and put the band around Jimmy’s head, then popped the rude, little thing into his mouth. 
 
    “Mummphmmmum!” 
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
    “At last, a boy who makes sense!” 
 
      
 
    Across campus Alyce was crying. Jesse was walking with her, one arm around her shoulder as she tried to calm her girlfriend down. They were walking past Alpha Kappa Pi when a shadow came down the walkway. 
 
    “I can’t believe he cheated on me!” 
 
    “And they’re saying he raped that girl!” 
 
    Both girls were running waterworks at the cruelty of it all. 
 
    “Alyce?” 
 
    The girls froze and looked up the walkway to the frat house. 
 
    Logan stepped into the light. 
 
    “Logan!” 
 
    “Rape!” Jesse yelled, and she took off. She ran back towards the Tri Pi house. 
 
    “Alyce? What’s wrong with Jesse? What’s going on?” 
 
    Alyce stiffened her lips. “I know about you now. You’re a raper and you took advantage of that girl at Tri Pi!” 
 
    “Tri Pi? I haven’t even been over there!” 
 
    “You have so! You’re tutoring that Nancy girl!” 
 
    “I have not! Jimmy took my place tonight.” 
 
    It was dusk, getting dark, but Alyce could see the surprise on Logan’s face. She suddenly had a sinking feeling in her chest. 
 
    “Wait a minute. You aren’t tutoring over at Tri Pi?” 
 
    “I’m right here! I’ve been studying for the last two hours. I was just going out to get a slice of pizza.” 
 
    “But…then…who is the raper?” 
 
    “What raper?” 
 
    Alyce heaved a sigh. “Come on. Let’s go to the pizza parlor. I’ll tell you what happened and we can figure out what’s going on. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, Jesse was running on a straight line back across campus, and that straight line ended up at the Tri Pi sorority. 
 
    She ran up the walk, up the stairs, and burst into the front room. 
 
    The front room was filled with girls just starting back up the stairs to deal with Jimmy. 
 
    “Rapers!” screeched Jesse. 
 
    Girls crowded around her. Sympathetic hands patted her shoulders. 
 
    “More rapers?” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    Jesse blurted, “Over at Alpha Kappa Pi!” 
 
    “Oh, these evil boys!” 
 
    “Can’t they control their penises!” 
 
    Julie Smith heard the hub bub on the first floor and she came to the landing. “What’s going on down there?” 
 
    “The boys of Alpha Kappa Pi! They’re raping everybody! 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Julie turned to the girls down the hall. “More rapers!” she cried out. “Bring that table downstairs. We’re going to get to the bottom of this!” 
 
    Julie headed downstairs to where Jesse was blurting out her tale of incredible male cruelty. 
 
      
 
    The table was awkward. It had been taken off the quad by the Tri Pi girls, and it had been hell to get it upstairs where they could use it. And it was hell getting it downstairs, especially with Jimmy Reardon tied to it. 
 
    Still, get a dozen girls to work together, and anything is possible. 
 
    Well, almost anything. 
 
    The girls got the table over the bannister. They had ropes supporting it, and Jimmy was making mumbling sounds at the top of his plugged up voice. 
 
    The table was halfway down when the girls lost control. The ropes slipped from their hands and the table crashed onto the living room floor. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    Jimmy was hurting. His head had bent down against the nylons and suddenly he was choking and gasping. 
 
    But, since he was a raper, the girls didn’t care. They shoved the table over to the center of the room and sat on the benches and on the top and generally gathered around. 
 
    Jimmy was making sounds like, “Oh…fumph….oh…fumph!” 
 
    “Shut up, Mr. Man,” snarled one of the girls, and she slapped his ass. 
 
    Jimmy lurched under the heavy swat and yelped. 
 
    Which was so funny the other girls started spanking him. 
 
    Julie: “I call this meeting to order. Now who says the Alpha Kappa Pi boys are rapers?” 
 
    Nobody said a word. 
 
    Jesse, seeing Jimmy being hoisted over the bannister, had taken off. She didn’t want to be recognized. 
 
    Besides, now that her message was known, and repeated by the girls of Tri Pi, she thought maybe she should go home and take a shower. Wipe off some of that boy goo that she must have gotten splattered with when she was…and then she got confused. She had been yelling rape so much, so determined to let the world know about the evil Alpha Kappa Pi boys, that…she realized that she hadn’t been raped. 
 
    Well, wasn’t that a surprise! 
 
    But she still wanted to go home and take a shower, so she had left the Pi Pi Pi house and sauntered back to her own sorority house. 
 
    But having no victim, or witness, or anything else, mattered not to the Tri Pi-ers. After all. They had a raper in their living room, and that was all the proof they needed. 
 
     
 
    As Jesse made her way back to her sorority house the girls of Tri Pi were in high dudgeon. One of their numbers had been assaulted, their were reports of males run amuck and raping everything on campus, and they had Jimmy. 
 
    Jimmy lay on the picnic table. Having been dropped six feet and having his belly slapped by the hard boards of the picnic table, his insides were protesting. He didn’t feel well. His gut roiled and, suddenly, he felt his insides make protest. 
 
    PHHHHHHHHT! 
 
    “Oh, Funph!”he muttered behind the penis gag. 
 
    The girls perched next to him, and behind him looked at his ass. 
 
    “Did he just…” 
 
    “Was that a fart?” 
 
    “Oh, MY GOD!” 
 
    Girls could smell it now, and they leaped to their feet. Some of them staggered, overwhelmed by the smell. A couple of them fell to their hands and knees and…BLAH…BLAH! They upchucked their dinner on the living room rug. 
 
    Which smell was also gross, and more women ran from the room. 
 
    Julie Smith stood in the middle of the room and glared at Jimmy. She turned to her roommate and whispered something to her. 
 
    The roommate took off for the upstairs. She reached the second floor and ran down the hall to the room she and Julie shared. She opened the bottom drawer of Julie’s dresser and lifted out an object. Then she ran into the bathroom for another object. Then she ran back downstairs. 
 
    The girls of Tri Pi were getting over the gas attack. Some of them were still green, most of them held their noses, and Julie’s roommate rushed through them and handed Julie the two objects. 
 
    Jimmy was feeling better. A little gas expelled had made him right as rain. Acid rain, but still rain. He stopped feeling so good when Julie stepped up behind him and placed a hand on his ass. 
 
    “I can’t stand a raper! And I really can’t stand a stinky raper!” 
 
    One of the objects her roommate had retrieved was lubricant. Julie poured it on her hands and then pushed her fingers into Jimmy’s rear end. 
 
    Jimmy made a sound like a sheep belching. 
 
    More of Julie’s fingers went into him. 
 
    Jimmy’s eyes rolled up and he pushed back with his butt. Yes, there had been a moment of pain, but now it was all pleasure. 
 
    Julie slid four fingers into and out of Jimmy. She corkscrewed her fingers. She held his balls to keep him from moving. 
 
    He fucked back. This was a lot better than wearing panties. This was the real thing! 
 
    Julie took her fist out of his butt, picked up a big butt plug, and slammed it home. 
 
    Jimmy: “ERK!” His eyes were so wide one girl thought they might actually fall out. 
 
    Jimmy wiggled his ass, but the hand was gone. He still had something big inside him, but it wasn’t moving. It gave him a little pleasure, but it didn’t give him a lot of pleasure. 
 
    “That should handle that!” Julie slapped her hands up and down against each other. 
 
    The girls cheered and started coming back into the room. 
 
    “Geez,” said one beauty. “That was a real stinker.” 
 
    A lot of heads nodded. 
 
    Julie said, “Okay, girls. We’ve got a raper, and the Alpha Kappa Pi house is full of rapers, and it’s up to us to do something about it!” 
 
    More cheers. This was turning into a party. 
 
    “Who’s got a plan?” 
 
    Hands went up, voices shouted, and battle plans were put forth. 
 
    There wasn’t going to be a frat house of rapers on this campus! 
 
    Laying on the picnic table, plugged at both ends, Jimmy stared at the women who screamed and held up kitchen implements like they were weapons. 
 
    He wasn’t a raper, but he wasn’t going to be allowed to tell his tale. 
 
    No. the only thing that was going to happen was that Tri Pi was going to burn down Alpha Kappa Pi. 
 
    And it sounded like he was going to be on the spit!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Logan ordered a pizza for them. He had them put on pepperoni, sausage, bacon, pineapple, onions, and olives. Mmmm. 
 
    He also ordered a pitcher of beer. Double mmmm! 
 
    They headed for a booth in the back and slid onto the benches and faced each other. 
 
    “Now what’s all this about me being a raper?’ 
 
    “Alyce bit her lip. She had been so sure, but now he was here, right in front of her, smiling and pushing a beer mug towards her. 
 
    She took a glug. “Jesse said she saw you go into the Tri Pi sorority house.” 
 
    “Tonight?” 
 
    Alyce nodded. 
 
    “Nope. I don’t know who she saw, but it wasn’t me. I’ve been in there before, I tutor a girl in math, but I wasn’t there tonight.” 
 
    “Nancy?” 
 
    “Yes, but how did you know?” He was half finished with his beer and smacking his lips. 
 
    “That was the girl who got assaulted. Jesse and I went into Tri Pi and we were told that Nancy was in her room. We went upstairs and opened her door, and there you were.” 
 
    “There somebody was.” 
 
    “Yeah, somebody.” 
 
    “Wow. I heard that people have doubles, I think they call them dopplegangers, but I’ve never been one. Or seen one.” 
 
    “I have. He had on your jeans and sweat shirt and he liked eating out.” 
 
    “Eating out? Like pussy?” 
 
    Alyce nodded. 
 
    Logan grinned. “Sounds like me…” at the look on Alyce’s face he hurriedly added, “but it wasn’t.” 
 
    Alyce frowned and shook her head, then she smiled. “And I’m glad! When I thought you were a raper I was miserable. Now I’m all happy.” 
 
    Logan grinned. “Does this mean I might get lucky tonight?” 
 
    Alyce felt a growing heat in her groin. Logan was one handsome dude. And he had a long schlong, too. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I mean, if you aren’t a raper then all your juices are still cooped up within. You’re probably roiling and broiling and need to get a little.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. You have no idea. I haven’t even jacked off since this morning!” 
 
    “That long?” 
 
    “And I’m hurting. My balls are so blue you could put wings on them and call them bluebirds.” 
 
    They were into their second mugs now. The pizza arrived and they began munching as fast as they could. Logan was feeling like his balls were going to burst, and Alyce was so hot she thought steam was going to squirt out of her pussy. 
 
    “So you saw a raping. Was it exciting?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes! When I saw his face pushed into Nancy’s pussy I thought I was going to cum! I mean, he was a raper, but he was getting some!” 
 
    Cramming another slice into his maw Logan leaned forward and whispered. “Are you hot like I’m hot right now?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m hotter. She alternated between large bites of pizza and sucking on his fingers. And drinking another mug of beer. 
 
    “If you’re that hot you’d better drink more beer. You’d better quench the flames before you burst on fire!” 
 
    She giggled and followed his advice. 
 
      
 
    Across campus the girls were just getting started. 
 
    “Grab your weapons, girls! And tote that raper out onto the porch!” 
 
    Julie Smith was the general and the girls leaped to do her bidding. 
 
    “Hey!” yelled Jimmy when they turned the picnic table sideways and pushed it through the door. He was looking down and his head clunked on the jamb. His dick, it had never been this hard in his life, flopped over the edge of the picnic table. 
 
    Cheering, the girls righted the picnic table and let it drop. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    Jimmy’s neck bounced against the nylons again, and his dick started to drip. 
 
    A ’57 station wagon drove past on the street at that moment. It was four old ladies come to see their alma mater. They heard the ruckus on the porch and they looked to see what it was. 
 
    Jimmy was yelling “MOPHPPUMMPH!” as loud as he could, and he drew the old ladies’ attention. 
 
    “Nice to see the old place hasn’t changed,” said one of the old ladies. 
 
    The Tri Pi-ers carried the picnic table down to the lawn. More girls crowded out of the sorority house, and they were holding big, thick dildos. 
 
    They didn’t have machete’s, or baseball bats, but these big dildo’s would do for clubs. 
 
    Jimmy lay on the table, trying to catch his breath. Every time they dropped the table his stomach bounced on the planks, and he wasn’t feeling too good. His belly roiled within, and he felt a pressure deep, down in his gut. It almost felt like he had to fart again. But he was determined not to let that happen again. He didn’t want to be spanked again! Especially with that big butt plug in his heinie. 
 
    But the girls spanked him anyway. They whooped and circled the picnic table like Indians around a wagon train, and every time they passed Jimmy they slapped his ass. 
 
    Jimmy groaned, and tightened up his muscles. He didn’t know how much more of this he could stand. 
 
      
 
    Logan and Alyce finished their pizza. And another pitcher of beer. Now they were feeling no pain. They were gay and saucy and staggered out of the pizza parlor in each others arms. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re not a raper!” chortled Alyce. 
 
    “Me, too! Rapers are scum of the earth!” His words came out ‘shum of d-ert.” 
 
    “Scum of dirt,” Alyce laughed. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Hey. I didn’t be a raper…maybe we could go reward me with a little, you know…bing a bang a bing?” 
 
    “You shtuck the wordsh ri’ outa my mouf!” 
 
    They staggered down the street. They stopped at every alleyway and stepped into the gloom and attacked each others mouths. Their lips slipped and slapped on each other. Logan grabbed her tits and gave them good squeeze after good squeeze. Alyce did the same for his balls. 
 
    “Get a room!” yelled some wit from a passing car. 
 
    They were back on the campus now, and they were walking with their mouths pressed together, her hands in his pants, and his hands under her shirt. 
 
    They walked across the lawn to Logan’s frat house. They managed to walk up the steps without falling down. 
 
    “We can fuck up here,” Logan slurred. “It’s Friday so nobody’s home.” 
 
    Alyce giggled and they crossed the threshold and started up the stairs. 
 
    And fell down the stairs, landing in a pile of shits and giggles.  
 
    And back up the stairs. They went down the hallway to Logan’s room. Logan opened the door, and they began taking their clothes off. 
 
    Logan’s cock was beer fueled and ready to take off. It was stiff and rigid and dripping with pre-cum. 
 
    Alyce went to her knees and sucked on his cock while she unbuttoned her shirt and took off her bra. 
 
    Logan grabbed her boobs and lifted. Alyce came up from his cock and latched onto his mouth. 
 
    Logan groaned and kicked off his pants. His cock was sticking out and pointed slightly upward. 
 
    Alyce pulled off her dress and her panties. It was a combination of she hopped and he lifted, and then he was lowering her onto his dong. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” she hugged him as she slid down the length of his shaft. She felt the hot length of him fill her pussy, and she began to buck. 
 
    Logan took two steps then launched himself into the air. He came down on Alyce, and her back hit his bed. 
 
    “UNH!” she grunted as he bottomed out. His penis slammed and his balls bounced and they were locked together about as deeply as a couple could be locked. 
 
    “Damn!” she squealed, when she was finally able to breath again. 
 
    He just kept burrowing into her. 
 
    Then they stopped. They could hear a far away rumble. Like an earthquake, or a war, or…a riot. 
 
    But when love is in bloom riots don’t mean much. Logan kept rammin’ and slammin’, and Alyce kept humpin’ and pumpin’, and there wasn’t much in their world except the slip and slap of their sex organs on each other. 
 
      
 
    The girls of Pi Pi Pi marched down the street. They carried the picnic table on their shoulders, and Jimmy bounced on the rough planks as they stepped up on curb, or down, or just accidentally dropped the table. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered. He was taking a beating, and he felt like he was going to have an accident right on the table! The pressure in his gut was unbearable, and he felt full to the gills. 
 
    To make matters worse, whenever they cold the girls slapped his ass. Sometimes with their bare hands. Sometimes with the big, wicked dildos. 
 
    “Come on, girls!” yelled Julie Smith. “They’re right up ahead!” 
 
    The Tri Pi-ers turned across the quad, and they were picking up company. 
 
    It may have started as a riot, a protest against rapers, but now it looked like a good, old fashioned party. 
 
    The girls waved their dildos and kissed the heads. 
 
    A few girls had made signs, and they said things like, ‘Death to rapers!’ And, ‘The only good man is a dead man!’ 
 
    Not that they believed everything that was on the sign, but, dammit, this was a riot! You have to have some tough talk if your riot is going to be any good! 
 
    They marched across the lawn, pushing passersby out of the way and collecting friends to the cause. 
 
    Nobody noticed the teacher at the corner of the quad speaking into his cell phone. 
 
    Up ahead was the Alpha Kappa Pi frat house. A few young men were standing on the high balcony drinking beer and pointing at the oncoming girls. 
 
    Jimmy bounced and bounced and groaned. His ass was sore. His lips were red. His gut felt like it had a cherry bomb in it, and the fuze was burning down. 
 
    If only he could get free! If only he could run away and hide! 
 
    He heard a terrible squeaking sound emitting from around the butt plug. He just preyed it was gaseous and not solid. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs, unaware that the frat house was about to be besieged and burned to the ground, Logan rammed his dick yet again into the insatiable Alyce. 
 
    Alyce cried out. She had never been so delightfully fucked in her life. She could feel Logan’s thick shaft opening her up and she cried out and hung on. 
 
    “Come on, baby! Cum!” 
 
    Being an obliging sort of babe, Alyce did. She felt the building foam inside. She felt the tsunami start. She opened her hips and gave out a lusty yell. 
 
    Her muscles quivered and shivered, then her hips started to twitch. 
 
    “Yeah! I’m cumming!” she yelled. 
 
    Then it hit full force. Her eyes rolled back and her toes curled. Her back arched and the muscles inside her body all clenched. 
 
    For a moment Logan was caught as if by a big octopus. He was wrapped up and squeezed, and then he began to squirt. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” Alyce yelled. 
 
    “GAH!” said Logan, his eyes blank and his soul white hot. 
 
    Then he was simply lying on her, dazed, wondering what had happened. 
 
    Slowly, they came to their senses. Slowly. Then Alyce said, “Do you hear something?” 
 
    Logan raised his head and listened. 
 
    Over the pounding of their hearts they heard the screaming of the crowd, the bellowing of the rioters, the huffing and puffing of the mob. 
 
    They struggled out of bed, pulled clothes on, and hurried to the window. 
 
    The window faced the quad, and as far as they could see were women! 
 
    Women screaming in rage. Women waving dildos. Women breaking up furniture and throwing it onto a bonfire. 
 
      
 
    OOOoooOOOooo! 
 
    Sirens split the night. Bright lights played over the screaming crowd, and three cop cars nosed up to the curbs surrounding the Quad. 
 
    The crowd was having none of it. They began lifting the bumpers. they pulled the cops out of the cars and the cops struggled to get free. Eventually the cops ran down the street, their clothes ripped off them, their billy clubs thrown onto the bonfire. 
 
    Then the crowd was jumping on the cop cars…and then the cop cars were being overturned and set on fire. 
 
     
 
    Outside the crowd, watching from other houses, the young men of Alpha Kappa Pi saw the rioters threatening their house. They ran out back doors and sprinted around the circumference of the crowd. They couldn’t break through the legion of screaming girls, but they managed to get into the back entrance of the frat house. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs Logan and Alyce held each other. The mob screaming for blood, they didn’t know what to do. And they couldn’t get out the back door because all the frat brothers were coming in the back door. 
 
    “What’ll we do?” sobbed Alyce. “Who will save us!” 
 
      
 
    Tied to the picnic table just a little ways from the growing bonfire Jimmy was crying. The girls had pulled out his butt plug, and now they were using the dildos on him. 
 
    He wasn’t crying in pain…he was crying for joy. 
 
    He had been a crossdresser, and then they had plugged him up and spanked him, and that was better. But now, the assorted dildos going in and out of him, he was in true heaven. 
 
    It was sex like he had never imagined! It was the best thing in his life! He wanted to go to college forever! 
 
    As the crowd screamed the girls kept pleasuring him, playing with his balls, stroking his weenie, and…and the only problem was the really bad feeling down in his gut. 
 
    It had lowered from his gut down to his bowels. They felt compacted, compressed, stuffed to the exploding point. 
 
    Possibly the only thing that kept him sane was the fact that the girls kept shoving dildos into him. 
 
    Sometimes he squeaked out a part of a fart. 
 
    Sometimes he felt gas escape by dribs and drabs. 
 
    But there was a lot of gas in him, and it was building and building. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly the crowd quieted. 
 
    “Hold up! Be silent!” A voice yelled over the heads of the crowd. It was the Dean of Students. He pushed through the crowd, put his palms down for silence, and his voice, though loud, was small for the size of the quad. 
 
    He pushed through the crowd and climbed the stairs. He turned and faced the crowd.  
 
    He yelled: “Is this any way to behave? Is this how the future leaders of society are to conduct themselves?” 
 
    A few of the crowd looked down at the ground. Perhaps they would have been shamed. Perhaps they would have started the exodus from the quad, and from the burning of Alpha Kappa Pi. 
 
    Perhaps. 
 
    But Julie Smith stomped up next to him and addressed the mob. “We caught a raper! What should we do to him?” 
 
    “Turn him over to the cops,” yelled the Dean. 
 
    But he was drowned out by the thousands of voices of the enraged women of the campus. 
 
    “Bring him up here!” 
 
    A dozen woman lifted the picnic table and carrie it through the crowd. 
 
    Now the mutterings became surly as the women looked upon the naked body of the raper. Now they pressed forward and reached to slap Jimmy’s ass one last time. To insert a dildo one last time. 
 
    They carried the picnic table up to the porch. Jimmy was facing the house, his ass was facing the crowd. His bowels were growling like a rumbling dump truck. He could feel his innards churning and churning. Tears leaked form his eyes. 
 
    “Release this boy!” screamed the Dean. 
 
    “Fuck you!” screamed Julie. 
 
    Young men started crowding out of the front door of the Alpha Kappa Pi frat house, dozens of them, all of them, and when the porch was crowded to the bursting point the boys yelled the one thing that could derail even a riot. 
 
      
 
    “PAR-TAY!” 
 
      
 
    At that the emotion of the crowd changed. Why torment some idiot who couldn’t keep his prick in his pants, especially when there was a party to be had! 
 
    Kegs of beer started making their appearance. Girls took off their blouses. And Jimmy… 
 
      
 
    Jimmy was in a world of hurt. He was going to bust, he knew it. He was going to explode and…and he did. 
 
      
 
    The crowd closest to Jimmy’s ass heard the rumbling and grumbling. It was ominous, like a herd of choo choo trains descending on them. 
 
    Then Jimmy lurched up, his ass pointed towards the bonfire, and…he… 
 
      
 
    PHHHHHT! 
 
      
 
    There have been farts in this world.  
 
    Og the caveman was said to have killed a dinosaur with a fart. 
 
    The Duke of Wellington was rumored to have fed his limeys beans the night before, lined them up and given them the about face order, and…changed the face of western civilization. 
 
    There is even conspiracy theory that the Hiroshima bomb wasn’t a bomb, it was the collected musings of Washington politicians brought to bear on the Land of the Rising Sun. 
 
      
 
    But, truth or rumor, none of those blasts could compare to Jimmy Reardon’s Bonfire Blast, as it is called, and which it is referred to in the anals…uh, annals, of collegiate history. 
 
    His fart blew people over, knocked hats off heads, and then it hit the bonfire. 
 
    A mighty explosion leaped into the night, illuminating the whole town, and even the far stars. 
 
    Everybody on the Quad was knocked down, along with several frat houses and sorority houses. 
 
    On the far side of the bonfire hair was scorched and dresses burned off. 
 
    A whole tree popped into flame and was almost instantly made into a bony skeleton. 
 
    And Jimmy, finally relieved, smiled. 
 
      
 
    And though they had been rocked, the party went on. 
 
    People got up and dusted themselves off, or tried to pull the threads of their scorched clothing over their naked flesh. 
 
    The dean was carried away by a wandering ambulance. 
 
    Julie Smith found herself under a pile of boys, and she knew what to do about that! 
 
    Upstairs in the frat house Logan and Alyce held to each other and cried for joy. They were saved! They wouldn’t be burned alive! 
 
    Logan looked at Alyce and said, “Wanna fuck again?”  
 
    Alyce nodded eagerly and reached for his pants.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Logan and Alyce untangled their bodies. It was dawn, and the riot of a true college party was gone. The noise was gone. People were laid out on the quad in various stages of undress. 
 
    Police wandered through the debris, checking for bodies that had stopped breathing. 
 
    Julie Smith pushed several young men off her and sat up and looked around and grinned. 
 
    Logan and Alyce came through the front door and looked at the  damage. 
 
    “Now that,” said Logan, “is a party!” 
 
    Alyce held his arm and nodded, and wondered if she could get him back upstairs for a while. 
 
    Next to them on the porch Julie Smith stood up. 
 
    “Hey, Julie. How’s it going?” 
 
    “Pretty good,” she grinned back. 
 
    At the bottom of the stairs was the picnic bench. Tied across it was Jimmy. 
 
    Logan stepped down next to him, turned to the girls and said, “This is my roommate, Jimmy Reardon.” 
 
    Jimmy looked up. He smiled. “Hiya.” 
 
    “This is your roommate?’ blurted Julie, “We thought he was a raper!” 
 
    “Jimmy? Naw. He’s a jacker, a masturbator, and sometimes he gets lucky, but…raper? Not a chance.” 
 
    “Thanks for the vote of confidence, buddy,” Jimmy said wryly. 
 
    “Think nothing of it. You want me to untie you?” 
 
    Jimmy looked up, his head slightly confined by the nylons around his neck. “What?” 
 
    “I just thought you might want to get loose.” 
 
    Jimmy look up at Julie. “No, I think I’m in love. But if you guys could carry my table back to Tri Pi…that would be good.” 
 
    Julie studied Jimmy carefully. He had been conked on the head multiple times. He had been tied up and plugged in a variety of ways.  He had popped out a fart of legend, one that would go into the history books. On top of that…he liked women’s underwear. 
 
    She smiled. “I’ll get some girls and we’ll take you home.” 
 
    Jimmy smiled. “At last. Somebody who understands me.” 
 
     
 
    END 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized for a Joke! 
 
    Feminization is a dish best served cold! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Hey kiddies! Got a winner for you here…if you like losers! 
 
    Well, it’s not that bad, but if you would like to have revenge on people who do mean things…read on! 
 
    I mean, why do people do mean things? 
 
    Can’t we all get along? 
 
    Can we all just be polite and kind? 
 
      
 
    So go ahead and find out what happens when mean people meet the consequences, and don’t forget to give me five stars. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Pull out! Now!” 
 
    Joe groaned, and likely wouldn’t have pulled out, but Sherry reached down and grabbed his balls. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered. “Don’t!” 
 
    He pulled out quickly. His dick was throbbing and purple. Another few seconds and he would have shot his load. 
 
    Sherry smiled. “That’s a boy. Finish yourself off if you want.” 
 
    She let go of Joe’s balls and he rolled over and grabbed his penis. 
 
    Sherry rolled onto her side and watched him. She tickled his nipples and helped him along. 
 
    “Unh…unh…unh…okay…I’m gonna…AHHHH” 
 
    The semen spurted out of of Joe’s dick like Coke from a bottle that had been shaken. 
 
    Spurt after spurt, and Sherry chuckled and leaned over and kissed him. Then she climbed over him, careful not to get any mess on herself, and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Joe sighed, throwing a forearm over his eyes. 
 
    From the bathroom: “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    He said nothing. It had been good, great, in fact, but…he wanted to stay in her and squirt. 
 
    He rolled up on the edge of the bed and looked at his wife standing in front of the mirror. She was cold creaming her face, and cold cream or not, make up or not, she was the ultimate beauty. 
 
    She had a movie star face and the physique of a body builder. With very large breasts. 
 
    He stood up and went into the bathroom. He sat on the toilet and peed. “I want to squirt in you.” 
 
    She glanced at him. “And I’d love to have you squirt in me, but you know…” 
 
    “I know. You don’t want to get pregnant. You like having a career. You don’t want to lose your dynamite figure.” 
 
    “Bingo, baby. You’ve got it. Besides, I take care of you.” 
 
    That was true. He was allowed into her whenever he wanted, as long as he pulled out at the last second.  
 
    And, she gave him blow jobs. Great blow jobs that emptied his nuts and rattled his cage. 
 
    And, she gave him hand jobs, and even in the most unusual places. 
 
    The fact was that she had told him marriage would be like this. 
 
    And he had learned, quickly, that she was serious. The first time he had cum in her she had grabbed his balls and squeezed them so hard he passed out. 
 
    Actually passed out! 
 
    When he awoke she apologized, but told him to remember what she had said about not wanting him to cum in her. 
 
    She finished with her face, smiled at him, and hopped into the shower. 
 
    He sighed and stood up. His knees were a little weak, the cum had been that good, and he stepped into the shower. 
 
    She soaped him good. Every square inch of him, and then he soaped her. 
 
    She turned back to him and rinsed his package. 
 
    “You’re good, Joe, and I know it’s a big sacrifice. But…thanks.” 
 
    Joe kissed her gently. He said, “It’s just that doing it this way I get about ten times more hornier. Being allowed in, then derailed…getting close, then squirting outside of you…it’s frustrating. 
 
    “But, you just admitted, it’s exciting, too. Getting so horny, getting so close, then deprived. There’s a lot of guys who would love that kind of kink. 
 
    Joe didn’t say anything, and Sherry pursed her lips and frowned.  
 
    “Uh, oh. We have an unhappy puppy here.” 
 
    “Just once! With a rubber!” 
 
    “I don’t trust rubbers, and I don’t like the feel of them. If I was going to let you cum in me I would insist on bare flesh. But since I’m not…” she shrugged. 
 
    They were fully rinsed now, and they stepped out of the shower and dried each other off with big, fluffy towels. 
 
    “I just wish you could experience what I go through. Just once. Then you wouldn’t be so miserly with your pussy.” 
 
    Sherry shook her head. She gripped his cock and looked up at him. 
 
    “Joe?” 
 
    “God! I’m hard again! And I just came! Do you see what you do to me?” 
 
    “Joe, shhh. I’ve got a deal for you.” 
 
    “You do?” He smiled. Maybe there was hope in Mudville after all. 
 
    “Next weekend, Friday, we’re going to my company party.” 
 
    Joe remembered. Sherry threw a bash for her employees every couple or three months. She didn’t worry about everybody getting drunk, she wanted them drunk. She wanted them embarrassed and laughing and friends. Until the next party and they could get drunk all over again. 
 
    It was also a good way to get the people in the company to socialize outside of office hours. Sometimes, even in the middle of drunken revelry, they came up with ideas, made connections, and…the company prospered. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “You like those parties, don’t you?” 
 
    “Sure. I get shit-faced and you don’t mind. It’s good food, good times, and you’ve got some good people working for you.” 
 
    “So, I hired a girl last week, and this is going to be her first time at the party. She didn’t want to come because she doesn’t know anybody, but we all know that’s silly. How are you going to get to know somebody if you don’t socialize a little, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he drew out the word, knowing that Sherry was planning something. 
 
    “Okay, she’s a looker. A knock out, and she needs this, so I’ll tell her that you’ll stay be her side, introduce her to people, make sure she gets off on the right foot.” 
 
    Joe’s brows furrowed. This wasn’t unusual, but he could feel the catch. And he asked, “What’s the catch?” 
 
    “The catch is that if you can get her to, you can make love to her.” 
 
    “What?” His eyes opened. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Sherry placed her fingers over his mouth. 
 
    “She’s a babe, she’s fun, and I’m giving you permission to fuck her.” 
 
    “No! Wait…I don’t get this!” 
 
    “Nothing to get. You squire her around, ply her with liquor, and if you can convince her…you can put your big, old weenie all the way inside her. You can even cum.” 
 
    “But what about babies?” 
 
    “I’m not worried about that, Joe. Besides, if she did have a baby then I’d be sort of a stand in mother. I’m okay with that.” 
 
    “As long as it’s not your pussy getting all stretched out of shape.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    Joe was stunned. He was truly speechless. The cogs in his head were spinning without engaging. 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    Sherry smiled. “Nothing to get. I love you, our marriage can withstand a little hanky panky, and consider this a reward for the way I don’t let you squirt. 
 
    “Are you sure?” He was suspicious, to say the least. 
 
    “I’ll even put it in writing.” 
 
    “But…let’s say I did do something like this…where would I do it?” 
 
    “There’s a couch in my office. Find a store room. Take her outside and throw her over the backseat of our car. But whatever you do, dump your load in her with my blessings.” 
 
    With that, Sherry smiled, crawled into bed and rolled onto her side. 
 
    Joe followed her, cautiously. There was something else going on here, and he wanted to know what it was. 
 
    It was okay with her if he fucked somebody else? 
 
    No…there had to be something else. 
 
    He lay down beside her and she snuggled against him. They spooned, and his hands were on her breasts, and she had her hands on his hands. 
 
    His cock, so recently discharged, was harder than hard. It poked into her buns and she giggled and wiggled. 
 
    “Good night, honey.” 
 
    Joe held her, and felt his horniness, and wondered what the fuck was going on. 
 
      
 
    The weekend passed quickly. Sherry had some extra work to do, Joe played golf on both Saturday and Sunday, and they watched TV and ate dinner and…the weekend passed. 
 
    And she teased him about the coming party. 
 
    “Her name is Tanya, and she has classic lines. Round butt, big boobs, just the way you like them.” 
 
    Joe groused, “She’s probably uglier than an unshaved pussy.” 
 
    “As if that would stop you,” Sherry laughed. “You’re just a fucking horn dog.” 
 
    “For you, baby!” he nuzzled her neck. 
 
    Sherry loved it. She was getting him good, and when the punchline came he was going to be floored. 
 
      
 
    The week passed fast, too. 
 
    On Monday Sherry brought home a cell picture of Tanya. Sure enough, she was drop dead gorgeous. She had full lips and wide, blue eyes. Her hair was a fluffy mop of delicate curves, and it hung to her shoulders. 
 
    And her body was all that Sherry had said it was. Better, in fact. Joe got a look at her ta tas and he gulped. 
 
    Sherry just laughed and squeezed him. “Is he getting all bonerized over a picture?” 
 
    He couldn’t lie. He nodded. 
 
    “And you’re sure you want me to do this.” 
 
    “I’m double sure. You need this. You deserve this. Honey, if you don’t end up balls deep in her by the end of the night I’m going to be very disappointed.” 
 
    “Yeah, right.” 
 
    Sherry smirked at him. “In fact, I’m laying down the law. You get your rocks off in her or no cums for a month.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She patted his cheek. “Just sweetening the pot, honey.” 
 
    And the week passed. 
 
      
 
    Friday night rolled around and Joe was a nervous ball of energy. He kept gulping and asking Sherry if she was sure.  
 
    She always nodded and smiled and said yes. 
 
    A half hour later he would ask again, and get the same response. 
 
    Joe knew something was up, but he didn’t know what. 
 
    It couldn’t be as straightforward as Sherry made it out to be, and the more Sherry insisted it was the more he knew it wasn’t. 
 
    Sherry took her party duds to work, and it was up to Joe to appear when he could. 
 
    At five o’clock, his chest almost hurting from the excitement, and his cock definitely rock hard, he got dressed. 
 
    It was a casual affair, and he wore a pair of pressed cargo pants and a flannel shirt. He was dressed down, but past experience had told him that the people at the party appreciated this. If he was dressed up they tended to be a little leery. Dressed down and he was one of the guys. 
 
    At 5:30 he hopped onto his motorcycle, a rice burner of large displacement, and zooped down the hill. 
 
    He made a few curves, split some lanes, and was at Sherry’s company by 5:40. Driving a car would have taken a half hour. 
 
    Driving the bike also had the benefit of great parking. He simply drove into the wide alcove of the front entrance and parked. 
 
    Sherry’s company did import business. She imported toys from China and distributed them. It was a good business, and there were always a few Chinese people around at the parties. 
 
    Good, old American decadence. 
 
    Joe walked into the front room, waved at security, and wandered back to the admin area of the building. Sherry usually had parties in the back area. People could wander out to the warehouse area, but the main party rooms were two large conference rooms.  
 
    He entered one of the rooms and looked around. There was a bar set up next to the kitchen. There was food, smelled like chili, in the kitchen.  
 
    People clustered here and there, and there was a line for the chili, and one for the bar. 
 
    Joe headed for the bar. 
 
    Actually, he wasn’t a fan of parties, and he always required lubrication to fit in with the proceedings. 
 
    He snagged himself a bourbon and Coke—Old Gand-Dad, cheap but good—and wandered around the edge of the room greeting people he knew and meeting those he didn’t. 
 
    Suddenly the loudspeaker: “Joe, get your butt up here!” 
 
    Everybody laughed, including Joe. HE made his way to a stairway, up some stairs, and into Sherry’s office. 
 
    Sherry was behind her desk, feet up and a scotch and soda at hand. She was talking to Tanya, who was sitting on the couch next to the desk. 
 
    “Joe!” Sherry waved her hand. “This is Tanya!” 
 
    Tanya was better than her picture. She rose up and Joe got a world class view of her boobs, her legs, and an exquisite face. She had a short nose with a small lift at the tip. She had full lips and a smile that warmed the room. She held out her hand, and Joe studied the red nails as he took her hand. 
 
    And his cock almost popped out of his pants. 
 
    “Joe will take you around and introduce you.” 
 
    “Glad to meet you, Joe. And thanks.” Her voice was sultry, demure, loaded with sex appeal. 
 
    “Pleasure’s all mine.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll leave you to get acquainted. I’ve got to get down and control the mayhem.” 
 
    “Thanks, Sherry.” 
 
    “No prob, Tanya.” She looked at both of them, a smirky grin on her face. “Don’t do anything I’d do…unless you really want to.” 
 
    She air kissed Joe’s cheek on the way past him, and left a definite smell of sex in the air. 
 
    Joe smiled at Tanya, and—was it his imagination?—there was a definite spark in the air. 
 
    “So you’re the latest and the greatest,” commented Joe. 
 
    “Or the newest and the bluest.” It was obvious that Tanya had a bit of an embarrassment issue. She was shy, and she looked down as she spoke. 
 
    Joe chuckled. “That won’t last long. So how did you come to be working at this den of inequity?” 
 
    Tanya raised her head and Joe fell in love with her long hair, her blue eyes, and the forthright nature hidden by her shy nature. 
 
    Downstairs Sherry was the life of the party. She was drunk, her people were drunk, and the atmosphere was downright ribald. 
 
    Joe touched Tanya’s arm and moved her to the window that looked down on the big room. “Looks like it’s just getting started.” 
 
    Sherry was whispering in Bill Henry’s ear, and Bill laughed, and blinked a little. Probably a dirty joke. 
 
    Joe and Tanya stood next to each other, Tanya now holding on to his arm, and they talked about the company, the people, and this and that. 
 
    Finally, time for more drinks, Joe led Tanya down the stairs. 
 
    They crossed the floor, getting a knowing wink from Sherry, and Joe introducingTanya to people as they went. 
 
    Two bourbon and Cokes—Tanya had good taste—and they meandered around the party. Tanya was nervous, and she kept her arm tightly linked to his. 
 
    More drinks. 
 
    And more. 
 
    And the party was really starting to kick. 
 
    Now Tanya knew most people, but she seemed to prefer holding on to Joe, which was fine with him. 
 
    He was feeling flushed, and his cock was such an obvious bulge that occasionally people would look down at his groin and giggle. 
 
    Joe was too drunk to care. 
 
    Sherry bumped into them a few times. 
 
    “Is he treating you well?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Joe is a gentlemen.” 
 
    “Yep,” boasted Sherry, “Except when he gets you in bed.” 
 
    It was the kind of ribald remark that wouldn’t have worked, except that everybody was drunk. 
 
    And, later on, Sherry whispered into Tanya’s ear, a little loudly, “Has he gotten naughty with you, yet?” 
 
    Apparently there was some sort of collusion going on, because Tanya, though a little red in the face, wasn’t surprised or shocked by the remark. 
 
    And, around midnight, Joe knew he was going to have to make his move. He had spent an entire evening squiring Tanya, and he had felt her breasts pressed around his arm nearly the whole time. If he was going to get lucky, this was it. 
 
    “But how do you ask somebody you just met if they want to fuck? 
 
    Fortunately, Tanya broke the ice on that one. 
 
    “Is it true that you and Sherry have an open marriage?” 
 
    Drunk, his mind functioning at half power, Joe managed to think fast enough for an appropriate answer. 
 
    Appropriate if you were a drunk. 
 
    “Well, she gave me permission tonight, if that’s what you mean.” 
 
    They were next to the doorway to the warehouse. The warehouse was mostly dark, just a few lights and a few couples slow dancing. 
 
    “You mean…she gave you permission to…with me.” 
 
    Joe nodded. He was now officially tongue tied. 
 
    Tanya pulled him into the warehouse. 
 
    “Show me around, Joe.” 
 
    It was a design and an invitation. 
 
    Joe couldn’t help himself. He hadn’t had sex for a week, and he had been teased mercilessly for that whole week. And now this incredibly beautiful creature was coming on to him. 
 
    They moved along the back wall into a nook created by crates. The space was about nine foot by nine, and there was a crate in one corner with a blanket over it. Obviously, somebody else had been here before them. 
 
    They had no more entered the small space than Tanya whirled around, grabbed the back of Joe’s head, and pulled his face to hers. 
 
    Her lips were soft, plump, and he tasted her sweet breath. 
 
    His hands moved up to her chest and he felt those wonderful mammary glands. 
 
    Tanya groaned. “Oh, Joe!” 
 
    All of Joe’s misgivings were out the window. He was in the moment, and he held her hips and pressed his groin against her so she could feel his big cock. 
 
    Tanya pressed back and their bodies were inseparable. 
 
    The sound of music from the main room drifted over them, the lust in their souls raised up, the kiss went on and on. 
 
    Then Tanya reached down and felt his penis. “Oh, that’s a big one.” 
 
    “Oh,” said Joe. He could hardly breath. He was going to screw somebody other than his wife. He loved his wife, but steak day after day looks for a little ice cream. 
 
    Tanya was wearing a cross over dress, and he moved his head down and pulled the material apart. 
 
    Her breasts were hard—he wondered briefly if they were implants, but didn’t care—and the nipples were stiff. He brushed his palms over her nipples and she moaned in the darkness. 
 
    Then she slid down his body and put her mouth over his penis. 
 
    Joe groaned as her hot lips sucked on him. Her tongue was expert as it circled his head, and her hands palpated his testicles. 
 
    After a moment Joe was close, and he said, “I want to fuck.” 
 
    “Oh, baby,” muttered Tanya. She stood up, lifted her dress, pulled down her panties and bent over the crate. 
 
    She kept her legs close together and she said, “Only in the asshole.” 
 
    Joe was so drunk, so horny, and though he had never had anal sex, he was okay with it. 
 
    Her ass as tight, but he managed to get into it. It was heaven. He had never felt anything so odd and weird and wonderful. 
 
    He pushed into her, then pulled out. 
 
    Tanya groaned and pushed back. 
 
    The moment was coming, Joe knew that. He could feel the trigger starting to click, when…suddenly…something…he didn’t know why but he reached down, past her asshole. He wanted to feel her pussy at least. He wanted to… 
 
    “FUCK!” Joe yelled and he jumped back.” 
 
    Tanya twisted and looked back at him. Her eyes were glinting in the dark. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “YOU’VE GOT A DICK!” 
 
    Tanya turned all the way around. “Of course I have,” she seemed confused. “I thought you knew that!” 
 
    “But…but…” Joe’s mind was shattered into little squiggly parts. 
 
    “Sherry said you knew. She said you liked sex with people like me!” 
 
    “I didn’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “You didn’t know?” 
 
    “But…I…” Joe was suddenly pulling his pants up tight and zipping. He straightened his shirt out. 
 
    “Joe, I’m sorry.” 
 
    Then it hit him. He was being cruel. His shock began to fade and he realized that they were both victims of a bad practical joke. 
 
    “Look, Tanya…I’m sorry I had such a reaction. I just…my wife didn’t tell…” he realized that he was throwing his wife under the bus and quickly changed his story, “I didn’t realize…I misunderstood my wife…I apologize.” 
 
    Tanya was about to run past him, properly mortified, but he grabbed her arm and stopped her. 
 
    “Look, we can’t leave it like this. You can’t run out crying…nobody but us knows what happened. Can’t we talk this through for a second?” 
 
    Tanya stood, her head slightly forward, her long hair covering her features. It looked like she was close to sobbing. 
 
    “First, I apologize. For me, for my wife, for any misunderstanding. Let it all be on me. I thought…it doesn’t matter what I thought, I shouldn’t have reacted so strongly.” 
 
    “I’m so embarrassed,” muttered Tanya. 
 
    “But, why? You didn’t do anything. We were…we were just having fun, and…and I reacted too strongly.” 
 
    Tanya raised her head and studied him. “So you were just in me.” 
 
    “I know. But I’m into women. I mean, women who aren’t…you know…” 
 
    “Men.” 
 
    “Yes. But it doesn’t mean I don’t like you, or that…” words poorly prepared faded out. 
 
    “But if you didn’t know…then your wife is playing a mean trick.” 
 
    “Don’t look at it that way. Yes, she may have misjudged, but she probably thought we would enjoy each other.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want to work for somebody who—“ 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Joe thought fiercely. “The best revenge, for you, for me, is to act like we did it, and that we liked it.” 
 
    “Well, we did do it.” 
 
    “I know. I mean, I didn’t cum, but…” 
 
    Suddenly she was close to him, “Would you like to cum?” 
 
    “I…I do, but…” 
 
    “But not with me.” 
 
    “I’m drawn to women who have vaginas, not…not…” 
 
    “Not dicks. I understand.” 
 
    Tanya leaned against a crate and bit her lip. “I don’t think I would understand it, but…I’ve been a guy. I know. I know about jokes that go too far and people who misjudge.” 
 
    Joe was silent, waited as she thought the situation through. 
 
    “I don’t want to go get another job.” 
 
    “Then we go out and act like everything is okay.” 
 
    Tanya studied him closely. “You’re a nice person, Joe. Nicer than your wife. You do realize that if we do this your way, act like everything is okay, she’s going to go crazy.” 
 
    “Then we’ll have our joke. We’ll be the ones laughing.” 
 
    For a brief instant Joe saw a slice of smile appear, then it disappeared. “If we do this then you’re going to have to be okay with touching me. Even with kissing me.” 
 
    Joe pushed feelings around in his mind. He nodded. “I can do that.” 
 
    “Then kiss me. Right now. Prove it.” 
 
    Now Joe was in for it. The proof was in the pudding. He was going to have to kiss a man. 
 
    But…was she really a man? She looked like a woman. She even felt like a woman. She had breasts, and he had been inside her. It had been exciting, and it was an asshole, but he had been inside her. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. He stepped forward and held out a hand. 
 
    She pushed off the crates she was leaning against.  
 
    Joe took her in his arms, he imagined her a beautiful woman, which was easy, and he brought his lips close. 
 
    He closed his eyes, he imagined, and their lips touched. 
 
    It was a good kiss. It wasn’t the wild passionate kiss of minutes before, but it was…delicious. Warm and moist and even a little bit of tongue. 
 
    Joe backed away, suddenly out of breath, and said, “I can do this.” 
 
    Tanya nodded. “Okay. Then it’s time to turn the tables on our practical joker.” 
 
    They smiled at each other, nervously, and exited the little space. 
 
     
 
    Joe and Tanya walked into the big room. They looked at each other and smiled, and it all looked natural. 
 
    Up in her office, looking through the big window, Sherry was waiting. She had seen Joe and Tanya go out the back door, and she knew intuitively that Joe was going for it. 
 
    Man, was he going to get a surprise. 
 
    She sipped on her scotch and soda and waited. It had been a wonderful party, and everybody was feeling good. One of her better parties, and the practical joke she had played on Joe was the highlight. When he found out…Sherry laughed out loud. Sipped some more. 
 
    Any minute he would be running back through the room, clothes askew, bleating out some nonsense about being raped, or something. 
 
    God, there was no end to the possibilities here. 
 
    Suddenly Joe and Tanya walked back into the room. Joe’s arm around her, and Sherry’s eyes tightened up. 
 
    Where was the panic from her homophobic husband? 
 
    Where was the upset and outrage. 
 
    Instead, they were just looking at each other, whispering into each other’s ears. 
 
    Had Joe…had he actually? 
 
    Sherry couldn’t believe it. This was impossible. This was…and in the back of her mind was the nagging thought that her husband had actually gone ahead and…and… 
 
    HE HAD CHEATED ON HER! 
 
    Except…he hadn’t. He had permission. But…he wasn’t supposed to go through with it! He wasn’t supposed to…to actually make love to Tanya! 
 
    Now Sherry was hoist on her own petard. Whatever that was. Her husband had put his penis into a hole other than hers. And he had squirted (she thought). 
 
    And what was she supposed to do about it? How could she…why did he…oh…GOD! 
 
      
 
    The party was winding down. People were going home. The bar was closed and the parking lot was empty. 
 
    Joe walked Tanya out to the parking lot and to her car. 
 
    In the upstairs of the company building Sherry ran down a long corridor. She looked out a second floor window. 
 
    There they were. They were standing next to Tanya’s red Miata. They were standing close together, and their hands were touching. 
 
    She could imagine what they were saying to each other. 
 
    ‘We’ve got to get together and do this again.’ 
 
    Sherry was close to tears. There was a weird sort of subdued and twisted rage, all tempered by the fact that she had set this whole thing up, in her heart and mind. 
 
    In actuality, they were play acting. Keeping up the act, and sort of enjoying it. 
 
    Now that they knew who each other was, and what they could and couldn’t do, they were joking like a couple of guys. 
 
    Sherry held Joe’s forearms, her breasts were almost touching him, and she said, “You know, it’s too bad you didn’t cum in me.” 
 
    Joe nodded ruefully. “I mean, what would it have hurt?” 
 
    “Not a damn thing.” 
 
    They laughed, then Tanya leaned forward and hugged him. 
 
    Upstairs, Sherry made two fists and leaned forward and touched the big window. 
 
    She was crying. 
 
    “I’m going to kiss you. Okay?” Joe, now that the ice had been broken, was fascinated by the fact that she was a man, and that they had…he had…put his dick in her. 
 
    “I’d love it,” said Tanya. 
 
    With Sherry watching, and sobbing, Joe took Tanya in his arms and kissed her. Thoroughly. All the way down to her stockinged feet. 
 
    And Joe felt Tanya’s breasts. 
 
    A “NO!” emitted from Sherry’s tortured soul. 
 
    Then Tanya got in her car and, with a wave, left the parking lot. 
 
    Joe sauntered, happy and nonchalantly, back across the parking lot. A moment later she heard his motorcycle start up, then he zipped across the lot and onto the street. 
 
    Sherry slid down the glass, moaning, to her knees. She sat there, curled in on herself, and wondered what the fuck she had been thinking. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, Joe was in bed, he heard Sherry’s car in the driveway. 
 
    He smiled, turned his back towards the door and waited. 
 
    A few minutes later the Sherry came into the bedroom. She tip toed, and he listened as she slithered out of her clothes and then slid into bed. 
 
    He moved a little. 
 
    “Are you awake?” she asked. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” he mumbled. 
 
    She put her arms around him and managed not to cry. She snuggled up against him and asked, “How was it?” 
 
    “The party? Great. One of your best.” 
 
    “And did you…did you…” 
 
    “Honey, I will always remember this. I can’t believe how generous you are. Letting me…” 
 
    Her heart breaking, but unable to stop herself, Sherry whispered, “Tell me about it.” 
 
    Joe sighed. Now he was in the land of creative writing, but that was okay. 
 
    “It was amazing. She was so tight. You know…I don’t know…but she only wanted it in the asshole. I’ve never felt anything like that before in my life.” 
 
    Sherry was silent, unable to say anything, in danger of bursting into tears. Then she managed to ask, “Was it good? When you came in her?” 
 
    Joe smiled in the darkness. “It was the absolute best. It was like she had extra muscles back there, and she kept squeezing my cock with those muscles. I felt like I was truly being wrung out. When I came it was so tight it felt like I was coming longer, and harder, just to get my seed into that tight pussy. Well, asshole. Maybe we should try a little anal sex sometime.” 
 
    Sherry choked, and made it sound like a cough. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said. 
 
    “Anyway. I really owe you, letting me do this.” 
 
    Holding her face against his back, squeezing the tears back into her eyes, Sherry said, “You’re welcome.” 
 
    Then Joe rolled over and faced her. In the darkness he couldn’t see the torment on her face. “You know, it was so hot, she was so tight, I have another boner. You want to do it? My thanks for giving me such a glorious fuck?” 
 
    Of course she wanted. She was panicked, frantic. She had given her man away, and she was desperate to reclaim him, to make up for the damage she had done. 
 
    “Oh…please.” 
 
    She put her face against his shoulder and spread her legs. 
 
    Joe moved over her leg and put his dick to her vagina. 
 
    She held to him, clutched him extra tight, and he delved into her. 
 
    His penis was everything she wanted, but…it was also…separate. 
 
    He had used it on another woman! 
 
    Still, she wanted him so badly, she began fucking him hard, ruthlessly, as if she was determined to get his essence out of him, to make it all right. 
 
    To Joe it was wild. It was like make up sex, about ten times magnified. He couldn’t believe how viciously Sherry was fucking him. 
 
    For a long minute she wrung him out, then he had no choice. His denied orgasm was due, and it burst out of him with a fervor he had not expected. 
 
    In an odd way, it was like fucking the enemy. 
 
    He didn’t think of her like an enemy, she was his wife. But she had played a mean trick on him, and now he was getting back at her. 
 
    He grunted and spewed his seed, and Sherry wiped her face against the bedding. 
 
    She had finally allowed Joe to cum inside her.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The only problem was that Sherry didn’t want to fuck after that. 
 
    Her demons were eating her up, and she would let Joe in her…but only for a while, then she would ask him to get out of her. 
 
    She would roll over and just lay there. Miserable. 
 
    And she didn’t give him any of her fabulous blow jobs. And hand jobs weren’t even mentioned. 
 
    Joe, of course, was miserable. He was getting about one tenth of the sex he had previously gotten, and it was grudging, like a favor to a bad dog. 
 
    But he hadn’t been the one who had been bad! 
 
      
 
    To complicate matters, Joe couldn’t stop thinking about the night he had been inside Tanya’s asshole.  
 
    It had been so tight, and what had started out so glorious, then had been destroyed, was now gaining in myth. 
 
    He kept remembering the feel of her muscles clutching him. He kept remembering being so close…and then discovering her secret. 
 
    This all made him even hornier, but he wasn’t getting much in the way of sex, so…he didn’t know what to do. 
 
      
 
    Sherry tended to get up earlier these days. Before him. She went to work without seeing him, and came home late, and then seemed focused on office work. 
 
    Theirs was a relationship that wasn’t working. 
 
    Theirs was a relationship with a broken trust. 
 
    She had mean tricked him, and he had, inadvertently, responded, and now they were both stuck in the consequences of their stupidity. 
 
    Days passed. 
 
    Weeks passed. A month passed. 
 
    Joe tried to fix it. 
 
    “Honey, we seem to be at odds. Shouldn’t we go out and get drunk and talk about it?” 
 
    She just stared at him with a gimlet eye. 
 
    And he thought about the asshole he had almost squirted in. 
 
    And he thought more and more. 
 
    Heck, he wasn’t getting any…and he needed some. 
 
    And then Tanya called him up. 
 
    “How’s it going, Joe?” 
 
    It was daytime and Sherry was at work. Joe was working at a less than fever pitch. He was a writer on the internet, but his creative juices had been slowing up. 
 
    “Oh, pretty good. How are you doing?” 
 
    “Terrible.” 
 
    Joe blinked. “How come?” 
 
    “Your wife looks right through me. She treats me all right, but it’s like I’m not human. She doesn’t joke, she doesn’t smile, or even get angry if I make a mistake. She just treats me like an automaton.” 
 
    Joe listened quietly. 
 
    “It wasn’t like this when I signed up. And I didn’t sign up for this.” 
 
    “I understand,” Joe murmured. 
 
    A space of silence, then, “I keep thinking about how it was when you were inside me.” 
 
    More silence. 
 
    “I know I’m being forward, I know you aren’t into women who are men, but…I can’t stop thinking.” 
 
    “I know,” admitted Joe. “I can’t stop thinking about it, but…I can’t.” 
 
    “I know. I mean…I had a hope, but underneath it all I know it would be wrong. You are married.” 
 
    Joe thought about what she was saying. He thought about how Sherry was treating him. 
 
    He didn’t assume it was all his fault, but enough was enough…and something had to be done. 
 
    “Tanya, please come to our house at seven o’clock tonight.” 
 
    Joe heard the crinkle of papers. She was moving around. thinking about it. 
 
    “I don’t know. She’s liable to get mad and—“ 
 
    “I don’t care if she’s mad, we can’t go on this way.” 
 
    That was true, and after a moment Tanya agreed. “Okay. Seven o’clock. Do you have a plan?” 
 
    “Of course I do.” 
 
    But he didn’t. He had no clue at all. He just knew that life couldn't go on the way it was. 
 
    “Okay. See you tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Joe hung up and thought about what he was going to say. It was obvious when this had all started, so he was going to have to address that night. There was no other way around it. 
 
    But, he was scared. Truth, Miss Career Driven was sort of the leader in their relationship. 
 
    He was content to stay home and work on the internet. She was driven to make a company, hire people, get those people to do her bidding, and some of that had sloshed over on their relationship. 
 
    So what was he going to do. 
 
    The first thing, he realized, was to not tell Sherry that Tanya was coming over. After that…who knew? 
 
      
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “I’ll get it,” and Joe hurried into the foyer.  
 
    Sherry was in the living room watching FOX news. She was silent, as usual, and focused on the big screen. She barely looked up as Joe went to the door. 
 
    “Hi, Joe.” 
 
    Sherry looked up. What was she doing here? 
 
    Then Joe brought Tanya into the living room. “I invited Tanya over because we have to talk about something.” 
 
    Only the fact that Sherry was an alpha stopped her from getting up and leaving. 
 
    “Tanya, please sit there.” 
 
    Joe looked at Sherry, then went to the kitchen and returned. 
 
    Sherry knew this was all planned because he had a tray of drinks. Three scotch and sodas for her, and six bourbon and Cokes for Joe and Tanya. 
 
    Joe placed the tray on the coffee table, took a seat, and they all looked at each other. They were sitting in a sort of triangle, Sherry frightened, Sherry pissed off, and Joe determined. 
 
    “So what’s this all about?” Sherry snapped, muting FOX. 
 
    Joe sighed. “Everything has been messed up since the party.” 
 
    Sherry’s eyes tightened up. 
 
    “It’s everybody’s fault. You,” he pointed at Sherry with his chin, “Thought it would be a good practical joke for me to fuck a trans.” 
 
    Sherry started to spit out an answer, but stopped herself. There was enough truth in what Joe said that she couldn’t really say anything. 
 
    “Then Tanya and I decided it would be a good idea to pretend we had fucked.” 
 
    Sherry blinked. “You did fuck. You told me how tight her asshole was, how it was the best fuck, how her muscles tried to clamp you down.” 
 
    Tanya shook her head, looking down at the carpet. 
 
    “Actually, we didn’t fuck. Well, I managed to get my dick in her, but before I could squirt I felt her dick and panicked. I pulled out and we yelled at each other, and…” 
 
    “You didn’t fuck?” 
 
    Ice was thawing in the soul of Sherry. 
 
    “No. But we did feel used. You set us up. You set this whole thing in motion. And now we have problems.” 
 
    “What problems?” asked Sherry, her eyes squinted. 
 
    “You don’t want to fuck. I don’t know about Tanya, except that she says you don’t treat her right.” 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    Here it was, and Joe sighed and let it out. “I can’t forget about how good Tanya’s asshole was.” 
 
    Silence. Brain blinking silence. 
 
    Tanya kept her head lowered. Joe and Sherry stared at each other. The clock ticked. On the big screen talking heads blathered without noise. 
 
    Finally, Sherry clicked the TV off. She grabbed a drink, lifted it and said, “I’ll drink to that!” 
 
    Joe felt relief. 
 
    Tanya looked up, puzzled, but feeling a shift in the atmosphere. 
 
     
 
    “So tell me about your big fuck?” 
 
    Joe snorted. “It wasn’t much. I was horny, somebody hadn’t been spreading her legs, and I pushed my dick into her.” 
 
    “It was good,” admitted Tanya. “But it was also weird. I mean, strangers in the night.” 
 
    “And you didn’t cum?” 
 
    “I was inside Tanya for maybe twenty seconds, and I was close, then I reached under. I wanted to feel her pussy. Imagine my surprise.” 
 
    Sherry chuckled. “Yes. I can.” 
 
    “It hurt my feelings,” put in Tanya. “You build Joe up, basically tell me to fuck him, and—I even thought my job depended on it—and then he pulls out and starts yelling.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Joe said. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Tanya placed her hand on his knee, then took it off quickly and glanced at Sherry. 
 
    “Hell, touch his knee. You’ve already touched his cock.” Yet it wasn’t said vindictively. 
 
    And Tanya actually did. She touched his knee. “It is okay. You were a gentleman. You treated me with consideration. After you found out I was a man.” 
 
    “So what do we do about this?” Sherry asked, and she followed it up quickly with her real concern. “What do you mean you think about her asshole?” 
 
    Now Joe was nervous. Extra nervous. “I’ve never felt anything like that before. Not that you were a man, but…you were a man. And I don’t have any feeling for you as a man, though I could as a woman. Oh, hell. I don’t know what I mean.” 
 
    “I know,” Tanya muttered. “I know exactly.” 
 
    Something in her voice made Sherry tilt her head. “What do you mean…you know exactly?” 
 
    “Before, when I was a man in figure, I used to wonder about my ass. I was fascinated, and especially by the sensations, but by everything. I experimented. I explored. I used to try and fuck my own butt. I tried various things, and I finally got old enough to buy butt plugs, and one thing led to another, and…it’s not this way for everybody, but I decided to live as a woman.” 
 
    Tanya’s short story was, in spite of the terse manner of speech, gripping. 
 
    “So you’re saying it’s not that Joe is obsessed with your butt…he’s obsessed with his own butt.” 
 
    “That’s usually the way it works. There are studly guys who just want to fuck another man’s butt, but they’re usually gay. But, in my experience, if a man thinks about his butt but isn’t drawn to men, then he is drawn to women…and by that I mean he is drawn to becoming a woman.” 
 
    Now Joe and Sherry were staring at her. 
 
    Sherry: “So it sounds like you have an idea. What do you propose?” 
 
    “Simple. To find out we make Joe into a woman, then you show him what an asshole feels like.” 
 
      
 
    The following days were something of a kaleidoscope.  
 
    Joe and Sherry moved as if in a daze. Thinking. Starting to speak, then stopping. 
 
    Joe was wondering if he really wanted to wear women’s clothes. Underwear. Make up. Just because being inside a trans’ butt was…unforgettable. 
 
    Sherry was judging Joe. She was the alpha, and he was the softer person in their relationship. But did that mean he wanted her to make him into a woman? 
 
    She imagined him in a dress, and, unbelievably, she could see it. 
 
    She imagined him with boobs, or taking hormones. Would she want to live with a man like that? 
 
    And Joe was wondering what would happen to his cock. If he got tits it would be his normal, old boner. But if he took hormones…that was something else. 
 
    Time passed. A little time that felt like a lot of time. 
 
    They made love, but it wasn’t the impassioned thing of old. 
 
    He fucked her to a cum, then drew out, and sometimes she didn’t even have to ask. 
 
    She gave him a blow job, but when it was done and she had swallowed they just looked at each other and thought about it. 
 
    Was a blow job equal to a butt job? 
 
    What would it be like for Joe to be truly submissive? 
 
    They passed in the night. Two tugboats hanging on to the inertia of their lives, afraid to change their path. 
 
    Yet, something had to give. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want implants?” 
 
    They were laying in bed, just talking, but, as usual, the talking was slanted towards him…changing. 
 
    “I’d have to wear a bra.” 
 
    “And other things,” observed Sherry. 
 
    “I’m afraid of hormones. What if my dick stops working?” 
 
    Sherry frowned. She liked a good dick, and he had a good one, but…she wasn’t getting the real benefit of it right now. 
 
    Still, did she want to do without it? She didn’t think so. 
 
    “So what if we get you implants, and just do more research on the hormones?” 
 
    “You mean like estrogen, but not testosterone blockers?” 
 
    It spoke of how far their thinking had progressed that they knew the significance of testosterone vs estrogen. 
 
    “That’s what I was thinking.  Get you some implants. Then talk to a doctor about hormones.” 
 
    “How big should my, uh, tits be?” 
 
    “Big. You’re not a big guy, but your chest is male wide.” 
 
    “Well, we could talk to a doctor.” 
 
    “I already have.” 
 
    Silence for a moment. 
 
    “You talked to a doctor?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    He would have said more, but she was the more forceful in their relationship. 
 
    “Did he have recommendations as far as boob size?” 
 
    “I gave him your measurements and he recommended something called Chyna 2000s.” 
 
    “After the wrestler,” mused Joe. 
 
    For a while they were silent, then Joe said, “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    Joe went down for the implantation on a Friday morning. He took an Uber, and would take one home. 
 
    He entered the office and was treated like a normal person. 
 
    In his mind he was a normal person. Just one who had a need for boobs. 
 
    The doctor came in and made a couple of incisions below his pectorals, then pushed a couple of big, squishy bags under his flesh. Then he glued the incisions, and the operation was over. 
 
    Except that Joe was supposed to keep his arms down for three days, and he was supposed to wear a bra. 
 
    And, in the case of the Chyna 2000s, it had to be a sturdy bra. 
 
      
 
    Joe was sitting in the living room when Sherry came home. He struggled to his feet when she came in and said, “Let’s see ‘em!” 
 
    They were big. Huge, to be exact, and Joe felt the straps cutting into his shoulders. They poked out, and it was all his own, tightly stretched skin. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “I know,” said Joe. 
 
    To be honest, Joe didn’t know what to think. He was a monster, and yet…he had extra organs and they were…sexual. 
 
    Sure, he was a drab kind of a man, but he felt sexy. Having big boobs does that to a guy. 
 
    Sherry came to him and gently felt them. She hefted them, then she reached into his cups and massaged his nipples. 
 
    “Please,” he said. 
 
    “Wanna fuck?” she said. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    But he couldn’t be on top. He couldn’t put his arms in the right positions, and the boobs were uncomfortable, so he lay on his back and Sherry climbed on top. 
 
    She balanced herself by putting her hands on his tits, and she slid down his pole. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she wheezed. “This is hot!” 
 
    And it was. Joe felt extra sexy. 
 
    And Sherry felt extra extra sexy. She had been on top before, but now she was really on top. 
 
    Joe was weak underneath her, recovering from the new sensations and bulk of his chest. And it suddenly struck her: Why do men think they are the strongest? Sure, they have a few muscles, but they cried like little babies, they did what women told them to. And all they really wanted was to have their little nubs rubbed. 
 
    But now she was stronger. She was in charge. She was the one on top, calling the shots, doing the deed. 
 
    Joe was just laying there and whining about how his boobs hurt. 
 
    Hell, he had never even had a period! What did he know about pain? 
 
    And, if that thought wasn’t empowering enough, she came. Maybe it was the position and the thoughts, but, whatever, her pussy blew up and flew to the moon! 
 
    She gasped and her muscles locked up and everything just came together! 
 
    She fell off Joe, who whined, “What about me?” 
 
    “Next time, baby. It’ll do you good to wait.” And, following on top of everything, she blurted, “When we’re you going to start taking hormones?” 
 
    Joe stared up at her. 
 
      
 
    Tanya had connections, and she got Joe hormones. She also gave him warnings. 
 
    “Look, these are really strong pills. Instead of waiting for months for your body to change, you’re going to wait for weeks.” 
 
    “But I’ll still have full function in my dick?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” Then she added, “But you will go through a period of limp dick. It won’t be long. In fact, when your boobs have almost fully grown, about a month, maybe two, your dick will start popping up. And it’s going to be bigger and stronger than you ever imagined!” 
 
    Joe was liking this. He liked having big sex organs on his chest. He liked the idea that he was going to have super boners. He just wished it would hurry up. 
 
    Sherry liked it, too. She was more and more in charge. She liked the way Joe  whined and gulped and carried on. She was making him do this. She was making him lose control.  
 
    She was in charge. 
 
    As Joe changed she loved it more and more, and she became hornier and hornier. 
 
    Her pussy was always wet, and then Joe started to go limp. 
 
    First he couldn’t cum too easily. Then his boners seemed to be…less stiff. 
 
    And, finally, they stopped all together. 
 
    Sherry had him use a strap on on her. 
 
    Heck, they were planning on using it on him, and if it was good enough for the male, it was certainly good enough for the female. Right? 
 
      
 
    Tanya became a regular visitor to their house. She brought Joe his pills. She watched as Sherry became stronger and more powerful. 
 
    And she helped Joe make the transition into a more feminine person. 
 
    “So I need to always stroke down with the nail polish?” 
 
    “Always.” Tanya stroked down from cuticle to tip. His nails were a half inch longer than his regular nails, and they were shiny and red. “And I suggest always using good glue. You don’t want them to lift off. You know?” 
 
    “Okay?” Joe smiled at her. 
 
    She kissed him lightly on the lips and patted his cheeks. “Your hair is getting longer. Would you like to style it?” 
 
    “Is it long enough?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure. We’ll make a bob, curl it over your forehead.” 
 
    She worked on him every couple of days, even getting time off from work. 
 
    As the weeks passed Joe was becoming more and more lovelier. His hair grew longer, he grew adept at repairing his nails. He learned about make up and painted his lips with a plumper so they’d be fatter, then with bright red lip stain. 
 
    And his body was changing. 
 
    His waist was becoming more slender and his ass was getting rounder. His tits, already large with the Chyna 2000 implants, became even bigger as the hormones gave him his own natural growth. 
 
    The hormones were really working. 
 
    Unfortunately, he was going through the temporary limpness of his cock. 
 
    It made him sad when he pleasured his wife. He had to use his mouth, and the strap on. 
 
    On the other hand, the strap on was exciting for the simple reason that one day she would be using it on him. 
 
    And so time passed. 
 
     
 
    “How soon do you think we’ll be ready?” Joe asked Tanya. 
 
    She was curling his hair. “Tonight.” 
 
    “What? Really?” 
 
    Tanya smiled. “What? You want to wait longer?” 
 
    “No! Can I call Sherry?” 
 
    He had taken to asking permission of the females in his life. 
 
    “Of course you can. Just let me finish…there we go.” 
 
    Joe almost ran into the other room. He picked up his cell and tapped a number. 
 
    “Honey? Are you ready for the big time?” 
 
    Sitting in the other room, Tanya could hear Sherry’s excitement. They had been planning this for months. And now it was finally time. 
 
    Oh, boy! 
 
      
 
    Sherry came home a little early. She was surprised to find Tanya still there, but she greeted her friend with a hug. “Come for the blast off, eh?” 
 
    “Don’t you know it. I’d come in and root for the teams if I could.” 
 
    Sherry laughed. “That would be too much. Besides. We’re going to be rooting for ourselves just plenty. 
 
    Sherry had brought home Chinese and they sat at the dining room table and played with chopsticks. 
 
    And Sherry and Joe kept looking at each other. Giggling. They were so excited. 
 
    Finally, dinner over, a couple of drinks downed, Sherry stood up and took Joe’s hand. “Come on, lover. It’s time to find out how the other half lives.” 
 
    Joe glanced at Tanya, grinned and blushed, and followed his wife down the hallway. 
 
    Smiling, Tanya waited until the door shut, then tip toed down the hallway and listened at the door. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, honey, isn’t this exciting?” Sherry took off her dress. Standing in her underwear she was a prepossessing woman. Standing in her underwear with the strap on around her hips, she was even more prepossessing. 
 
    Joe watched her, and smiled. He was nervous. Heck, he was downright scared. But they had planned this. This was the point of it all. 
 
    He took off his panties and lay down on the bed. 
 
    “You want me face up or face down?” 
 
    “Face down, honey.” She wanted to be totally in charge, and having him able to look up at her, to even have the slightest chance of questioning her…she wanted him face down. 
 
    Joe lay on the bed and scooted a pillow under his hips. Normally he would be able to lay like this. His cock was too big. But now it was limp. No problem, and it lay half under the pillow and did nothing. 
 
    Sherry applied some lube to his butt. She took her time and massaged his rectum and worked the lube into the crevices. 
 
    Joe moaned. It felt good. They had been doing this for the past couple of weeks. She would lube him up and work his butt with a variety of butt plugs.  
 
    He was ready for the big strap on. 
 
    Outside the door Tanya listened and smiled. 
 
    Finally, he was ready, and Sherry was more than ready. She moved forward and pushed her dildo into his anal passage. 
 
    Joe’s eyes opened wide. There was a little pain, but then the dildo slipped all the way in and he gave a sigh. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he muttered, his face half turned into the bed. 
 
    Sherry smiled and began thrusting her hips forward and back. 
 
    Joe felt the thing opening him up. He felt more pleasure than he had ever felt before. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” muttered Sherry, licking her lips. This was the ultimate. This was the best. She was not just in charge, it was like she was taking over his spirit. That which made him male was being transferred into her, and she groaned with the feeling of empowerment. 
 
    “Fuck!” whined Joe. “Fuck me, baby.” 
 
    Suddenly the bedroom door opened and Tanya entered. 
 
    Joe and Sherry froze mid-fuck. 
 
    “Well, kids, I have some news for you.” 
 
    Both Joe and Sherry had open mouths as they stared at Tanya. 
 
    “What you guys did was cruel. Your idea of a practical joke, Sherry, to trick your husband into fucking a trans just for your own amusement, and Joe, you said to act like nothing happened, and you justified it all away. You protected your wife in her stupid joke, and that was just as hurtful as what she did. So what I did was give you the testosterone blockers. You’re going to be limp for a year. For a year the only sex you get will be the strap on, and the same goes for you, Sherry.” 
 
    “But…but…” Joe blubbered. 
 
    “You didn’t…you couldn’t…” blathered Sherry. 
 
    “This is my practical joke on you. A year of limp. And let me tell you something. There are people who are trans, and bi, and gay, and whatever. They make choices, and sometimes they have a rough life. But you self-entitled assholes made a stupid, whimsical choice for me. So now you just got a whimsical choice, and I hope you like it. At the end of a year you’ll figure it out. And, with that said I get the final word. Sherry…I QUIT!” 
 
    Tanya turned and walked out of the room. 
 
    After a stunned minute Sherry said, “Man. She was pissed off. I don’t think I’ve seen anybody so mad.” 
 
    And Joe said, “Could you move your hips forward and back a bit?” 
 
    And Sherry did. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to go to the convention!” Tom’s wife stamped her foot in frustration. 
 
    Tom grinned. “Poor girl.” 
 
    “Don’t ‘poor girl’ me! You, you lucky son of a bitch, get to sit around and drink beer and watch baseball games!” 
 
    “Would you like to watch a little baseball?” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    Jan sat down and rolled nylons up her sexy legs. Tom loved how the material gave her legs a sexy sheen. He liked it when they gave his legs a sexy sheen, too. 
 
    “I know, you want to eat chocolates and watch soap operas.” 
 
    Jan growled and pulled her tummy shaper up. 
 
    “You getting a little thicker in the waist?” he raised his eyebrows innocently. 
 
    Jan gave him a look that would have shriveled pork chops. She began pulling her pencil skirt up. She hated pencil skirts. They were uncomfortable and you could only walk with the lower halves of your legs. 
 
    “Well, I guess I better go buy some ice. You know that beer tastes the best when it has been submerged in ice and water for a few hours.” 
 
    Jan made a nasty face at him, then put on her bra. 
 
    Her ass was round, but that was okay because her boobs were big. And soft. With stiff nipples that he loved to suck on. 
 
    “Say, do you have enough time? Maybe a little more sex would put you in a better mood.” 
 
    “Do I have time? If I had time I’d kick your bony ass.” 
 
    The bra was uncomfortable. Made her feel like a horse in harness. She especially hated the underwires, they left red marks under her breasts. 
 
    “I think it’s the Dodgers today. I don’t think I’ll even bother to get dressed. I’ll just sit around in my underwear, maybe stroke myself a little. Drink beer all day and just have a good time. 
 
    Jan pulled on her blouse, held up her jacket and sneered at it—it, too, was uncomfortable—and turned to him. 
 
    “It’s the start of summer, and you’re a teacher. You get all summer off, and I have to go to a stupid convention. And now you sit there and tease me!” 
 
    “Not my fault that you picked a high paying career. Maybe I could get you a job at the college. Would you like that?” 
 
    Jan put arms into her jacket and wiggled into it. If it wasn’t for the fact that women were more flexible than men she wouldn’t have been able to put it on. 
 
    Tom grinned as she sat down at her vanity table. In spite of the fact that they had screwed the night before, a last shot before she went to a two week convention, he had a big boner. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “What?” she snapped as she powdered her face. 
 
    “I’ve got a problem.” 
 
    She glanced at him in the mirror, and got an even more sour look on her face. He was lying on his back on the bed and stroking his boner. 
 
    She mumbled something that sounded suspiciously like ‘asshole,’ then turned and looked at him. 
 
    “I wish you would try dressing up like a woman one day. I wish you could wear tight, restricting clothes and see how it feels. That boner would be very uncomfortable in a dress. 
 
    “Oh, no thanks,” he lied. “It’s the free and easy life for me. I love sitting in my underwear and drinking beer and watching millionaires hit home runs. 
 
    She ignored him. She was working on her eyes now, shading them a light dusky color, making them look scintillating, exciting. 
 
    No wonder he had an erection. 
 
    Tom swiveled to a seating position on the edge of the bed. He loved watching his sexy wife. Almost as much as he loved teasing her. He watched as she opened her mouth slightly and rolled the delicious, red lipstick on. 
 
    Her lips were plump and curvy, and he loved kissing them. 
 
    She stood up. “Okay, bozo retard boy. Take my luggage out so you can get to your stupid beer.” 
 
    Tom stepped into has sweat bottoms. He was going to have to go outside, after all. He picked up her small suitcase and rolled the big one. He followed her down the hall. 
 
    Jan had a rolling walk, her buns swishing back and forth with a vengeance. Her high heeled calves were taut and smooth. Her back was straight, and everything was put together perfectly. 
 
    He suddenly wished she could stay home. At least for another day. She was such a turn on. 
 
    Jan picked up her purse in the foyer and marched out the front door. Her heels made loud tapping sounds as she walked down the walk to their car. 
 
    “Sure you don’t want to call in sick?” joked Tom as he opened the trunk and loaded her bags.” 
 
    “God. I wish I could. But I’m in charge.” 
 
    Then it was time to say good by. He put his arms around her luscious body and hugged her. Her breasts were firm and pointy in her bra. He wanted to cop a feel, but they were in daylight, in front of God and everybody. 
 
    “Okay, honey. I’m sorry I nagged you.” 
 
    “You weren’t too bad this time,” he laughed.  
 
    She smiled ruefully. “It’s just that I really wanted to start the summer with you. I’ve got four weeks of vacation, plus bonuses. I could drink all your beer and make you clean the house.” 
 
    Tom laughed at that idea. “Well, call me every night. We’ll have phone sex, if I’m not too drunk.” 
 
    She touched his chin with here red tipped fingernails. “You better not be too drunk.” 
 
    “Speaking of which, if you hurry up and leave I could make a bourbon sandwich.” 
 
    “A bourbon what?” 
 
    A new invention I’ve been thinking about.” 
 
    Jan chuckled as she got behind the wheel. “A bourbon sandwich. I bet that would actually sell.” 
 
    “Seriously, honey. Take it easy, have a good time, and I’ll see you in two weeks.” 
 
    “And you have a good time, too.” They kissed through the open window. Just touching so he didn’t smear her lipstick. 
 
    Ten seconds later she was zooming down the street, one hand waving good bye out the window. 
 
      
 
    Tom sauntered up the driveway, and repressed the desire to leap into the air and click his heels. 
 
    He entered the house and walked through it and locked the doors. He pulled the drapes. He shimmied out of his sweat pants. 
 
    His boner flared up. It poked into the cool air and he sighed with relief. 
 
    He loved his wife, and he loved when she left. These conventions were exactly what he needed. The cat was going to play while the mouse was away. 
 
    He walked out to the garage and climbed into the loft. Stuck in the corner, behind heavy boxes where his wife couldn’t reach, was his stash. 
 
    He pulled the box down and carried it through the house. It was pretty heavy for a small box, but that was because it was stuffed to the gills with his favorite toys. 
 
    Tom placed the box on the bed, patted it and smiled, then headed for the bathroom. He stepped into the shower and lathered his body up. Wielding a razor he began shaving his body. The blade slid over his hairs and scraped him smooth. 
 
    One of the things that he marveled at was that Jan never called him on his lack of hair. He told her he did it for swimming, but he didn’t swim that much. Still, she bought it, so…? 
 
    He washed the little curlies off his flesh and double shaved his face. 
 
    Getting out of the shower he stood in front of the mirror, his boner at attention, and brushed his hair. He combed it from under and gave a twist, making it a bob. It looked particularly feminine when he was done. 
 
    He took a moment and applied a sweet smelling lotion to his body. He loved to smell good. 
 
    And, he plucked his eyebrows…very carefully. Too much and they wouldn’t grow back fast enough and Jan would notice. 
 
    He returned to the bedroom and went straight the box. He turned it over and a bundle of clothes spread out over the bedspread. He couldn’t help but break into a big smile as he took note of the individual items in his stash. 
 
    Panties and bra. Nylons. A corset. High heels. A couple of dresses. A small make up kit. And…breast forms. 
 
    First, he spread a couple of paper towels over a regular towel and did his toenails. He took his time, prepping them, stroking even lines from cuticle to tip. 
 
    After the toenails were done he got out a small box of fake nails. He glued them on with Gorilla Glue. The nails would last a couple of weeks no problem. He didn’t want any of his nails to lift off while he was en femme. 
 
    He began painting his now long fingernails. He loved the rich, red color, and when he put on the lacquer they shined! 
 
    He let everything dry, then pulled on his stockings. 
 
    Most women would probably curse at having to roll nylons onto legs with long fingernails. 
 
    He loved it. 
 
    He loved having to work his fingers just right, he loved seeing how they looked so long and feminine. 
 
    After the nylons he put on the heels. He should wait, put them on last, but he couldn’t wait to feel the way his feet arched in the steep things. 
 
    He looked at the clock on the side table. Jan was an hour away now. She had a four hour drive, and he didn’t envy her. But, her driving time was his make up time. 
 
    He put glue on his chest, then on the backs of the breast forms. One at a time he applied them to his chest, holding them and making sure they were properly positioned. 
 
    He looked in the mirror and was impressed. He watched his diet all year, making sure he would look feminine when he put on the tits. And it worked. 
 
    He put on his bra and his boner was extra hard now. 
 
    Then he came to the hard part. 
 
    That extra hard boner had to be smaller. 
 
    He actually should have shrunk it before he started, but it was so exciting getting dressed, and it made his boner bounce so hard…he reached into the box and pulled out a small vial of pills. He unscrewed the top and took out one pill. 
 
    One single pill. He had just found them on the internet, and they were designed to make him soft for one month. He didn’t know what was in them, but they were designed for people who had operations and weren’t supposed to get erections. 
 
    Since one pill was good for one month, and he only had two weeks, he went into the kitchen and used a knife to cut the pill in half. 
 
    He mixed his first drink of the day. Bourbon and Coke, and he washed the half a pill down. 
 
    He didn’t know how long it was going to take for the pill to work. Some estimates had one hour. Some had fifteen minutes. But…he was willing to wait. 
 
    Besides, he still had some work to do. 
 
    He sauntered back into the bedroom, listening to his heels click on the kitchen and the hallway surfaces. 
 
    For his first day he decided to wear a tummy shaper. The corset would come in a couple of days, when he was accustomed to wearing such tight clothes. 
 
    Careful of his fingernails, he pulled the tummy shaper up and left the snap at the bottom unsnapped. That would come later. 
 
    It was time for make up, and he opened up his little kit and went to work. 
 
    He cleansed and primed, put on foundation and blush. His face was transforming nicely. He tried to not get tanned before summer because he liked the white look of his skin when he was made up. 
 
    He worked on his eyes, doing what his wife had done an hour and a half ago, making his eyes dusky and sexy. He applied liner and mascara. 
 
    God! He was sexy! 
 
    Finally, he applied plumper to his lips, waited a few minutes while they got over the burn, then put on lipstick. 
 
    And he was stunned to realize that he didn’t have a boner! 
 
    But he always had a boner when he put on lipstick! 
 
    That half a pill must have really worked! 
 
    He reached into his box and took out a smaller box. He opened the smaller box and took out a velvet bag. 
 
    He opened the velvet bag and shook three objects into his hand. 
 
    A ring to circle his cock and balls, a tube to encase his cock, and a small padlock. 
 
    His cock was now soft enough to put in the chastity tube. And now, courtesy of the pill, it wouldn’t hurt. It wouldn’t try to grow and get out and squeeze through tight places and cause him pain. 
 
    And it felt so cool to have that reminder hanging between his legs. 
 
    He tied a small strip of leather around the chastity tube, then pulled it back between his legs. There was a loop at the back of the tummy shaper. He wasn’t sure what it was for, but it was perfect for keeping his package back out of the way. 
 
    And, finally, the pièce de résistance…a dress. 
 
    It was short and shimmery blue. It was form fitting, and it presented his breasts as real. He slipped into the dress and wiggled a bit until it was perfectly in place. 
 
    It was time for another drink. 
 
    Tom headed for the kitchen. He made another stiff bourbon and Coke, and decided to watch baseball. He clicked his heels into the entertainment room, turned on the big screen, and tuned in a game. 
 
    Sitting and watching, sipping and cheering, preening and feeling so beautiful and proud, Tom watched the game. And he was unaware of things that were happening that were going to change his life. 
 
     
 
    Jan was irritated, but she accepted the facts of life. 
 
    The facts of life were that she had a job, and that job entailed occasional conventions, and she had to be away from home sometimes. 
 
    Lucky Tom. He didn’t make as much money as her, but he lived a life he liked. Drinking beer and watching baseball. Or football or basketball or whatever the season was. 
 
    She sighed and kept her eyes on the road. She was two hours into her drive, and she was glad she had opted for driving. It was a beautiful country, and it was nice to get out and see a little of it. 
 
    Tootle a toot doot da doot. 
 
    Her cell phone was in the seat next to her. She reached forward and pressed the green button on her dash. “Jan here.” 
 
    “Jan! How are you?” 
 
    Jan smiled. It was Barbara, her boss. 
 
    “About to have an orgasm, girl. Right here in the middle of nowhere.” 
 
    “Oh, you lucky bitch. I remember what those were like. Back when there were studly men in the world.” 
 
    They chatted for a bit, joking and laughing and having a good time. Finally, Barbara said, “Well, I should probably tell you why I called.” 
 
    “Certainly not to brighten my day…” 
 
    “Oh, God, no. You’re fired.” 
 
    “Oh, goody! I can collect unemployment and live off the fat of the land!” 
 
    “Nope. You’re hired.” 
 
    It broke through to Jan that her friend wasn’t kidding. “You’re actually telling me something here?” 
 
    “Yep. Company is restructuring. You’re officially fired, and rehired, and, by the way, we decided to put you in charge of conventioneering.” 
 
    “What?” Jan had a slight sick feeling. Was she going to have to do more conventions? More traveling? Barbara’s next words dispelled that idea. 
 
    “You’ll be training three people to do what you’re doing now. You’ll have to take an occasional one day trip to check them out on site, but from now on…you’re going to be working from home.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “And it all starts now. Well, in four weeks. Would you mind taking vacation a little early” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “As a man with a boner. Turn around. Go home. When the legals are done with the restructure we’ll call you in. Sometime after four weeks. Might even be five or six. With pay. Think you can handle that?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. There is a God.” Jan turned across the divider, breaking the law, but who cared! 
 
    They talked for a few minutes more, then Jan put the pedal to the metal and watched for cops. Boy, was Tom going to be surprised! 
 
      
 
    Two hours to the middle of nowhere, and two hours back. Yet it certainly wasn’t a wasted drive. She had time for reflection, she had a wonderful drive contemplating her new job, and she had the anticipation of walking in on Tom, grabbing a beer and just sitting down and watching some dumb game. 
 
    Heck, she giggled, she might even give him some of that sex stuff he was always wanting. 
 
    Men, Hunh! 
 
    She turned down her street and pulled into the driveway. Everything was the same, except that all the drapes were drawn. Weird. 
 
    She got out of her car and sauntered up to the front door. It was locked. She frowned. They lived in a neighborhood where people rarely locked their doors. 
 
    She bent her knees and reached under the doormat. She picked up the key and inserted it into the lock. Click. She opened the door. 
 
    It was quiet, except for a far away rumble of voices. She was starting to think there might be something wrong now, and she sidled up to the entertainment room and peeked in. Empty. The TV on low. A baseball game.  
 
    But where was Tom? 
 
    She walked down the hallway, making sure her heels didn’t click. She peeked into the room. 
 
    It was gloomy, and her eyes needed another couple of seconds to adjust. She blinked and peered, made out a shape on the bed. It was Tom. It was…what was he wearing? 
 
    She tip toed across the room, though she needed not to. He was sleeping the sleep of the drunk. 
 
    He was dressed like a woman. Completely like a woman. His face was made up. He had on lingerie and a dress. He even had long, red fingernails! 
 
    And his hair was coiffed in a bob. 
 
    And he had fake tits! 
 
    And his red lips rippled as he snored lightly. 
 
    And he smelled…sweet. 
 
    She started to speak, then stopped. She was confused. She turned and crept out of the room. In the hallway she leaned against the wall and took deep breaths. 
 
    Tom. He was…what was he? A crossdresser? Was he gay? Was he doing this transitioning thing? Did he actually want to be a woman? 
 
    For a long minute she was close to tears, then she shook some sense into herself. She took out her cell phone and walked back into the room. She took pictures. Lots of pictures. She moved around boldly, took closeups of him. 
 
    Then she filmed a video. All angles, moving around, a permanent record of his…activities. 
 
    She saw the box and emptied it, recording all the little toys. She snapped pictures of the butt plugs and reached in and pulled out a strap on with a big dildo. What the fuck? 
 
    And, at the bottom, handcuffs. Four of them, all shiny and looking like they had never been used. 
 
    That was when Jan started smiling. Moving carefully, not wanting to awaken Tom, she snapped the cuffs to his wrists and ankles, and then to the bed posts. 
 
    She had to move his arms and legs a bit, but he didn’t awaken.  
 
    That’s when she started to giggle. He had dressed up like a girl, gotten drunk and passed out. And now she had him. 
 
    It was an energizing feeling, being in total control, knowing that when he awoke he was going to be completely under her thumb. 
 
    She knew she was the alpha in their relationship. He was happy to teach school while she was butting heads in the corporate world. He was laid back while she was driven. 
 
    Well, those who were driven were destined to rule those who weren’t, and that was a manifest destiny. 
 
    Finally, done with her little tie up, she was about to head out for the kitchen, and she she realized that he had no boner bump in the dress. It was flat there. So what had he done with his cock? 
 
    She lifted up his dress and saw the tummy shaper. She undid the snaps at the bottom—unbelievably, Tom still didn’t wake up!—and saw the chastity tube. She saw how it had been pulled back by a strip of leather. 
 
    Holy fuck! she thought, as she snapped the tummy shaper back together and pulled down his dress. He really went all out on this! 
 
     
 
    Tom awoke two hours later. He was groggy, and the room swirled a little bit. Man, he shouldn’t have drunk so much. Well, he was sticking to beer after this, and—what the fuck? 
 
    He pulled his arms and they didn’t move. He looked at his arms and blinked. What the fuck? 
 
    He tried to move his legs, but they were fastened to the bed, too. 
 
    He raised his head and looked around. The room was the same, dark and gloomy. He couldn’t see anything different, but…how had he gotten tied up? 
 
    Then he realized that there had to be somebody else there. In the house. Somebody had broken in and tied him up! 
 
    He opened his mouth to yell, but stopped. He was frightened. Whoever it was, they seemed willing to go to extremes. 
 
    He tried to pull his hands out of the cuffs, but they were tight. He tried to work the cuffs against the bed posts, but they just rattled.  
 
    There was no way he was going to get loose, except, maybe…maybe he could pull the bed apart! Maybe he could just struggle enough that the wood came apart and he could then find the key and… 
 
    Click! Click! Click! 
 
    Somebody was coming! A woman, from the sound of it. He closed his eyes, leaving a slit for one eye to see who came into the room. 
 
    A shadow through the slit. He couldn’t quite make out the figure. Not unless he let them know he was awake. 
 
    But he didn’t need to worry about whoever it was finding out he was awake. 
 
    “Hi, Tom.” 
 
    Tom’s eyes opened in shock.  
 
    Jan walked across the room and sat on the side of the bed. 
 
    Tom’s face was now a bright red, his mind was like the collection of silvery shards from a glass that had been broken and the shards gathered up in a bloody hand. 
 
    He couldn’t think. He couldn’t speak. Sounds came out of his mouth, his head jerked back and forth, and he wished he was somewhere else, anywhere else, than here. 
 
    He would have settled for instant transportation into the cook pot of hungry cannibals rather than his own bed. 
 
    He would have loved to wake up in a den of hibernating grizzly bears. 
 
    He would have preferred waking up in the middle of the field at Gettysburg. 
 
    But he was here. In his own bedroom. His heart pounding so hard he thought it would rip through the fabric of his chest. 
 
    “How’s it going?” 
 
    Jan was patient. Letting her words sink in. Giving him lots of time to answer. 
 
    “Uh…” but that was all that came out of his mouth. 
 
    “By the way, I got a promotion today. I won’t have to be traveling to conventions. I’ll be making more money, and I’ll be able to spend lots of time at home. Isn’t that great?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to meet some friends. So I’ll leave you to your own devices.” She kissed his cheek and stood up. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She made it across the room before he yelped, “Wait!” 
 
    She turned, a smile on her face. “Yes, dear?” 
 
    Breathing hard, almost gasping, Tom asked, “Could you let me up?” 
 
    Jan took a step towards him, put one finger on her cheek and touched her elbow with the other hand. “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Well, uh…because I…I need to get up.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “After all, you’ve got nothing to do, and you like to eat chocolates and watch soap operas…” 
 
    His face still bright red, he said. “No. I like to drink beer and watch games.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. You can’t fool me anymore. Men do that kind of stuff. Are you honestly going to try and sell me on the idea of your manliness when you’re…like you are?” She was grinning. 
 
    “Please, I’m sorry. Can’t you…let me go.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t have time. As I said, I’ve got a meeting. Some of the girls have seen the pictures of you that I posted on Facebutt…” 
 
    “WHAT?” Now he wasn’t red-faced, he was white-faced as the blood drained out of head. 
 
    “I decided that I didn’t know enough about men and their strange pursuits. So I started a group on Facebutt. You wold be shocked at how many women have this same problem, their men thinking they want to be women.” 
 
    “But..but, honey…I…I…” 
 
    “Ta ta,” she waved, and the next sound he heard was her heels clicking down the hallway. 
 
    Tom lay on the bed, and was totally and irrevocably shattered. 
 
    She knew his secret. She didn’t seem mad. She hadn’t let him up. It was, in fact, her that had secured him. 
 
    He wanted to get out of his dress and his make up. He wanted to destroy his box and all its contents. 
 
    But he couldn’t move. 
 
    Then he started to pull on his handcuffs. He struggled and pulled until his wrists bled, but the bed was sturdy, and he was going to have to wait until Jan released him. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
      
 
    Jan hadn’t told him the truth. She hadn’t posted pictures of him, and she didn’t have a group of women on Facebutt. She did, however, have three friends who were intensely interested, and they had formed a private group. And now they were going to have a little chat, meet in person, and discuss what to do about men. 
 
    Men being, specifically, Tom. Although each of these women were considering the problem in the lights of their own husbands. 
 
    Jan walked into Charley Coyote’s and back to the patio. 
 
    Charley Coyote’s was a combo restaurant and night club, and it served large drinks of good alcohol, and all the prime rib a man could eat. 
 
    Or all the salad weight conscious women could devour. 
 
    Trish was blonde and large. She was six foot and had a statuesque frame with boobs big enough to knock a man’s hat off. 
 
    Sally was small and slender. Good boobs, but it was her chocolate face and lush lips that commanded inspection. 
 
    Then there was Jenny, a red head with the typical ginger’s sense of humor. 
 
    “Hey, bitches,” Jan sat down and waved at the waiter. Greetings were exchanged, orders were made, and the party was started. 
 
    “I came home today and discovered my husband dressed as a woman.” 
 
    “Ha!” said Trish, sucking down a martini. 
 
    “I’d spank that bitch,” muttered Sally, drinking a large gulp through a straw. Her big, red lips looked particularly juicy. Or would to a man. 
 
    “Was he good looking?” grinned Jenny. 
 
    That set the tone for the meeting. Humor, anger, and appreciation. 
 
    Jan wasn’t sure how she felt, but in the company of her friends she tended to soften up and enjoy the situation. 
 
    The group went over the photos and the videos. they made suggestions, mostly ribald, and they agreed that Tom was going to have to go further. Heck, he had a whole summer to be made over. They could stagger vacations, blackmail him, and do what they wanted. 
 
    Like Jan, they were suddenly appreciative of the fact that they had a man under their thumbs. 
 
      
 
    Several hours later, all tipsy, the girls staggered out of Charley Coyote’s and headed for Jan’s house. 
 
    Driving carefully, they arrived and parked their cars and entered the house. 
 
    Tom was awake, had been awake the whole time, and he listened with dread to the sound of not one set of high heels clicking, but a whole herd of high heels clicking. 
 
    What the fuck was he going to do? How had he gotten into this? How was he going to get out of this. 
 
    The women filed into the bedroom and stood in a grinning circle. Their eyes were delighted and considering. They were all sexy, and they all struck proud poses. 
 
    “What…what is going on?” burbled Tom, forcing the words out of his mouth. 
 
    “Tom, this is Trisha, Sally and Jenny. You’ve never met them before. Heck, before today I had only met them over the internet.” 
 
    “What are you doing…let me go…you can’t do this…” 
 
    He was speaking phrases, but didn’t make a lot of sense. Jan answered his phrases in quicksnap succession. 
 
    We’re going to take charge of your transition. No. We can.” 
 
    Tom blinked and tried to figure it out. He was totally cowed. To be caught like this…it was crazy. 
 
    Trish sighed, “Look, Tom, here’s the meat. We own you. And that’s it. Got it?” 
 
    Tom stared at the women, his heart felt like it was going to explode, and he didn’t get it. 
 
    But he would.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The women finally let Tom up. They explained that he wasn't allowed to get out of his female clothes, and if he did, or didn’t do exactly as they said, they were going to post the pictures and video. 
 
    Tom felt a tad relieved that they hadn’t released them before, and he found himself nodding. 
 
    Jan undid the cuffs. She leaned over him to get the ones on the far side of his bed, and her breasts smushed into his face. 
 
    The girls all laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    “Okay, Tom, we’re all going out to the patio. Fetch us some drinks.” 
 
    Shortly, Tom was handing out bourbon and Cokes. He was not in high heels and the girls quickly upbraided him.  
 
    “You put those heels on right now,” muttered Sally, “or we’ll glue them to your feet.” 
 
    Looking very subdued, Tom ran for the bedroom and returned in high heels. 
 
    It was a beautiful day, the sun was out, the clouds were hiding, and the girls toasted and sipped. 
 
    Tom started to go back in the house. 
 
    “Where you going, white boy?” snapped Sally. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “You stay right here until we need you. And don’t slouch.” 
 
    “I think we need to buy him some implants,” offered Jenny. 
 
    The girls studied Tom thoughtfully. 
 
    “Yep,” agreed Trish. 
 
    “Big, old boobs that wiggle and bounce,” said Sally. 
 
    The girls all chuckled, and Tom felt about an inch tall. 
 
    “Tom,” asked Jan, “I notice that your chastity tube is, uh…inactive. Why isn’t your dick getting hard, or at least trying to?” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    the girls stared at him. 
 
    “I took a pill.” 
 
    “You took a pill? To make your dick soft?” Trish was incredulous. 
 
    “Hell, I’da chopped it off for you.” Sally grinned a mean grin. 
 
    “How long does it last?” asked Jenny. 
 
    Tom muttered something. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I said, uh…I…it’s supposed to last four weeks.” 
 
    “You got rid of boners for four weeks? And I’m on vacation for four weeks! How did you plan on pleasing me?” 
 
    Tom hung his head, “I didn’t. you’re supposed to be gone.” 
 
    “But only for two weeks.” 
 
    “I only took a half a pill.” 
 
    The girls were stunned by this ludicrous confession. They started to laugh, and laughed harder, and finally they were in hysterics. 
 
    “He only took a half a pill!” 
 
    “He’s only half stupid!” 
 
    “Maybe he’ll have half a hard on!” 
 
    When the laughter had died down Jan asked to see the pills. 
 
    Tom handed the pills to his wife and watched while she studied the vial label. 
 
    “Yep. One month of no erections. Take by mouth with or without meals.” 
 
    “Let me see,” Trish took the vial and examined the label. She opened the vial and shook out nine and a half pills. She held up the half pill and grinned, then handed it to Jan and shrugged. 
 
    Jan took the pill, a ripple of laughter on her lips, she handed it to Tom. “If you’re going to rob me then you might just as well rob me all the way.” 
 
    Tom took the pill, but his face was not happy. “But I don’t want to be soft for a whole month! I like having boners!” 
 
    “Could have fooled me, boner butt,” whispered Jenny, which caused more laughter. 
 
    Tom was stuck. He opened his mouth to speak, but the four women just glared at him. 
 
    He swallowed the half pill. And felt like he was going to cry. 
 
    “This is no fair,” he whimpered. “You guys are bullying me!” 
 
    “No,” said Trish. “We’re helping you live your dreams.” 
 
    “I didn’t dream this!” 
 
    Suddenly Trish stood up. She began removing her clothes. The girls watched her, contemplative. Tom stared. 
 
    She was a beauty. So big and full. Her breasts so large, and the nipples were sticking straight out. 
 
    “Time for a swim, girls.” She looked at Tom. “Hey, dickless, better get some towels out here.” 
 
    The other girls laughed and they all stood up and started undressing. 
 
    “Get some more drinks, too, Tom.” And Jan jumped into the pool. 
 
    Tom was caught. He brought out four big towels, made drinks, and stood by. 
 
    Standing by, however, wasn’t enough. 
 
    Trish got out of the pool and picked up her fresh drink. “Dry me off, boner butt.” 
 
    Tom’s jaw dropped. 
 
    “Hurry up, Tom!” snapped Jan from the pool. “I’m about to get out, too.” 
 
    Tom pressed one of the fluffy towels against Trish’s flesh. She grinned as he tried not to look her in the eye. He felt her buns, her tits, and then she demanded that he dry her pussy. 
 
    “Good and dry, slave boy.” 
 
    Tom pressed the towel against her pussy. He could feel her lips, they were large, as was her clitoris.  
 
    “Oh, you’re good, peeny weeny.” 
 
    She sighed, took the towel and laid down on a lounger. 
 
    Jan was next, and she grinned and held his hair at one point and made him look at her. “You having fun? Dickless?” 
 
    “Please, don’t call me that.” 
 
    “Then show me your nice, stiff erection. I dreamed of it all the way home, and then to find out that you destroyed it…” she shook her head, took the towel and lay on her own lounge chair. 
 
    Jenny giggle as he dried her off, kissed his forehead when he dried her tits, and sat down and sipped her drink. 
 
    Then Sally got out of the pool. 
 
    “Okay, white bitch. Time for you to learn how to dry your betters off.” 
 
    The other girls giggled. 
 
    Sally made him dry every single square inch of her lush body. It was small, but there was a still a lot of it. 
 
    He dried her body, her breasts, and she made him lick her nipples. Then her pussy, a lot, until she was sighing and close to an orgasm. “Did you know there are twenty square feet of skin on the average human body?” she told the other girls. 
 
    They laughed, told Tom to pick up the towels, then get them more drinks. 
 
    Tom hung his head. He slumped, and Sally yelled at him for that, so he stiffened up his back. 
 
    He put the towels in the wash and started a cycle, then he made more drinks. When he took them out the girls were sitting up, heads together, and it was obvious they were discussing what to do with him. 
 
    “I think…” 
 
    “He can’t get a dick up so we aren’t…” 
 
    “I want my gutters cleaned.” 
 
    Tom moved softly, trying to listen as they weren’t paying attention to him. Women have a sixth sense, however, and Trish looked up and snapped, “I want to hear your heels whenever you walk. No more sneaking around and trying to listen to your betters.” 
 
    “Tom! I absolutely forbid sneaking around!” Jan stated. 
 
    “I gonna spank that bitch,” muttered Sally. 
 
    Tom made his heels click, his calves were getting sore, but… “Can I take my heels off for a while? My legs are getting sore.” 
 
    They didn’t even bother answering him, just took their fresh drinks and sipped and lay back. 
 
    Sally turned over and lowered the back of the lounge chair. “Massage my back, bitch boy.” 
 
    Tom groaned. He was getting tired of all the creative names the girls were addressing him by. He looked down at Sally’s exquisite form. 
 
    She was slender, but her butt was round—she had booty—and her skin was firm and taut. 
 
    He looked at his wife. 
 
    “Well?” Jan grinned at him. 
 
    The dream of every married man, to put his hands all over the flesh of another woman, but for Tom it was no longer a happy dream.  
 
    “Come on, bitch!” 
 
    Tom knelt next to the lounge chair, his knees on a folded towel. His knees still felt the hard cement of the patio. 
 
    He placed his hands on her back and rubbed. 
 
    “Dig those fingers in, bitch. Let me feel it!” 
 
    Tom pushed his fingers into her flesh. He massaged her back, worked down through some very sexy muscles, and was at her ass. 
 
    He glanced at Jan, who was still grinning. 
 
    He gripped Sally’s buns and kneaded them. He dug his fingers in them, and suddenly became aware of the real cruelty of all this. 
 
    He couldn’t get a boner. He couldn’t even feel his dick sway. What the fuck had he been thinking of, taking that pill? 
 
    “That’s what I like,” Sally said. Her eyes were closed. 
 
    And Tom felt his horniness kick into super high gear. 
 
    He didn’t have a boner, but he had his hands on a naked woman, and his mind was a riot. It was creating a horniness that he had never conceived of. He was hornier without the hard on than with. Now he didn’t want to just put his hard dick in foreign pussy, he wanted to and didn’t even have a hard on to put in! 
 
    “He’s turned on,” said Trish. 
 
    “How can you tell?” 
 
    “Look at how hard his nipples are.” 
 
    “Hey! White bitch! Rub your nipples on my buns!” 
 
    Tom experienced a moment of faintness, then the girls watching him, he bent down and brushed his erect nipples over Sally’s hard buns. 
 
    “Fuck! She really turned on!” 
 
    Tom felt like crying, but it was going to get worse. Sally turned over. 
 
    Her breasts pointed up in the air, small mounds on her hard muscled body. Her legs were spread and he could see her wiry bush. 
 
    “Just like a flapjack, it’s the other side. Now do me good.” 
 
    Now the other girls were leaning forward in their chairs. they were watching, and they were breathless. 
 
    It was one thing to have a slave boy. It was another thing to actually do something with him. 
 
    Or her, in this case. 
 
    Dazed from his own horniness, Tom put his hands on Sally. He started with her belly, and she quickly moved him up to her tits. 
 
    “Rub ‘em good, baby. And give my nipples a good suck.” 
 
    Again, Tom looked to Jan, but she only watched with avid eyes. 
 
    He squeezed her mounds, palpated them, then finally lowered his mouth. 
 
    Her nipples were rigid, and they had a peculiar taste, a condensation of sweat, he though in his own mind, searching for a way to describe his experiences. 
 
    Sally grabbed his head and made him suck harder. “I ain’t no lily white school girl, dick face. You do me good or I’ll shit on you.” 
 
    The other girls giggled at her crudeness, and she smiled at them. 
 
    Tom sucked and licked and did his best, then she shoved him down towards her crotch. “Okay, baby, time to light the volcano.” 
 
    Tom didn’t even bother to look at his wife. He just gave a sob and bent his head into Sally’s snatch. 
 
    She was delicious. Women of race smell differently than other races. He couldn’t describe the taste of her pussy in words, but he finally decided on the simple word ‘chocolate.’ 
 
    No. It didn’t taste like chocolate. But chocolate would always remind him of the delicious taste of her pussy. 
 
    The other girls started making remarks. 
 
    “Is he gonna get her off?” 
 
    “Do her clit, Dickless.” 
 
    “Put your hands under her buns and lift, Tom.” 
 
    This last from his wife, Tom lifted, and Sally gave a moan as her pussy was better bared for his attentions. 
 
    She came. She came hard, tightening her legs around his face and squeezing so hard he thought he was going to pass out. 
 
    Then she sagged and Tom managed to pull away. He was breathing heavily and his tongue was sore. 
 
    “Geez. Not bad for a white boy.” 
 
    “White girl,” corrected Jan. 
 
    Tom just knelt and breathed. His knees hurt so much he didn’t know if he was going to be able to get up. 
 
    “More drinks, Tom,” Jan commanded. 
 
    Tom struggled, half fell over, then managed to unbend his abused knees. He staggered across the patio, the girls laughing, and entered the kitchen. 
 
    In the kitchen he put his head down on the sink and felt sorry for himself. 
 
    This was supposed to be his vacation! He was supposed to be dressed up and having fun!  
 
    Not waiting on a bunch of bitches who just wanted their pussies eaten for free! 
 
    What was he going to do? 
 
    He was going to fetch drinks, that was what he was going to do. He straightened up and got down more glasses. He was going to have to start the dish washer, they were running out of glasses. 
 
    A few minutes later he clicked his heels on the patio and served another helping of drinks. 
 
      
 
    “Sit down, Tom.” 
 
    Tom obeyed his wife. He felt a strange lurch of excitement within, and didn’t understand it. 
 
    He didn’t understand anything. This was all out of control. 
 
    “Okay, Tom. We’re going to take a short break from our fun. We aren’t going to do this often, so take advantage and relax. Here.” She handed him her glass. He took it and gulped. 
 
    He hadn’t eaten all day, it was near dusk, and he had started the day by being drunk. Yet that one act of kindness, letting him have a drink, went a long way. 
 
    The ladies watched him, and now they were smiling. 
 
    “So, Tom, how long have you been wanting to play at being a woman?” 
 
    Tom was embarrassed, but it had gone far beyond that. He answered honestly. “I’ve been a crossdresser all my life. I used to steal panties. In college I had a stash. In the marines I didn’t have a stash, but I had a month of leave once a year, and I…I indulged my fantasies.” 
 
    “You crossdressed in the marines?” Jenny was incredulous. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “My God. If you got caught you would’ve been shot.” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “And then you met me,” put in Jan. 
 
    “For a long time I didn’t do anything, but the feelings build and build, and…and your conventions were so convenient. I couldn’t help myself.” 
 
    “Well,” said Trish, “Now that your secret is out you won’t have to help yourself.” 
 
    Tom looked up at the women. 
 
    “Your days as a man are over, Tom.” 
 
    Tom focused on Trish.  
 
    “You’re going to be a lot more useful to us the way you are now.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “We own you, Tom. We’re going to do things to you. And you’re going to like it.” 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    Jenny smiled. “Tom, I want you to turn around and bend over.” 
 
    Tom turned around and bent and showed her his butt. 
 
    Jenny touched his brown spot with a finger and he jerked. 
 
    “This might hurt a little at first, but you’re going to learn to love it.” 
 
    She rubbed something slick into his butt. Some kind of lubricant, and the more she rubbed, the deeper she went, the more he liked it. A minute later she had three fingers in him and he was groaning. 
 
    Yet he still had a resistance within. He was shamed. Shamed by her fingers in him, shamed by how much he liked it. 
 
    Jan came around and knelt in front of him. She held his chin, and his shame went deeper and deeper until he started to cry. 
 
    Jan kissed his tears, kissed his mouth, and said, “Enjoy, Tom. It’s what you wanted.” 
 
    “But I didn’t…I did—UNH!” 
 
    Jenny pushed a butt plug into him. He could feel his sphincter protesting…and loving it. 
 
    Jan helped him stand up. “It’s okay, Tom. I know you’re overwhelmed now, but give it a chance. You’re going to love it.” 
 
    She kissed him tenderly, then went back to sit on the lounge. 
 
    Jenny was laying on the lounge chair now. “Okay, Tom. Time for you to thank me.” 
 
    He knew what she wanted, and once again he was assailed by horniness. Horniness made extreme by the plug in his ass. 
 
    He sobbed, and placed his hands on her back. He pressed his digits into her skin and massaged up and down her back. He paid attention to nooks and crannies, and she sighed happily. 
 
    “Get my ass, too, honey.” 
 
    Honey. She had called him honey. Only his wife called him honey. It was a sign of her ownership of him, of all of their ownership of him, that she would call him by that endearment. 
 
    He squeezed her buttocks. Spread them, squooshed them together, and palpated them fiercely. 
 
    Jenny loved it. She wiggled her buns happily, and asked for more. 
 
    Tom went down her legs and up, and there was nothing left to rub, except maybe her butthole, when she flipped over. 
 
    She smiled at Tom through lidded eyes. 
 
    Tom couldn't help himself. He dove for her breasts. They were light colored with really pink nipples, and he pulled and pinched and sucked. He pressed her boobs hard and mouthed the upright nipples. 
 
    Finally, he went over the rest of her body, and wound up at her pussy. 
 
    “Okay, Tom,” said Jenny. 
 
    “Do it, bitch boy,” muttered Sally. “Lick that poontang.” 
 
    Tom licked. And he nibbled and slapped with his tongue. He buried his face in her pussy and, like Sally’s, it had a peculiar odor. Not unpleasant. Actually nice, and it was clean and sweet. Not something he could say for Sally’s pussy. 
 
    Jenny began to grunt. She pulled her nipples with one hand and pushed his head hard with the other hand. 
 
    He felt her muscles twitching, quivering, then she let loose. Her back arched, bring her pussy up into his mouth. The feel of her exploding into his face drove up his horniness. God! It was good! 
 
    Then she pushed him away, lost interest in him. But the rest of the day, and days after, she would look at him and giggle. 
 
    Except for those times when she had him eat her again. Then she would just get intent and not get eaten so much as fuck his face with her groin. 
 
    The night was coming now, and the party moved inside. Tom served more drinks, then fixed four pot pies. Chicken Pot pies, his least favorite. But he wasn’t getting a pie. They told him he was going on a diet starting now, that he had to watch his girlish figure. 
 
    The girls sat in the dining room and ate, and Tom stood to one side. He was tired, exhausted, slightly hung over, but when he asked for a little relief they just laughed at him. 
 
    “This is your boot camp, baby,” said Sally. “You got learn what we expect. You got to learn the right way to act.” 
 
    Tom just stood there and listened. He had no choice. 
 
    Trish: “Do you mind if I use your bedroom?” 
 
    “Actually, could you use the spare room? I love the smell of sex, but since I’m not going to be getting any, at least not from Tom, maybe you could take him in the spare bedroom?” 
 
    “That wold be great. Come on, pussy face. Time to learn what it feels like when a real woman orgasms.” 
 
    The other three girls hooted, and Trish led Tom down the hallway. 
 
    “Make sure those heels clic, bitch,” called out Sally. 
 
    Tom forced himself to walk properly.  
 
    Trish lay down on the bed and sighed. “Do a good job, little boy. Maybe you’ll get a reward someday.” 
 
    Tom went to work. He placed his hands on her magnificent frame and massaged her taut, bronze skin. 
 
    “Mmm.” 
 
    Tom worked up and down and reached the butt. 
 
    “You really like having no boner?” 
 
    “i thought I would. It was an exciting thought. but now…I don’t know.” 
 
    “A little more on my buns, please. So you’re going to have go at least a month without erections.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “God, that would drive me crazy. If I don’t get sex regularly I go crazy. I must be a nympho. Would you like fucking a nympho?” 
 
    “I would, if I had a working dick,” there was an ineffable sadness to his voice. 
 
    Trish looked up at him, smiled, then turned over. “Well, you live and you learn.” 
 
    “That’s for sure.” 
 
    He worked on her tits, they were massive, twice as big as any of the other girls. She pulled his head down to her nipples and moaned as he suckled. 
 
    Then he was massaging her torso, getting closer to her pussy. 
 
    “You realize, of course, that you might be getting more pills?” 
 
    “What?” He froze. 
 
    “Sure. We like you like this, so compliant and well behaved. We wouldn’t want to risk your testosterone coming back and upsetting this arrangement. In fact, we’re seriously discussing hormones. After you get implants, of course.” 
 
    Tom knelt by the side of the bed. He was shocked. This thing was getting out of control. 
 
    “Hey! Get me off, pussy face.” 
 
    Tom bent to her vagina, and his alarming thoughts were derailed by the odor of her womanhood. It wasn’t exactly sweet, it was…sweaty. And strong. Quite strong. Nordic strong. 
 
    All of which caused him more excitement. Excitement of a sexual kind in his whole body, but not reflected by any action of his limp penis. 
 
    Suddenly Trish grabbed his wrist and said, “Fist me.” 
 
    She pushed his hand into her pussy, and he fond her moist and juicy and ready to go. 
 
    “Use your fingers first, build me up,” she commanded. 
 
    He did, two fingers, three, then four with the thumb up. then he lowered the thumb and pointed his fingers into her. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” she groaned, and she pulled his arm into her. 
 
    He could feel all of her embracing his hand and his wrist. 
 
    She kissed him then, her full lips on his, and she whispered, “Punch me…gently. Then go faster.” 
 
    She held his head with one hand, stared at him. Her look was loving.  
 
    He pushed and pulled, and her rim sucked and resisted, but only a little. 
 
    She groaned. 
 
    He moved his arm faster. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she whimpered. “What do I need a dick for when I got this!?” 
 
    Finally, his arm was moving in and out in a blur. She groaned, then her whole body seemed to go in different directions. Her hips went up, forward, onto his forearm. Her back arched and her legs splayed. Her eyeballs rolled, and he felt her pussy muscles grabbing at his arm. 
 
    When the orgasm finally ended she just fell back on the bed, her eyes vacant and unseeing. 
 
    From the door: “Damn, sister. I’m going to have to try that.” 
 
    Trish just pushed at Tom’s head and said, “Get your fucking hand out of me.” 
 
    It was pretty obvious that she was done with him. 
 
    Tom stood up. He looked down at his limp cock. It was in a cage, but even if it was out, he had nothing. He was less than a man. He might as well have been castrated. 
 
    But he was still more horny than he had ever been in his life. 
 
    “Jan wants you, pussy boy.” 
 
    Tom walked slowly to the hallway. He turned down the hallway and Sally said, “Click those heels, bitch.” 
 
    Tom made his heels click. He felt like he was done for. He had never been so tired. 
 
    He walked to the end of the hallway before Sally said, “She’s in the bedroom, bitch.” 
 
    Tom turned and sighed. “Could you please stop calling me names?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Tom walked back down the hallway and she slapped his ass when he passed her. 
 
     
 
    Tom walked into the bedroom. Jan and Jenny were sitting on the bed and talking in low voices. They looked up at him, then they stood up. Jan was wearing the strap on. 
 
    He stared at it. Oh, fuck. 
 
    Behind him Sally entered the room. 
 
    “Tom,” said Jan, “We’re glad you decided to be a woman, and we’ll do our best to train you. One of the things you’re going to have to learn is how to fuck like a woman. After all, how can you know how to please us unless you’ve done what we’ve done, right?” 
 
    Tom looked at the girls in turn. They had obviously planned this. 
 
    Trish entered the room. She gave a thumbs up to the other girls. Her personal seal of approval for Tom’s conduct as a woman. 
 
    ‘You can’t do this to me!” Tom begged. “I’m not a slave! I’m especially not a sexual slave.” 
 
    Trish came up next to hm, and he realized that she was taller than him. “Of course you are, honey. When a man dresses up like a woman he’s got hopes and expectations. We’re going to help you realize those hopes and expectations.” 
 
    “That’s right,” grinned Sally. “When we’re done with you you’re never going to want to go back to being a man.” 
 
    Tom stared at the four women. “I’ve changed my mind. I want to go back to being a man.” 
 
    “Ha!” commented Jenny. 
 
    “Come along now, Tom. Up on the bed and let us show you what love is all about.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” he sobbed. 
 
    “But you have to.” 
 
    The women surrounded him now. He was tired, couldn’t resist, and they moved him to the bed. 
 
    They helped him onto the bed, and Trish grabbed his butt plug and worked it out of him. “You aren’t going to need this.” 
 
    “At least not until we’re ready to put it back in,” laughed Jenny. 
 
    They undressed him. His tummy shaper was thrown in a corner, his nylons came off. His dress was pulled off and tossed back in his little box. 
 
    Tom knelt there on arms and legs, knees and elbows, and waited. Tears were dribbling out of his eyes, but not seriously. 
 
    In truth, there was a kernel of him that wanted to see what was going to happen. 
 
    The girls were right. He had cross dressed. He had something inside him that wanted more. And they were going to give it to him. 
 
    “Grease him up, girls.” 
 
    They took turns, smushing lubricant into his ass. He felt their fingers feeling inside him. He felt the slickness of the substance being spread out in him. 
 
    More and more fingers. He felt like a cow at market. Or maybe a cow being artificially inseminated. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” Jan moved up behind him. “It’s time.” 
 
    She pushed forward and her dick slid into him. It was a shock, an eye opener, but he was so well prepared that it hardly hurt at all. He just felt this length, this shaft, corking him up.  
 
    He couldn’t believe it. It was like a pleasant, gold shock was filling him. 
 
    He wiggled, and Jan wiggled right back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    Jenny blurted, “Hey, Mikey! I think she likes it!” 
 
    Jan wasted no time. She began pushing in and pulling out. She moved efficiently, and began adding twists and turns, lifts and corkscrews. 
 
    Tom felt like his ass was exploding. He didn’t have a hard on, but no hard on was necessary. 
 
    He pushed back, and did his own squirming and worming. 
 
    The Jan leaned forward and whispered in his ear, “Honey, this is going to be your summer. We’re going to keep you as a woman, give you implants and hormones. You’re going to have to tell the school you transitioned when you go back. And you won’t be needing that chastity tube any more. We’re going to keep you soft. Soft and compliant. That’s what you wanted, right?” 
 
    Tom was moving, in spite of the fact that she wasn’t moving. He drove his ass back and grunted and he was drooling and his eyes were vacant, then he realized Jan had asked him something. 
 
    “This is what you wanted, right?” 
 
    Tom heaved a breath, his body shook, and he said, “Yes.” 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
     Brad opened the door and looked in. 
 
    Shelly wasn’t home. Ha! He had beaten her home. 
 
    He darted through the door and into the kitchen. He was holding a small sack, and he was very careful with it. 
 
    Inside the fridge was a bottle of champagne. He glanced out the kitchen window and saw Shelly’s car pull into the driveway. He had to hurry! 
 
    He opened the bottle of champagne and filled two flutes with the alcohol. He opened the sack and took out two vials. One was red and one was blue.  
 
    Damn! This had cost him a lot! And he had had to buy both his and hers. But it was going to be worth it. 
 
    When Shelly drank her potion her breasts wold grow bigger. She had nice sized boobs already, but Brad always dreamed of bigger. Bigger was better, after all. 
 
    Shelly was, unfortunately, resistant to such thought, but she’d find out! 
 
    Brad tapped three drops of the red potion into one of the flutes, and three drops of the blue potion into the other. He placed the flutes on the counter, the red on the right and the blue on the left. 
 
    He pounded it into his mind, right to Shelly, left to him. 
 
    She would get big, beautiful, gigantic boobs, and he would get a hard on that wouldn’t quit! 
 
    Red, right, Shelly. 
 
    Blue, left, himself. 
 
    The door opened in the living room and he looked around in a panic. He needed to hide the potions! 
 
    But the kitchen was clean. Nowhere to put them! 
 
    Behind the toaster. That was it! He slid the little vials behind the toaster just as Shelly yelled, “Brad!” 
 
    Oh, crap! He looked at the flutes. 
 
    Red, right, Shelly. 
 
    Blue, left, himself. 
 
    He poked his head into the living room. “Whatcha need, honey?” 
 
    “I forgot the ice cream! Could you run out and get it? It’s in the back seat.” 
 
    “Right now?” he tried not to whine. 
 
    “It’s going to melt. Come on, babe. Go!” 
 
    Brad glanced at the counter. 
 
    Red, right, Shelly. 
 
    Blue, left, himself. 
 
    Crap…crap…crap! 
 
    “Okay,” he said, praying that she wouldn’t go into the kitchen. 
 
    She wasn’t carrying any groceries, must just be the one item…he trotted past her. 
 
    Shelly smiled and put her purse down. She was thirsty and wanted a Coke desperately. She sauntered into the kitchen…and saw the champagne. 
 
    How sweet! Brad must have just poured it, the bubbles were rising up at a nice rate. 
 
    She picked up one of the flutes and quaffed it. just like that. 
 
    Mmm. Good stuff. She placed the empty on the counter, right back in the same place, and sighed. 
 
    This was going to be a good night! 
 
    She heard the car door shut and raised up on her toes and looked out the window. Brad was on the way back, ice cream under his arm. 
 
    Then, a sudden reaction to the champagne, she tottered. Her hand went out and bumped the full glass of champagne that was waiting for Brad. 
 
    Fortunately, she had quick reactions, and she managed to catch it before it spilled. She steadied it, and it was now in the place where the first flute had been. 
 
    Which left the other one out of place. She moved it over, and now the glasses were switched. 
 
    The front door shut and Brad came darting into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey ho!” 
 
    His eyes took in the champagne. Good, she had taken the one on the right. His, on the left, was right where it should be. 
 
    He bent slightly and opened the freezer door and put the ice cream inside. Then he turned and grabbed his own glass of champagne. “I see you already drank yours.” 
 
    “I did, thank you, honey. It was exactly what I needed.” 
 
    She hugged him then, and kissed him, and he held the glass and wanted to drink it. Couldn’t she wait a minute before kissing him? 
 
    His arm still around her, he tilted his flute, gulped, and smacked his lips. “That is pretty good stuff.” 
 
    “Pour some more. I’ll start dinner.” 
 
    Brad grinned and shortly they were sipping more champagne. 
 
    While she fixed dinner they chatted about their day. 
 
    Shelly talked about one of the girls in her office who couldn’t quite figure out the computer system. 
 
    Brad ‘uh huhed’ and listened and waited. 
 
    He watched Shelly with a fixed eye, trying to act nonchalant whenever she looked at him. 
 
    How long did the potion take to work? How long before she felt an itch, or scratched herself, or maybe heated up a little? 
 
    How long before she noticed a swelling in her chest? 
 
    How long before her boobs suddenly swelled up into perfection? 
 
    Unaware of Brad’s mad ponderings, she put a steak in the pan for him, and made herself a salad. 
 
    Interestingly, as the meat cook she licked her lips at the odor, and suddenly wished she had cooked two steaks. 
 
    Usually she wasn’t much of a meat eater, but that smell, the sizzle…it was driving her crazy. 
 
    Brad, on the other hand, coughed a couple of times. He liked steak, and loved the smell, but suddenly he was feeling a little bit queasy. 
 
    He figured it must be a reaction from the potion. Fuck, his dick was going to get big and hard any second! Maybe even before Shelly had her reaction. 
 
    Well, okay. But he was looking forward to her changing more than himself. After all, his dick was already big. 
 
    And, he grinned inwardly, could she really take a supersized dong? He was eight inches hard, and the potion would probably give him a couple of inches. At least! 
 
    “I don’t know what we’ll do with her. She doesn’t know the difference between a space key and a delete key. I just don’t see…” Shelly stopped talking for a minute. She had a sudden spell of dizziness, and she was feeling flushed. She put a palm to her forehead. 
 
    “Are you all right?” asked Brad. He figured the change was starting. 
 
    “I’m okay. Maybe I drank too much too fast.” 
 
    “Maybe you didn’t drink enough?” he quipped. 
 
    She grabbed the bottle and tilted it and chugged a couple of big gulps. 
 
    “Whoa!” Brad stared in fascination.  
 
    “Boy, that’s good. But I wish it was beer. Or maybe bourbon.” 
 
    Brad was amazed. Shelly was more of a wine spritzer girl. 
 
    “Mmm! That steak smells delicious.” She flipped it and the bottom became the top, and it was perfectly cooked. It had exactly the right amount of char. 
 
    Brad was leaning against the counter and the bowl of salad Shelly had been working on was right next to him. 
 
    “Can I have a bite of your salad?” 
 
    “Sure.” Shelly eyed the steak and actually had a bit of drool at the corner of her mouth. 
 
    Brad took a fork and began working on the salad. 
 
    The salad was delicious. It had all sorts of stuff in it, stuff that he normally wouldn’t have noticed. Little bits of onions and peppers and even bacon bits.  
 
    Not thinking, he reached into the fridge and got out the Thousand Islands. He poured a glob onto the salad and kept eating. He was fascinated by the richness of taste. Man, why hadn’t salad ever tasted like this before? 
 
    Shelly, meanwhile, was staring at the steak as if hypnotized. She suddenly grabbed a knife and fork and sliced off a small bite. She popped it into her mouth, telling herself it was just a taste test, and her taste buds suddenly swooned. It was like her mouth had just suddenly exploded with a sweet taste of pure energy. She cut off another bite. 
 
    Brad was facing the counter, eating, forking more and more, adding more Thousand Islands. 
 
    Shelly was facing the other way, standing in front of the stove, and she kept slicing bite after bite. 
 
    Suddenly Brad realized, when the bowl was empty, what he had done. 
 
    “Oh, damn! Honey, I’m sorry, but I ate your salad. I don’t know what came…” 
 
    He was turning around as he spoke, and he suddenly stopped. Shelly was holding the pan and putting the last piece of meat into her mouth. 
 
    She froze, and realized what she had done. 
 
    They stared at each other, both in a sort of state of shock, and, suddenly…POP! 
 
    It was a sound like snapping one’s fingers, and it came from Brad. 
 
    “Oh!” He grabbed his right pectoral. 
 
    “What was that?” blurted Shelly? 
 
    “I don’t know. Something just stung me on my—“ 
 
    POP! 
 
    He grabbed his left pectoral. 
 
    “Fuck! That hurt!” 
 
    Shelly put the pan down and stepped closer to him. “Brad?” 
 
    Brad felt a pressure in his chest. Two pressures, one on each side. His hands were already on his chest, and the skin under his hands was…roiling.  
 
    His pectorals felt like they were rippling, pressing out. It was sort of like an upset stomach, except it was in his chest! 
 
    And he felt two stiff things under his shirt. His…his nipples! 
 
    “Brad?” Shelly was getting alarmed at the look on his face. She moved closer, and realized that he was gripping his chest. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “It…it hurts?” he groaned. 
 
    “What does?” 
 
    “My chest!” 
 
    “Let me see…” 
 
    Suddenly Brad thought about the champagne. She was supposed to drink the red, and he the blue, but…what if… “No!” he yelped. 
 
    “But let me see!” 
 
    “I’m okay!” 
 
    He pushed past her, holding his pectorals with his hands. 
 
    She stared in amazement as he ran, hunched over, for the bathroom. She was still holding the frying pan and she tossed it on the counter. It slid across the counter and hit the toaster. 
 
    She ran after Brad. 
 
    Brad entered the bathroom and closed the door behind him. His chest felt like it was on fire. And it was bulging. And those two, little spikes on his chest felt like they were electrified! 
 
    Brad ripped open his shirt, buttons flew into the sink, and he stared. 
 
    Under his tee shirt were two large mounds. On top of the mounds were…were…nipples! Big nipples! 
 
    It must have been the nipples that made the popping sound. That had started everything, and now he was growing boobs. 
 
    But he had drunk the right flute of champagne! 
 
    Then he realized that he couldn’t have! Shelly must have switched them! Somehow he had gotten the red potion, and she…had she gotten the blue potion? 
 
    But she wasn’t experiencing any effects, so maybe…maybe she was immune, or something! Or maybe she hadn’t drank the potion. Or… 
 
    He stared at himself in the mirror, his mind whirling in a thousand different directions, trying to figure things out. 
 
    What had happened? 
 
    But as he stood there, mind mind frantically flinging about, he could tell that his…his boobs…he might as well call them that…were still growing! 
 
    They had been the size of tennis balls when he had first opened his shirt. Now they were the size of baseballs, and the nipples seemed even larger! 
 
    And they hurt! Everything hurt! 
 
    He pulled his shirt off all the way, then he pulled off his tee shirt. 
 
    His boobs were as big as softballs now! 
 
    He became aware of the pounding on the bathroom door. 
 
    “Brad! Brad!” 
 
    He couldn’t let her in! He couldn’t let her see him like this! 
 
    “I’m okay!” he yelled. “Don’t come in!” 
 
    “Brad! What’s happening? What’s wrong? Should I call a doctor?” 
 
    “No! No! I’m okay! I just felt a little sick. It must be the champagne!” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’m sure!” 
 
    He wasn’t sure at all. He was panicked. His face was as white as Caspar’s underpants. His eyes were big, round black orbs. 
 
    Shelly left the door. She wasn’t making a sound. Good…good. He needed time to figure this out. 
 
    He looked at the mirror. The softball size boobs on his chest were even bigger! 
 
    In the next room Shelly ran for her vanity table. She found a bobby pin and straightened it out and returned to the bathroom door. 
 
    The doorknob was one of those old ones with a single hole in the center on the outside. If somebody locked themselves in one could put the end of a bobby pin in the hole and open the door. 
 
    Shelly put the end of the pin in the little hole, felt the little ‘click.’ 
 
    Inside the bathroom Brad heard something, and he spun around. 
 
    Shelly pushed the door open and stopped. And stared. At Brad’s chest. 
 
    “You’ve got…what…you…” she fell to her knees. 
 
    “Shelly!” 
 
    Shelly didn’t pass all the way out, she never lost consciousness. When Brad leaped to her and caught her his boobs loomed right in front of her eyes. 
 
    “No!” she screamed and pushed away. 
 
    He had tits! 
 
    Possibilities screamed through her mind. He was transitioning. He had been a girl all along. He was going to have a baby! 
 
    Every possibility, however, was ludicrous, and growing more ludicrous by the second. 
 
    He still had an arm around her, though she was shrinking back, and then she reached out and said…”Oh, my God! you’ve got boobs!” 
 
    Brad closed his eyes and tears squeezed out. 
 
    Shelly touched his nipple and he felt an exquisite charge of sexual electricity run through him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    But he was still holding her. He tried to move away, and knew he should let go, but she would fall then. 
 
    She touched his other nipples and he groaned. “Oh…God!” 
 
    She said, “You’ve got tits.” And there was a growing sense of wonder in her voice. 
 
    Finally, he managed to let her down without her falling. Now she was coming towards him, and he backed up until his back touched the toilet. 
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    “Please,” he sobbed. “Leave me alone!” 
 
    “But how did you get tits?” 
 
    “I don’t know…I…” and it burst out of him, “I put something in the champagne!” 
 
    She was holding one of his boobs with both of her hands now. She needed to use two hands, as his boobs were really getting big. She looked up at him. “The champagne? I don’t understand!” 
 
    His face now in his hands, and his hair growing longer, growing over his hands, he sobbed, “I bought two potions. One for men and one for women. The pink one, the one for women, was supposed to make your boobs bigger.” 
 
    Suddenly, the craziness of the situation getting to her, Shelly giggled. “You drank the boobs.” 
 
    Brad’s hair was getting longer, and softer, and suddenly Shelly noticed his fingernails. They were changing shape, growing thinner and longer. In fact, his fingers, which were pudgy, little, spatulate sausages, were extending, getting long and slender. 
 
    “I…I didn’t mean to!” He looked at her, his cheeks wet with tears. “You were supposed to drink the pink. 
 
    That was when she got it. “Wait a minute. If you drank a pink solution, then I drank the other solution…what’s supposed to happen to me?” 
 
    “You were supposed to get the big boobs!” wailed Brad. The other potion was blue! It was for men! 
 
    She grabbed him and shook him, and was aware that he seemed…shrunken. Shorter. Skinnier. 
 
    “Ow!” he yelped. 
 
    “Never mind that!” she yelled, her voice suddenly louder, growing in power. “I drank the blue. What’s supposed to happen to me?” 
 
    That was when Brad got it. His eyes grew wide and his mouth clamped shut. His mouth, with thicker lips, curvier lips that were assuming a more ‘M’ shape. 
 
    Shelly rose up and lifted Brad’s arm. His arm was slender, and her fingers, which suddenly felt powerful, closed around and squeezed, and she lifted him up. 
 
    “OW!” he batted at her wrist ineffectively. 
 
    She shook him. “What’s supposed to happen to me?” 
 
    He had to answer. He had to, or she was going to shake the shit out of him. “The blue potion makes the penis bigger.” 
 
    His hair was over his ears and down the back of his neck. His eyes were becoming rounder, and the iris’s were bigger. His lashes were growing longer and his nose was pert. 
 
    In fact, it was like fat was redistributing all over his body, and his skin was becoming fine pored and soft. 
 
    His muscles were but a memory. 
 
    She dropped him in frustration, before she lost her cool and slapped him silly. 
 
    And if she slapped him silly now it would hurt. Her arms were getting thicker. Her hands were like little mitts, and…she felt…something growing in her panties. 
 
    Suddenly she was aware that her clothes, which she liked tight, were almost ready to burst. 
 
    She looked down at the sobbing Brad. His clothes were several sizes too large. His jeans were like shopping bags on his legs, and his shirt, except for the two prominent bulges where his pectorals were…had been…were…was like a big bag! 
 
    “Fuck! What’s happening?” 
 
    Shelly reached down and gripped her skirt. It was a pencil skirt, supposed to be tight around the butt and the knees. Now it was super tight. It was strangling her body! 
 
    She fumbled at the button, but her fingers were too big and too uncoordinated. So she just gripped the buttons and ripped them off. That caused the pressure to focus on the zipper, and it came apart. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo!” she yelled, and she began pushing the skirt down. 
 
    A big penis was trying to erect in her panties! 
 
    It was a monster! It was ten inches! It was red and looked like a rocket trying to take off! It was like a boa constrictor, and as thick as her forearm. 
 
    Her forearm…which was now big and bulky. 
 
    And her hair was…going back into her scalp! It was shrinking, getting shorter. And it was coarser! 
 
    In fact, she had hair all over her body, short, scratchy, itchy hair! 
 
    She felt her face. Her jaw was strong. Her teeth felt like she could chomp a stick in two. 
 
    And her feet! It was true! She had a huge cock and her feet were equally huge. 
 
    On the floor Brad was curled up. His body was short and slender and his hair was down his back. His lips were plump, and he had more color on his face! 
 
    “Why! Why!” he cried. 
 
    But he knew why. 
 
    He knew. 
 
      
 
    Shelly recovered first, and the reason was simple. Now she was a man, and she had no hormones, and her body was big and strong. 
 
    She still had residual female habits, but her body…she could handle disaster better with a sturdy male body. 
 
    Brad lay on the floor of the bathroom, sobbing, shattered, suddenly the victim of innumerable hormones. 
 
    And while both Brad and Shelly had residual behavior patterns, they also had expected behavior patterns. Brad was now female…and he knew how females were expected to act. Shelly was male, and she knew how males were supposed to act. 
 
    Thus, their behavior was a hodge podge of male and female, and their minds were suffering confusions as to how they should act. 
 
    Shelly did, however, have the advantage. 
 
    She exited the bathroom, staggered to the couch and sat down. She stared around at a world that was suddenly a little smaller to her. She was taller, wider, and the sensation of having muscles that rippled with every motion was…heady. 
 
    “Brad. Get out here.” 
 
    Not ‘Brad, honey, can you please come here,’ but ‘get your butt out here.’ 
 
    Male versus female. MVF. 
 
    Brad heard the strong voice and struggled up on one arm.  
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    Brad stood up, and was stunned by being in a world that was suddenly bigger. He was shorter, and so incredibly weak. She had had long fingernails and hair. He looked down at his breasts. 
 
    His breasts, that mark of femininity, had stopped growing. But they were huge! Shelly had been C cups. He was triple Fs or something.  
 
    And they weighed so much! They sagged and he felt a little pain and hefted them with his hands. 
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    He walked into the next room and stopped. 
 
    Shelly, in a big, strong body, stared at him, then she laughed. 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    “You look so…” still having a bit of the female in her she controlled her desire to say ‘stupid.’ Instead, she said, “you look a little silly holding your boobs like that.” 
 
    He looked down, then sniffed. And, just like a female, he said, “I’m sorry. I don’t know…” and he didn’t know what he was apologizing for! 
 
    “Okay. So you gave us something, some potion. Tell me about it.” 
 
    “I don’t…” Brad was caught, no way out, but he tried to walk past Shelly. 
 
    She caught his wrist and stopped her. It was easy, male muscles to tender flesh, and Brad found himself halted. 
 
    “Let go!” he whined. 
 
    “Not until you tell me about the potion.” 
 
    She jerked him back and he staggered and one of his hands, the one she was gripping, lost control of his boob. 
 
    “Ow!” he yelped as the big bowling ball of flesh sagged. 
 
    “Heysoos. You’re big. How do you like it?” 
 
    “I don’t. Let me past!” 
 
    Shelly’s thick eyebrows dipped. “Where are you so anxious to get to?” 
 
    Unable to get past his girlfriend, Brad finally broke. “I want to take the potion, the right one. I want to change back!” 
 
    “You’ve got more potion?”  
 
    Shelly stood up. Brad was suddenly frightened. She was six inches taller than him, and so wide! And that grip of her hand was like a steel trap. 
 
    “Let me go!” 
 
    “Not till you tell me where the potion is.” 
 
    “It’s behind the toaster.” 
 
    Shelly pushed Brad’s body back and strode from the room. 
 
    In the kitchen she pulled the toaster out, and there it was: two vials, one of which was broken. 
 
    Brad came up behind her and looked around Shelly’s massive arm. “Oh, no!” 
 
    Brad stared at the shards of the broken vial. There was liquid drying around the shards. The other bottle was in Shelly’s big paw. 
 
    She held it up and looked at it. “Doesn’t look like much.” Her mouth was twisted in a frown. 
 
    “Give it to me!” Brad tried to reach past her arm. 
 
    Shelly moved the remaining vial out of his reach. “Oh, no you don’t.” 
 
    “But I need it! I need to change back. That might change me back!” 
 
    Shelly turned to him, “And it might change me back. And I think I’ve got a better call on it than you do.” 
 
    “But I can’t stay a girl?” 
 
    “What’s so bad about being a girl? I’ve been one for 24 years.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Besides. You gave this stuff to me against my will. I should be able to change back before you do.” 
 
    “But if you take it there might not be enough to change me back!” 
 
    “Tough titty, said the kitty. The milk’s gone dry,” Shelly spoke drolly. 
 
    She looked around and then got the folding stool out. She got on the top rung of the stool and reached way back in the space on top of the kitchen cabinets. She would be able to retrieve the vial when she wanted to, but Brad, even if he stood on the counter, would have arms to short to reach it. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Safekeeping,” said Shelly, getting off the folding stool. As she put the stool away she added, “It’s there when I want it.” 
 
    “But…you have to…please…” 
 
    Shelly grabbed Brad’s arm and pulled him out of the kitchen. She pushed him down on the couch and eyed him. “Okay, bozo butt. Give. Tell me all about that potion.” 
 
    Brad didn’t want to. He was frightened, so frightened that he was shivering, and his boobs were shivering right along with him. 
 
    “Tell me what, exactly, that stuff was supposed to do to me.” 
 
    Brad sniffled, then, “It was supposed to give you bigger boobs.” 
 
    “And I’m guessing the other one was to give you a bigger dick.” 
 
    Brad sniffled some more and nodded. 
 
    Shelly was standing in front of him, bigger, taller, and overwhelming. “I’m guessing, just a guess, mind you, that you wound up with the bigger boobs and I wound up with the dick.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to!” he whined. “I don’t know what happened!” 
 
    “What happened, dear ‘boyfriend,’” she snarled out the last word. “Was that I drank the wrong glass, and then you drank what was left, which was the wrong glass. And now you have the tits of a super bimbo and I’ve got the cock of a super stud.” 
 
    And that statement, spoken innocently, was a catalyst. 
 
    Shelly looked down at the sudden sensation and motion. Her dick was rising up. And rising up. And rising up. 
 
    “Whoa!” she said startled at the length and girth of a full erection. 
 
    Brad’s mouth opened in shock. Her dick pointed right at his mouth. Big, and swollen and—a bit of her male sense of humor—Shelly tilted her lips and her cock went right into his mouth! 
 
    “Ack! Gah!” 
 
    But Shelly was giggling and had hold of the back of his head. 
 
    “It’s a blow job, honey! How do you like it?” 
 
    Brad finally managed to pull back enough to spit out her cock. 
 
    “What the fuck!” he screeched in his higher voice. 
 
    Shelly couldn’t stop laughing. “Do you remember all the times you tried shit like that on me?” 
 
    “Yeah! But I was the man!” 
 
    “And now I’m the man. So stop your whining, bitch!” 
 
    Rod tried to stand up and move away, but Shelly pushed him back down. 
 
    “You’re being a bully!” 
 
    “I’m being what you were to me. Besides, we aren’t done talking.” 
 
    “But I want to put on some different clothes! These are too big!” 
 
    Shelly thought about that. She was barely covered by ripped female clothes. He was swallowed up by baggy, male clothes. 
 
    It would feel good to put some clothes on. 
 
    “Okay.” She stood back. “Head for the bedroom.” 
 
    Brad stood up and walked, a bit sullenly, glancing towards the kitchen and the out of reach vials, towards the bedroom. 
 
    Shelly followed him. 
 
    Shelly had no problem. Girls sometimes wear pants, even fully male pants and shirts and stuff. She simply selected some jeans and shirts and put them on. She even slipped into a pair of Brad’s athletic shoes. She looked like a man, be it with a rather sizable bulge in his pants. 
 
    Actually, that bulge was getting to be a problem. She had trouble zipping up over the thing, and her balls were so tender. Still, a little push and shove and she managed to contain her tool with its ball bearings. 
 
    She smiled and looked at the wall mirror. She was tall and big, but the clothes were a good fit and her body had room to breath. 
 
    Brad, on the other hand, was having a terrible time. 
 
    He found panties, was dubious, but they fit. 
 
    The bras, on the other hand, weren’t a good fit. 
 
    There is a huge difference between a C cup and a triple F cup.  
 
    Shelly was dressed now and sitting on the side of the bed. And grinning. 
 
    “Try the shelf bra. The regular bras are going to cut right into your skin. At least with the shelf bra you’ll be supported. You’ll be out front, but…it’ll support you. Sort of.” 
 
    Brad put on the shelf bra. He was surprised to find out that he was flexible enough to reach behind himself and fasten the thing. 
 
    His boobs were supported, all right, but only barely. 
 
    They sat on the ‘shelf’ structure. But if he leaned forward they fell out of the cups, simply folded the material down and hung. 
 
    This meant he had to keep his shoulders back and not lean forward. 
 
    Shelly laughed and whistled. “Look at those nips!” 
 
    He growled at her, which he shouldn’t have because his high voice sounded a little ridiculous.  
 
    Then he looked for a pair of pants. The choice here was limited. 
 
    Shelly had sweats, nice slacks, lots of skirts and dresses, and one pair of culottes.  
 
    “Put on the green dress,” Shelly suggested. 
 
    Brad held it up. It was way too short, and it had too much space on top. He hung it up. 
 
    Shelly’s eyes narrowed. “You liked seeing me in it, now you wear it.” 
 
    “It’s too short! You’ll be able to see my ass. And my…my chest!” 
 
    “That’s the point, honey.” 
 
    Shelly was aware that just sitting and watching Brad get dressed was causing a reaction down there. She shifted and adjusted. Damn. She shouldn’t have worn underpants. Just let the damn thing hang down her leg. 
 
    “Well, I’m not.” 
 
    Brad stood up, partly to cow Shelly, partly to let his cock breath a bit. 
 
    “I said…the green dress.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Would you like a spanking?” 
 
    Now Brad’s eyes opened wide. “Don’t you…you can’t!” 
 
    “I can do what I want.” 
 
    “But I never spanked you!” 
 
    “No. You were more into the verbal bullying. But, no matter. You gave us the potion, and now you get to live with the consequences.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    Shelly simply reached out and grabbed Brad’s arm. He sat on the bed and put her across his lap. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “EEEE!” 
 
    Shelly stopped. She suddenly realized just how strong she was. She had just meant to give a little paddling, but her hand was big and meaty, and Brad’s ass was already bruised. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she let go of Brad. 
 
    Brad fell off her lap. He cried and touched his ass. Tears were pouring from his eyes. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry. That was a little too rough.” 
 
    Brad just kept crying and crying, and Shelly would have fallen for it, it had been painful, after all, but then she realized what Brad was doing. He was crying for sympathy. 
 
    Shelly toughened up and said, “Now, if you don’t want another one, put on the green dress.” 
 
    Brad realized his feminine wiles weren’t working as well as he thought they would. He straightened up, still sniffing, and rubbed his ass. “It really did hurt.” 
 
    “I know, but I still want to see you in the green dress.” 
 
    Brad’s tits had fallen out during his spanking, and he pulled the lip of the shelf bra forward and tucked his boobs in again. 
 
    He stepped into the dress and pulled it up. 
 
    It was a perfect fit. Well, almost perfect. Brad’s breasts were too big. Fortunately, the dress was looser on the top. Still, his boobs were nearly exposed. He would have to be careful. If he turned to suddenly a boob might pop into view. 
 
    Shelly smiled. “Now I see why you liked to see me in it.” 
 
    Brad looked at himself in the mirror. Suddenly it wasn’t so bad. He had a spectacular body, and his hair, though uncombed, fell down over his bare shoulders. And his eyes, they really sparkled. 
 
    Shelly came up behind him. She put her arms around him, and he felt her big penis pushing up between her buns. 
 
    “Hey!” Shelly whirled and pushed Brad away. Which was like pushing on a tank. He just sort of swayed back and didn’t really move. 
 
    “What?” Shelly grinned. “You don’t like my dong?” 
 
    Brad looked haughty. “Keep it to yourself.” 
 
    Shelly frowned. “No worries, boyfriend. Unlike some people, I’m not going to force myself on you.” 
 
    But, boy, did she want to. That big hunk of meat in her pants had a mind of its own. It really wanted to get into Brad’s little body. 
 
    “Now put on some nylons and high heels, and tell me where you got the potion.” 
 
    Brad blinked. Nylons? He always wore socks! But…nylons? Having seen himself in the dress, appreciating himself in female clothes, he started thinking about nylons. 
 
    Brad found the nylons in her drawer and rolled them up his sleek legs. It felt really good, like unrolling a condom on his dong. 
 
    “I got the stuff at a store on Silverlake.” 
 
    “What store?” 
 
    “Uh…it’s just past the pizza place, and they sell things like tarot cards and hexes and things. 
 
    “Like potions that will change your sex.” 
 
    “At first I thought it was a joke. The girl guaranteed me, though, and…” 
 
    “And you took a chance.” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t think—“ 
 
    “No. You didn’t. You give me a drug, like a roofie or something, and you think that’s all right.” 
 
    Brad whispered, “I’m sorry. I was thinking with the wrong head.” 
 
    That made sense to Shelly. He was thinking with his dick. Now that she had a dick, and now that it was wiggling in her pants and was so compulsive and compelling…she actually understood something of what men go through. 
 
    “Well, no excuse. And no experiments. We have to go find out what will reverse this stuff.” 
 
    Brad said nothing. 
 
    “Put on the heels.” 
 
    “Why?” He had actually put them on, then taken them off. They were uncomfortable. 
 
    “Because we’re going out.” 
 
    “But can’t I wear running shoes or something? Or those flat things you call Mary Janes?” 
 
    “You wanted to be a girl, so you should experience all the delights a woman experiences. High heels are top of the list.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    Shelly growled, in a deep and threatening voice, “A girl looks forward to wearing her high heels. It’s a step towards womanhood. So put your shoes on before I spank you.” 
 
    Brad didn’t want to experience her hand again, so he bent over, groaned when his boobs fell out, and slipped his feet into black high heels. Then he straightened up and put his boobs in place. 
 
    “How do women wear these things?” 
 
    Shelly wasn’t sure if he was referring to the heels or the bra. She just laughed. “Enjoy, honey. Now let’s go.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
     Shelly took Brad’s hand as soon as they left the apartment. It made Brad feel…possessed. Then he realized it wasn’t like he was possessed, it was like he was owned, which made him feel submissive! 
 
    Brad tried to take his hand away, but Shelly held on and grinned down at him. “Come on, lover.” Then she frowned. She was finding it hard to walk and haul him with a big, old dick poking around in her pants. 
 
    “Don’t pull so hard,” whined Brad. 
 
    Shelly eased up, and they crossed the parking lot to her car. Then she shifted towards his Mustang. 
 
    “You’re not going to drive my car, are you?” 
 
    “Your Miata is too small for this body. Besides, I feel like a little horsepower.” 
 
    Brad groaned, but there was nothing he could do about it.  
 
    Shelly put him in the passenger seat and closed the door. Then she went to the driver’s side and got in. 
 
    It was a high powered Mustang. Big motor. Pipes that sounded like a brace of Harley’s. Zero to sixty in four seconds. Zowie! 
 
    Shelly started up the car and pressed the pedal a couple of times. 
 
    VROOM! VROOM! 
 
    “Hey! Take it easy!” 
 
    “Nope.” Shelly hit the gas and went forward, over the curb, and squealed tires all the way down the street. 
 
    “Stop it!” 
 
    Shelly just grinned. She took the next corner too fast and spun out. 
 
    “WHEEE!” she laughed. 
 
    Brad, in his smaller, female body, was holding to the seat with white knuckles. He closed his eyes and prayed. 
 
    Shelly, however, was just showing off. She still had enough female good sense to realize that being pulled over while in a different body might create some problems. 
 
    Gee, officer, I’m sorry, I happen to be in the wrong body! I don’t have any license or anything for this body! 
 
    Yeah, right. That would go over like falsies in a nunnery. 
 
    Shelly headed down the 210 to Silverlake. She took the Fletcher turn off and turned right at the end of the road. She was checking out businesses. Brad was now not so white knuckled, and he looked, too. 
 
    “There it is!” he said, just as she caught sight of it. It was a small, purple building advertising occultish things. 
 
    Shelly pulled around and slid up to the curve. Just as she got out of the car a woman stepped out of the entrance and began locking up. 
 
    “Oh, wait!” 
 
    The woman turned around and smiled. “Done for the day, honey. Open at nine tomorrow.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but we’ve got a real problem here, and only you can help.” 
 
    The girl tilted her head slightly. She was a thing woman with small breasts. Her hair was long and straight and black as coal. 
 
    “Only me?” 
 
    “Yes, you see, my dumb boyfriend,” Shelly thumbed towards Brad, who was standing by the side of the car and trying to look like he wasn’t there, “he bought a couple of potions from you. They, uh…they switched us.” 
 
    The girl laughed. “Oh, gosh. He’s one of those guys, eh?” 
 
    Brad shriveled down a couple more inches. 
 
    “Well, he said he just wanted me to have bigger boobs, but…” 
 
    “But you got the wrong potions. It happens so often.” 
 
    “But what do we do about it?” 
 
    “Well,” She lowered her voice, speaking confidentially, and Brad tried to listen. But he was too far away, and too embarrassed to come closer. 
 
    “Just drink one of the potions. Doesn’t matter which,” said the girl. 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” Shelly whispered. “I don’t think I’ll tell him. I’m going to have some fun.” 
 
    “After what he did, I don’t blame you. Go for it, girl.” 
 
    Shelly smiled, and hugged the girl. Hugged like girls hug, even though she was in a big, hulking body. 
 
    Shelly returned to the car, and the girl went around the corner of the building to her own car. 
 
    “What’d she say?” 
 
    “She said you were stupid. There is no cure! You got that! We’re stuck like this for the rest of our lives!” 
 
    Brad moved back against the car, leaned on it, couldn’t hold himself up with his own legs. 
 
    “You mean…I’m going to be a girl?” 
 
    “Well, there is a cure.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “But I’m not going to tell you!” 
 
    “Why not?” he begged. 
 
    “After what you did? I’ll turn back, but you…you’re gonna be a woman all your life.” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    Around the corner the girl from the shop was smothering a laugh. This was too good. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! And you’re going to have to fuck men and have babies and everything! All because you wanted big tits. Well, now you got ‘em, lover. How do you like them? 
 
    Shelly reached out and grabbed Brad’s boobs and squeezed them. 
 
    Brad felt the shock of humiliation, but he also felt the thrill of having a sexual organ handled. It shot right through his body to his pussy. 
 
    While Brad near collapsed, Shelly walked around the car and got in. She started it up. VROOM! VROOM! and rolled down the window. 
 
    “You gonna get in? Slut? 
 
    Sobbing, broken, Brad opened the door and got in. 
 
    Shelly drove down Sunset looking for a bar. She found one. It was the cowboy bar right at the edge of Beverly Hills. 
 
    Excellent. Wearing jeans and a flannel shirt she should fit right in. 
 
    She glanced at Brad. Wearing a revealing dress with boobs that fell out at the slightest bounce, he would fit right in, too. 
 
    “What are we doing here?” 
 
    “We’re stopping for a drink, a little fun. Get out.” 
 
    Brad didn’t want to, but Shelly rounded the car, opened the door, and pulled him out. There was no way he could resist Shelly’s muscled frame. 
 
    Shelly walked towards the entrance, Brad trailing along, looking shrunken and scared. 
 
    “Buck up, bozo,” Shelly suggested.  
 
    The place was packed. Couple were crowded around tables, the dance floor was filled, and the bucking horse had a long line. 
 
    Shelly moved up to the bar and ordered a couple of bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    Brad stood behind her, frightened. 
 
    She shoved his drink into his hand. “We really need to do your nails.” 
 
    Brad looked at his nails as he clutched the glass and lifted it to his mouth. 
 
    He guzzled the first drink, and Shelly gave him hers. 
 
    He guzzled that one. 
 
    Shelly moved back to the bar and ordered two more drinks. 
 
    Brad hadn’t figured on the effects of alcohol on his smaller body, and he found himself dizzy. 
 
    And some of the fear had abated. 
 
    “Hey, baby, what’s your name?” 
 
    Brad stared at the big, fat, bearded biker. 
 
    She tried to turn away. She looked for Shelly, but Shelly had seen what was happening and she was standing behind a group of guys. 
 
    “I’m…I’m with some one.” Brad tried. 
 
    The biker was jovial, and he backed off easily enough. 
 
    Shelly appeared and handed Brad a glass. 
 
    Now Brad knew the effects of alcohol, but he didn’t care. He needed something to stave off the terror he was experiencing. He took the glass and gulped it down. And took the second drink out of Shelly’s hand and guzzled that! 
 
    Now he was officially drunk. Now the fear was a memory. He stood, stunned, and looked around. 
 
    He was short, skinny (except for the boobs, which seemed to be always getting in his way) and everybody else was a giant. 
 
    “Let’s dance, babe.” Grinning, Shelly took him in her arms and whirled him out onto the dance floor. 
 
    Brad was dazed, he watched the world turn. He felt Shelly’s big cock pressing against his belly. 
 
    It was weird, Shelly was in control of him, being the lead in the dance. 
 
    That made Brad clumsy, and he kept bumping into people. 
 
    Girls glared at Brad. Guys grinned at him. And a few people studied Shelly, and it was obvious they were thinking about whether they could take him on. And…could they take Brad away from her. 
 
    Shelly didn’t mind. As a woman she was the master of polite, and she could talk her way out of anything. Now if she was pure guy…she’d be in trouble. 
 
    “I want to go home,” whispered Brad. 
 
    “Well, honey. I understand. I didn’t want to take that potion, but sometimes things happen.” 
 
    “But I’m sorry I did that. Now I know.” 
 
    Shelly grinned. She said, “You know, the girl at the shop said there was one way to reverse the effects of the potion.” 
 
    Brad looked up, hope in his eyes. 
 
    “The potion, you see, was designed for one night stands. And what’s the purpose of a one night stand?” 
 
    Brad was blank. He probably could have figured it out, but he was drunk. 
 
    “The purpose of a one night stand is to have sex. Strangers in the night. Two ships passing. A fuck with no recriminations or guilt or anything.” 
 
    Brad remained blank. 
 
    That was okay with Shelly. She was enjoying this. And she was going to enjoy it more when he finally figured it out. 
 
    “So you see, dear Bradley, if you want to change back into a man, you have to have sex.” 
 
    Brad blinked and blinked. His long eyelashes went up and down like fans. Behind his beautiful orbs his brain was trying to process. 
 
    “I don’t…then…let’s go home and fuck!” 
 
    He made the statement even though the thought was distasteful. Even though he couldn’t handle the idea of Shelly, or anybody, putting her penis into his pussy. 
 
    “Oh, we don’t have to fuck each other. We can fuck anybody.” 
 
    “But…I don’t want…” and it hit him. 
 
    Shelly was not intending to fuck him, and he was going to have to pick somebody up and get them to fuck him. Put a big, ugly dick into his pussy. Suck on his big, bountiful boobs. Chew on the nipples. Maybe get down there and eat him out. 
 
    Brad was a man inside that frail, big boobed body. He knew what perversions drove men. And now he was really scared. 
 
    “Shelly. No. You can’t…let’s go home and…” 
 
    Shelly was shaking her head. 
 
    “No, Brad, dear. You created this problem, and you’re going to have to solve it. And if one guy doesn’t give you enough semen, then you’re going to have to fuck more than one. You’ll have to fuck as many men as you can until the potion is reversed.” 
 
    “But…Shelly…you can’t!” 
 
    Shelly just smiled at him. A big, strong smile. A smile of vindication and victory. 
 
    “And that said, Brad, dear, I’m going to go get a fuck. If I leave before you do you can take an Uber. 
 
    Brad was stuttering now, pleading, but Shelly turned and walked away. 
 
    Brad tried to follow her, but he was small and slender, except for his boobs, and the crowd closed up and he was not able to keep up. 
 
    Shelly walked through the crowd and up to the second floor. This was where people went to make out, or to just look over the railing at the party. 
 
    Brad was turned and twisted. He was drunk, and he wound up in line for the bar. 
 
    And he needed a drink. Badly. 
 
    He stood in line, dazed, unsure of what he was going to do, and the line moved forward. 
 
      
 
    Shelly watched the line move, and she giggled. There was still enough woman in her that she giggled instead of guffawed. 
 
    She knew that Brad didn’t have any money. 
 
    In the darkness a woman sidled up next to him. “Hey, handsome.” 
 
    Shelly turned and looked down on a svelte redhead with bright eyes. 
 
    “Hey, yourself.” 
 
    “You looking for a little company?” 
 
    Shelly wasn’t put off or embarrassed. She knew what the woman was. “Actually, I just came her for the free sex.” 
 
    The woman moved up against Shelly. “I’ve got the sex. Can you get over the free?” 
 
    Shelly kissed her, deeply. She knew how a woman liked to be kissed, and she put her all into it. 
 
    “Whoo!” muttered the redhead. 
 
    She walked away on unsteady legs. She couldn’t get over the free part. 
 
    Shelly looked down at the bar and saw that Brad had reached it. The bartender quickly mixed a bourbon and Coke and handed it to him. 
 
    That’s when it struck Brad that he didn’t have any money. 
 
      
 
    “I…I’m sorry…I don’t have…my purse…” 
 
    The barkeep frowned. He looked over at one of the bouncers and raised a hand. 
 
    “That’s okay. Put it on my tab.” 
 
    The fellow behind Brad was dressed casually. He had a quirky smile. His eyes were dark and he touched Brad on the shoulder gently. 
 
    Ownership. 
 
    And there was nothing Brad could do about it. He had been paid for. It wasn’t a cold, hard, contract registered paid for, but it was a deal none the less. 
 
    The barkeep handed the man his drink and the man turned and guided Brad out of the crowd. 
 
    “Thank you,” said Brad. 
 
    “That’s okay. Let’s dance.” 
 
    Unsure of himself, Brad didn’t panic when the man took him in his arms and moved them around the edge of the dance floor. 
 
    Brad sipped, and felt the man. He wasn’t big and beefy, he was more whiplike. 
 
    “Haven’t seen you around here,” the man stated. “My name is Bob.” 
 
    “Br…Shelly,” Brad said, saying the first female name that came to mind. 
 
    “Well, Shelly, my pleasure, and what do you do for a living?” 
 
    Brad answered…with Shelly’s data. And he wondered what he was going to do. 
 
    The man was smooth. he knew his way around women.  
 
    Was he going to try and kiss him?  
 
    The idea of putting up with a weenie inside him was too far away fro Brad to deal with. 
 
    Yet, too far away or not, it was in the back of Brad’s mind. He was going to have to fuck somebody. Was Bob any different from any other man? 
 
    Inside Bob’s arms, Brad tried to figure out what he was supposed to do. How could he get over his natural revulsion and let Bob fuck him? 
 
     
 
    Upstairs, Shelly watched the couple dance. Well, well. Brad was figuring it out. He already had an admirer…would he actually go through with the fucking? 
 
    Suddenly Shelly heard a commotion. It wasn’t large, and it was just a few feet down from him. 
 
    “Leave me alone!” 
 
    Shelly studied the couple. The man was holding the girl by the wrist, trying to kiss her. 
 
    “Pardon me?” Shelly moved up and just stood there. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    “You should let her go.” 
 
    Shelly was confident that her intervention would work. She was big and strong. It came as a surprise when the fellow let go of the girl’s wrist and uncorked a slobber knocker. 
 
    Shelly felt the pain of her nose busting, and her ass hitting the floor. 
 
    She stared up in shock, and the girl said, “Come on, Biff. Let’s get out of here.” 
 
    Shelly wasn’t knocked out, but she was hurt. She had never played the rough and tumble games men play, and she was totally unprepared for the damage to her nose. 
 
    She stood up, wobbled, and felt her nose. 
 
    Yep. It was broken, and he was bleeding, and tears were streaming from her eyes. 
 
    She staggered to an exit and staggered down the stairs. She held her nose and blood got all over her hand. 
 
    People stared at her as she ran to her car. She got in, sobbing, and started the car. 
 
    Crying, trying to see through tears, she headed for home. 
 
     
 
    The kiss, when it happened, was totally unprepared for. Bob simply lowered his face and touched his lips to Brad’s. 
 
    Brad froze, and felt the lips, and wanted to run, but…couldn’t. 
 
    There was something in this human touch that captivated him. 
 
    He was so scared, and then the humiliation of not being able to pay, and the smooth way Bob had rescued her. 
 
    Bob waited for Brad to respond, and, finally, Brad did. He moved his lips and felt Bob’s lips. They were hot lips. They were anxious lips. 
 
    Maybe Brad would have been frightened then, but he knew what men felt. He knew the drive and the compulsion that drove them. 
 
    They were standing in the middle of the dance floor now, and Bob went to work. He kissed, and used his tongue, and his hand was feeling one of Brad’s breasts. 
 
    And Brad was loving it! 
 
    He loved the taste of Bob’s mouth, and he could feel that big penis growing harder. And the feel of bob’s hand as he felt Brad’s boob, it was electric and heavenly and felt so amazing. 
 
    People danced around them, and didn’t mind. A giggle her, a smile there, but it was all appreciation for a couple that had lost their senses. 
 
    Then Bob moved, almost lifted Brad with his arm, and walked him off the dance floor. 
 
    They went up the stairs, to the landing where Shelly had so recently been knocked down. 
 
    Bob moved her back against some drapes, totally in the shadows. 
 
    Brad knew he had to do something. He had to fuck Bob. But…what if he just made Bob squirt? 
 
    Brad unzipped Bob’s pants and the big penis shot forward. 
 
    Brad kissed, he was getting good at this, and stroked Bob’s shaft. 
 
    For long minutes the couple made out, and Bob was getting hotter and hotter. Finally, he reached up and pushed down on Brad’s head. 
 
    Brad couldn’t resist. He knew this was what women were supposed to do. He bent his knees and the cock brushed against his face. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    He took Bob’s cock in his mouth. He worked on the head while stroking the shaft. 
 
    Bob started grunting. 
 
    Brad worked harder. 
 
    Bob started jerking his hips back and forth. He held Brad’s head, and Brad realized that Bob was doing something he himself had done many times. He was face fucking. 
 
    And he was so strong that Brad couldn’t resist. 
 
    The squirt, when it came, was powerful. It was a splash of semen right into his throat. 
 
    Brad swallowed reflexively. His throat worked, and a second squirt went down the tubes. 
 
    That was when Brad accepted it. It was just semen. He could do this. He swallowed and swallowed, and Bob kept grunting and squirting semen into his mouth. 
 
      
 
    Shelly arrived home, and she was still crying. She crossed the parking lot and climbed the stairs. Inside the apartment she went to the sink and started washing her face. Her nose hurt, and there was still a seep of blood. But…she was getting over it. 
 
    Then she looked up to where the cabinet where the unbroken bottle of potion was. 
 
    She had to get it. 
 
      
 
    Brad finished swallowing. He wiped his lips and stood up, and a pair of hands grabbed his ass. 
 
    “Hey!” he squeaked over the taste of cum. 
 
    “Thanks, Bob. We’ll take over now.” 
 
    Brad was turned around by a big, heavy man. A fat man with the lard sagging over the belt. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Then the man kissed him. 
 
    Brad was scared, but…this was what he needed. Apparently the blow job wasn’t enough, because he was still in a female body. 
 
    Man, just wait. When he changed back he’d teach these guys a lesson! 
 
    But for now, the lesson would have to wait. The big man kept kissing Brad, and didn’t care that there was a bit of semen on Brad’s lips. 
 
    Then Brad felt hands lifting his dress and pulling down his panties. 
 
    “She’s a hot one.” 
 
    There were other men there! Hot, horny men! Waiting their turn! 
 
    And Brad remembered what Shelly had said, that if one man wasn’t enough he would have to keep fucking. 
 
    Then he was lifted into the air, and placed right down on the fat man’s dick! 
 
    It was fat, like he was, and she slipped right down. 
 
    It didn’t hurt for the simple reason that Brad was hot! He was horny. He was in a strange body with all sorts of sensations, and he had to fuck. He really had to. 
 
    The fat man was strong underneath the lard, and he kept lifting Brad and dropping him. The big penis kept opening him up, then pulling almost out, then shoving in again. 
 
    Brad gasped. 
 
    The fat man pushed him against a wall, held him up there, and bent his head forward. 
 
    Brad felt the unique sensation of having his nipples sucked. It was crazy. It was wonderful. He tilted his head back and put his arms over the fat man’s shoulders. 
 
    “Damn!” Somebody said. “She really likes it!” 
 
    The fat man started grunting, and now Brad felt the splash of seed deep inside him.  
 
    Now Brad felt wonderful. He was set on his feet, where he staggered for an instant, then another man moved in. 
 
    This one was shorter, but he was strong. 
 
    They all were strong! 
 
    And all Brad could do was give up. Submit. Let them have their way. 
 
    Hands began groping him. Hands on his buns, his breasts. 
 
    He was turned, bent over, and fingers felt their way into him. Not his pussy, but his asshole, and it felt so wonderful! 
 
    “Let me in there!” 
 
    Brad was on a spit. His clothes were half torn off, a dick was up his pussy, another dick was in his mouth. 
 
    He loved it. 
 
    He was an object of love. All these men wanted to give him their love. 
 
    So that was the secret of submission, to give yourself up so that all may partake! 
 
    Brad moved, and dicks were replaced, and semen was constantly injected into him. Into his mouth. Into his pussy. Into his asshole. 
 
    And the night went on. 
 
      
 
    Brad staggered up the stairs. It was dawn, and he had been gang banged for hours. 
 
    And what was the big deal? Why didn’t all women do this? 
 
    He missed the fact that it was the male side of him that loved it, that women had other concerns that he wasn’t used to. Like…diseases, pregnancy, that sort of thing. 
 
    He opened the door and stopped. 
 
    Shelly was sitting at the kitchen table, waiting for him. Her nose was swollen and she had been holding a handkerchief to it. 
 
    “You fucked somebody! But…but why didn’t it work on me?” 
 
    She glared at him. “Because the potion was the antidote. Fucking had nothing to do with it!” 
 
    “But…you made me, and I fucked…all those guys!” 
 
    “Tough titty,” muttered Shelly. 
 
    “But…but…” Brad looked at the counter. 
 
    The empty potion vial was sitting there. 
 
    He ran to it, lifted it up. Not a drop remained. 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “That’s right. I’m me, and you’re now stuck as a woman!” 
 
    Brad stood, hands on the sink, face down, for a long minute. 
 
    Then he suddenly looked up and grinned. 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “EEEEEEE!” 
 
    Rob sat straight up in bed. What the fuck? What was that screech! 
 
    “God damn you! You did it again.” 
 
    Rob lay back down and covered his face with a pillow. Fuck. He forgot. Again. 
 
    He heard her angry stomps as she came down the hallway. He quickly turned and feigned sleep, hoping to escape her anger. 
 
    She crossed to the bed and swatted him on the ass. So much for feigning sleep. 
 
    “You left the seat up again! I sat down and fell into the toilet! My ass is soaking!” 
 
    Rob sighed and turned over and up on his elbows. 
 
    “Geez, honey. I’m sorry, but why didn’t you turn on the light and look? Why is it my fault that you can’t lift the ring!” 
 
    “You were the last one to use the toilet! You’ve got to put the seat down!” 
 
    “Take responsibility for yourself!” he snapped. 
 
    “Oh! Oh!” 
 
    She punched him in the belly. She knew how to tighten a fist and it was a good punch. 
 
    “UNH!” he grunted. 
 
    “When will you learn! Men must put the toilet seat down.” 
 
    He turned on his side and held his belly. Damn. That woman knew how to punch.” 
 
    She ignored him then. She ripped off her clothes, put on a chemise, which was sexy as hell. Her boobs thrust out and her nipples, probably because she was mad, stuck straight out. She was a sexy woman. 
 
    Rob looked through slitted eyes and his dick started to rise up. 
 
    She threw the covers around and hopped into bed. And pulled too many covers over on her side. 
 
    Rob sighed again, and gently pulled some covers back. 
 
    Then his dick touched her buns. 
 
    She spun around and slapped his penis. “Don’t you even!” 
 
    Rob turned over and held his cock, which felt like it was bruised, with one hand. 
 
    It wasn’t that he left the seat up on purpose, it was just that men could stand up and he forgot. It was that simple. He just forgot. 
 
    “And you’re not going to get any more sex until you put that ring up!” 
 
    Rob wanted to say he was sorry, he wanted to apologize, but that ship had sailed. 
 
    He settled down, was almost asleep, when he heard her whisper. “You idiot.” 
 
    And that woke him up. 
 
      
 
    The next day Ann was cool to Rob all day. He made a point of putting the lid down. He tried to be polite. And slowly the storm waned. 
 
    A few days, him on his best behavior, and he was proud of remembering to put the seat down, and, one night, while he dozed… 
 
    “EEEEEEE!” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Rob came awake and knew what he had done. 
 
    This time he jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom. She was just coming out the door, using a towel to dry her ass. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” 
 
    She slapped him in the face and stomped past him to the bedroom. She slammed the door, and when Rob tried it it was locked. 
 
    Damn. He thought she was almost ready to give him sex, and he forgets again. The funny thing was he could swear he had put the seat down. 
 
    Well, so much for sex. He slept on the couch, woke up with a neck ache and renewed determination. 
 
    He even pasted a little note on the wall behind the toilet. ‘Lower the ring!’ 
 
    When he went to pee, however, the note was gone. 
 
    “Ann? Honey? I left a note to remind me so I wouldn’t leave the seat up.” 
 
    “I took it down! It makes us look stupid, leaving a note like that. What would the neighbors think when they saw that?” 
 
    “But our neighbors never use our bathroom!” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. It looks bad.” 
 
    He sighed, and was once again defeated. 
 
     
 
    He tried little things to remind himself. Turning the soap the wrong way in a dish, leaving the toilet paper the wrong way on the roll. 
 
    But it was like Ann was waiting for these little faux pas, and she corrected, under the guise of household neatness, all his little tricks. 
 
    Still, he made progress. He mentally chastised himself, and he even made up a little ditty and tried to sing it to himself whenever he was in the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Pee on the bowl 
 
    don’t pee on your toe 
 
    shake it off 
 
    without a cough 
 
    now put the seat down 
 
    so the wife doesn’t drown 
 
     
 
    He hummed the ditty, and followed instructions. 
 
    And, one night…”EEEEEE!” 
 
    Followed by “Son of a bitch!” 
 
    She came out of the toilet, drying her ass with a towel. 
 
    He didn’t say a word, just carried his pillow down the hallway towards the most uncomfortable couch. 
 
      
 
    This went on for months.  
 
    Rob was getting so much no sex that he was dripping. He’d go to sleep at night and his cock would drizzle a bit of pre-cum, and it would take an hour to get to sleep with his boner throbbing. 
 
    The funny thing was he never remembered leaving the ring up. 
 
    But he was a bit confused now, and his balls were so damn blue.               
 
    Then, one day, Ann called him into the kitchen. 
 
    “Yes, honey?” 
 
    She reached a hand out and placed it over his. “I know you’ve had a rough time of it, not being able to remember to put the seat down.” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I could swear I always put the seat down, but…” he shrugged helplessly. 
 
    “That’s okay. I’ve got a solution.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    Hope springs eternal in the human soul. 
 
    “I do, but it requires a certain discipline on your part.” 
 
    “Discipline? What kind of discipline?” 
 
    “I was reading on the internet today, and I came across the subject of men who leave the toilet seats up. It appears that I am not the only woman who is incensed when her husband can follow simple etiquette. There are a lot of women with the same problem…and a lot of men. The men leave the toilet seat up, their wives fall in, water all over the place, and sometimes it is pee water. Yuck. How unsanitary!” She shivered. 
 
    “So what’s the solution?” 
 
    “Well, it turns out that men sit only one third of the time that women do. Mostly they stand up. But what if you couldn’t stand up? What if you had to sit down?” 
 
    “To pee?” 
 
    “To pee, to poo, doesn’t matter. What if you always sat down. Then you would always remember to have the seat down. There would be no more of these silly incidents.” 
 
    “Okay, I can see that. I mean, it seems a little silly, but,” he noted the tightening of her lips and hurried on, “but I’ll do what I can.” 
 
    At this Ann smiled, and she held out a small box. It was six inches on the side, and it didn’t weigh much when Rob hefted it. 
 
    “What’s in here?” 
 
    “Something that will insure that you always sit down. It will equalize us in the bathroom.” 
 
    And he thought: and I’ll be able to sleep in the bedroom? And maybe even get a little sex? 
 
    Rob opened the box, slitting the tape on the top and undoing the flaps. inside the box was a velvet pouch. It was purple with a little gold braid holding it closed.  
 
    Rob loosened the tiny rope and peered into the bag, then he turned it over and spilled the contents onto the table. 
 
    “What the heck?” 
 
    “It’s called a chastity tube,” explained Ann. She lifted up a ring in one hand and a tube in the other. A little padlock was on the table. 
 
    “You put this ring around your package. Then you put your dingle in this tube, and secure everything with the padlock.” 
 
    “Wait! What? I’m supposed to wear that thing on my cock?” 
 
    “Yep,” Ann was quite pleased with the thing a ma jig. She held it up, put it together, and smiled at him. 
 
    “You’ll have to sit to pee, you’ll never make a mess, and I won’t be tricked into falling into the toilet!” 
 
    “I never tricked—“ he stopped talking at the frown on her face. 
 
    He looked at the thing. He took it from her and turned it and examined it. It seemed awfully small. 
 
    “What do I do if my dick starts getting erect?” 
 
    She put both hands on one of his hands now. “You’ll use some of that great male discipline you have!” 
 
    “Male discipline isn’t designed for this!” 
 
    “You talk about discipline being the secret of a good golf swing. You talk about disciplining yourself to eat correct amounts so you don’t gain weight. There’s no difference! 
 
    “But this is—“ 
 
    He stopped talking at the frown on her face. 
 
    Funny, when they were first married, and that was only four years before, she had never frowned at him like this. 
 
    “Try it on,” she suggested. 
 
    Rob looked at the little thing, sighed, and stood up. He unbuckled, unzipped, dropped, and…his penis stood out. Rock solid. A testimony to the power of sex deprived. 
 
    He controlled a smile. “Well, looks like it won’t fit.” 
 
    Ann frowned. “Of course it will.” 
 
    The smile crept out. “Not without, uh…you know?” 
 
    “Well, go do something about it.” 
 
    “That’s sort of a two person thing,” he was grinning now. 
 
    Ann was unhappy, but determined. She reached over and stroked his cock. 
 
    Rob sighed, it had been months since someone other than himself had taken himself in hand, and this was paradise. This was— 
 
    “Can’t you hurry up?” 
 
    “It’s a work of art, dear, it takes time.” 
 
    So Ann kept stroking and stroking, and even though she was sort of half hearted about it, Rob managed to grunt and groan and…he squirted all over her hand and onto the table. 
 
    “Oh…yuck!” 
 
    She grabbed a paper towel and wiped the cum off her hands. 
 
    Rob sighed and felt nice and loose. 
 
    “Now put it on.” 
 
    But Rob was released, and not feeling the pressure. 
 
    “Why don’t you, dear.” 
 
    He grinned and waggled his now limp cock at her. 
 
    Ann’s eyes were getting a little squinchy, but she picked up the chastity tube and put it on him. 
 
    Click. 
 
    Rob looked down. Then he had a thought. “Where’s the key?” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got that,” she held up a little gold key. She grinned and put it on the gold chain that hung around her neck. The key hung in the valley of her boobs, and Bob eyed it with misgivings. 
 
    “What if I need it?” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “Doctor’s appointment. Maybe I’ll need to scrub down there. Maybe…maybe sex.” 
 
    “Just come see me when you think you need to get out. I’ll consider it.” 
 
    “You’ll consider it.” 
 
    “This will be good for you, Rob. I’ll help you with your discipline.” 
 
    “But what if I just want to get out and jack off?” He was being crude on purpose. He was starting to worry about this situation. 
 
    “Masturbate? Nonsense. Why would you want to do that when you’ve got me?” 
 
    “Well, you haven’t felt like doing it for a few months. Maybe you better let me have the key.” 
 
    “I just did you.” She grinned and patted his cheek. Then she stood up and walked out of the room. 
 
    Rob was left, pants down, staring at his cock. 
 
    It was limp now, but he didn’t think it would stay limp for long. What was it going to feel like when it got hard? 
 
    Rob worried harder. 
 
      
 
    Rob had to sit down when he went to the bathroom. 
 
    He learned that quickly when, yawning, he woke up in the night and headed for the head. He stood, placed his hands on his hips, and let fly. And squawked when the pee came out of his chastity tube like water out of a sprinkler head.  
 
    He managed to choke off the spray, then whirled and sat down.  
 
    He sat and listened to the spray in the bowl, and then wiped himself off, and the lid and the floor and the back of the toilet. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He went back to bed—he was being allowed to sleep in his own room for the first time in months—and Ann mumbled, “Was that you?” 
 
    He woke her up with his bitching. “I fucking pissed all over the place! This thing is a mistake! I gotta get it off!” 
 
    Smiling, Ann just closed her eyes and mumbled, “Night, dear.” 
 
    Rob lay awake for an hour, totally unnerved. He couldn’t control his pee. 
 
    His pee. 
 
    Every man should be able to control his pee! 
 
    He remembered being a teenager and seeing how high he could pee on a tree. And he tried to write his name in the snow. He even climbed up on the garage to see how far he could pee. 
 
    Now he couldn’t. His pee…belonged to his wife! 
 
    In the morning he woke up to a woody and bounced out of bed, to find that Ann was already in their bathroom. He ran down the hall, spun and plopped, and just in time. 
 
    “Good morning, dear.” Ann passed by the open door. 
 
    “Hey! Wait!” 
 
    She backed up and poked her head into the bathroom. She smiled at the sight of him sitting on the throne. 
 
    “You need to let me out of this thing!” 
 
    “Why on earth would I do that?” 
 
    “Because I make a mess when I pee! I have to sit down.” 
 
    “Isn’t that why we locked you up? To make sure you sat down, so the ring would always be down?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…this is silly. I should be able to control my own pee!” 
 
    “Oh, you don’t feel like you can control your own pee?” 
 
    “Isn’t that what I just said?” Rob was feeling peevish, and she was acting obtuse. 
 
    “Does that mean I own it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She waggled the little gold key at him. “I own your cock, now I own your pee. Is there anything else of yours I should own?” 
 
    “Argh!
“I thought not.” She giggled and continued down the hall and into the kitchen. 
 
    Rob was now in a different frame of mind. He mumbled and grumbled and pulled up his pants. His dick had gone from pee woody to sexual woody. He headed for the kitchen and his penis wiggled inside the little tube. It pressed and tried to grow, and he felt extra horny. 
 
    Ann was making waffles. She stood at the toaster, watching the griddle things toast, and there was a plate of butter and a bottle of politically incorrect syrup on the table. 
 
    “Good morning again,” she smiled at him. “Have a seat.” 
 
    He sat, but his mouth started working. “This really is uncomfortable.” 
 
    “How so?” She arched her eyebrows. 
 
    “I keep trying to get erect, and it…it can’t!” 
 
    “Really? Is that all?” 
 
    “Is that all? Is that all? A man lives and dies by his dick! I need to be in control of my cock!” 
 
    “What’s it doing right now?” 
 
    “It’s trying to get hard!” 
 
    “Huh. Really.” 
 
    “Yes! Really!” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    “Show you my cock? You want to see my cock?” 
 
    “I’d like you to prove that your dick is trying to get hard. Yes.” She glanced at the toaster. It had a half minute to go. She looked back at him. “Take down your pants and show me your penis. As the owner of your dingle a doo doo I have a right to make sure my property really is trying to get hard.” 
 
    Rob was now nearly speechless. He sputtered, “Dingle a doo doo? Your property?” 
 
    “And hurry up. The waffles are almost done.” 
 
    His face turning red, Rob unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled down. 
 
    Sure enough, his cock was whipping around inside the tube. It was trying to squeeze out of portholes and pull his balls out from his body. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! That is so cute!” 
 
    “Cute!” 
 
    DING! The toaster popped the waffles up. 
 
    “Just stay there for a second!” She pulled the waffles out and put them on the plate. She hurried over to the table. She sat down and grabbed his weenie and pulled it over to her. 
 
    “This is adorable! Look how it’s all red and frustrated!” 
 
    “The key!” Rob’s voice sounded strangled. 
 
    Ann smiled, undid the syrup flap on the cap and poured the sticky stuff on his penis. 
 
    “Hey!” but he couldn't get loose. Her hand was holding his balls. 
 
    Ann leaned forward and licked the syrup off his plastic enclosed member. 
 
    In spite of everything, it felt good. Rob couldn’t help but groan. And he groaned louder when she took his whole cock, cage and all, inside her mouth. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    Ann gobbled, made sounds of happiness, and sucked all the syrup off his cock. She took her mouth off him and said, “I should try that with your balls, too.” 
 
    Rob’s knees buckled a little. “Can I please have the key?” 
 
    Ann pivoted to her waffles and started putting thick pats of butter and great globs of syrup on them. “No.” 
 
    He was so flustered, so weakened by her antics, that he didn’t bother to pull his pants up. He just sat down and faced her.              “But why?” 
 
    She forked a bit of dripping waffle into her mouth, chewed, and considered him. Gulping, she said, “Honey, I like you better this way. It’s not even been a day and you are leaving the ring down. And look at your little weenie. It just came last night, and it’s already trying to get hard. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you get so excited. 
 
    “I don’t want to get excited! I have things to do! I can’t walk around with this thing in my pants trying to go off all the time!” 
 
    “Why, of course you can. And I’ll bet it’s good for you. All that blood coursing through your body? I’ll bet your whole body is thanking you.” 
 
    “No! It’s not.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it.” 
 
    “What’s there to think about? Just give me the key!” 
 
    “But, honey, isn’t that what you always say when I ask for something? I want to subscribe to Netflix, and you say, ‘I’ll think about it.’ And if I want to change pool cleaners you say, ‘I’ll think about it.’ I certainly deserve the chance to think about this. After all, you agreed, and it’s only been a day, not even a day, and…I want to think about it.” 
 
    Rob: “Argh!” Got up, threw up his hands and stomped out of the kitchen. 
 
    “You haven’t eaten your waffles, dear?” 
 
    “ARGH!” 
 
     
 
    Time passes. It may dawdle, and it may speed up, but it passes. 
 
    Ann was quite happy with her husband’s little ‘decoration.’ 
 
    Rob was not. 
 
    He was constantly trying to get an erection. His horniness factor multiplied. He was irritated. 
 
    And he noticed that Ann wasn’t wearing the little gold key. 
 
    “Where’d the gold key go?” he blurted upon seeing that it wasn’t on the little gold chain around her neck. 
 
    “Oh, it was a little irritating. It rubbed on my chest, and I decided to put it away.” 
 
    “But where did you put it?” 
 
    “Why?” she asked with innocent eyes. 
 
    “I don’t want it to be lost.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s not lost,” and she patted his cheek. 
 
      
 
    By that weekend Rob had been in chastity for five days, and he was about to come out of his skull. He was constantly rubbing his crotch, only to feel the hard plastic, and the itch remained. 
 
    He would become aware of his cock at the oddest and most inconvenient times. Talking to a co-worker and suddenly it felt like his pants were dancing. 
 
    Passing a woman in a grocery store and his cage would literally bounce. 
 
    His cock was struggling so hard it would move the cage and he was constantly turning sideways, or sitting quickly, or scrunching around so that nobody would see his pants doing a little dick rhumba behind the zipper. 
 
    And he was having a hard time thinking. And he was thinking better. Such a contradiction, but he would be distracted, then force himself to concentrate. Distracted and focused all at the same time. 
 
    On Friday evening, during dinner, Rob brought up the subject again. 
 
    “Ann, honey?” He was determined to keep his cool. 
 
    “Yes?” She looked up from her spinach salad. 
 
    “It’s been a week, and we’ve had no problems with the toilet. Perhaps it’s time to give me a break.” 
 
    “But, honey? Why would we change something that’s working? Isn’t it you that’s always saying, ‘if it’s not broken…don’t fix it?’” 
 
    He felt the immediate surge of frustration, but held it under control. 
 
    “Well, it’s very uncomfortable.” 
 
    “How so?” She gave him her attention and appeared very thoughtful. 
 
    “It tends to—“ 
 
    “You mean your penis?” 
 
    “Yes, of course…” his voice started to rise, but he tamped it down. “I mean my penis. It keeps wiggling, and that makes my tube wiggle, and the front of my pants wiggle, and that could be very embarrassing.” 
 
    “Yes, I can see how that would cause you a little consternation.” 
 
    “Then you’ll give me the key?” His voice sounded so hopeful. 
 
    “Let me think about it.” 
 
    “Think about it? What’s there to…uh…” he controlled himself, “It seems to be very straight forward. There’s a problem, here’s the solution, so…?” He kept his face bright and cheerful. 
 
    “Now see, that’s why you have me. I offer different solutions. i see problems in different ways. I’m sure that with a little thought we can come up with a solution that will be beneficial to all.” 
 
    “But, honey—“ 
 
    “I think one solution, right now, would be to take your mind off all this difficulty. Take your pants down and come here.” 
 
    Rob’s eyes blinked a few times. 
 
    Yet, he was so horny, his lust fever had been growing so much over the week, no relief from his wiggling weenie, that he couldn’t resist. 
 
    He stood up and unbuckled, unzipped, and dropped. 
 
    “That’s a good boy. Come here.” 
 
    Rob shuffled around the table, his pants gathered around his ankles and acting like hobbles. 
 
    Ann reached under his cage and took his balls in one hand. Well, one ball in one hand.  
 
    Rob groaned. His balls were full and very sensitive. 
 
    “My, this one is very full, isn’t it.” 
 
    “Uh…” Rob’s voice broke a little. 
 
    “And this one…oh, my. If this keeps up we’re going to have to give you sex.” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he sighed. 
 
    Manipulating his balls, one then the other, back and forth, Ann ate her salad and considered his situation. 
 
    “Of course, we’re in no hurry.” 
 
    “What?” he asked softly, his mind on his manhood. 
 
    “After all, you seem to have lots of extra energy, and we don’t want to waste that, do we?” 
 
    Inside his skull: waste me! Waste me! 
 
    His voice, however, said, “Well, uh…I could use some relief.” 
 
    “But aren’t you enjoying this?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    She smiled up at him and gave a quick squeeze, “And if we allowed you to cum then you wouldn’t enjoy it. Right?” 
 
    “Of course, I would!” 
 
    “Of course, you wouldn’t. I have observed you prior to this. Once you divest yourself of your seed you have no interest, and don’t even want to be touched. No, allowing you a cum at this stage would not be advisable.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “But I will do something else for you.” 
 
    “What?” Desperation was in his voice. 
 
    “This.” 
 
    She spanked his balls. 
 
    The shock went through his body. It was like somebody hitting him in the nuts and his asshole feeling the pain. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he groaned. He grabbed the table so he wouldn’t fall. “Don’t—OH!” She spanked his balls again. 
 
    Now she had his cage by one hand and with the other one she gave him a series of swats that he couldn’t avoid. He couldn’t get his hands down, he couldn’t get loose form her hand on his cock cage, and he finally fell to his knees. 
 
    Smiling, Ann asked, “Do you still feel like cumming?” 
 
    “No…no…” Rob rolled over on his side and curled up into a ball. 
 
    Ann continued eating, and when she was done with her salad she pushed him with one foot. “Move aside, dear.” 
 
    He rolled over and she stepped past him. She placed her dish on the counter and said, “Make sure you do the dishes, honey.” And she left the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    A day later she had an answer for Rob’s problem of his cock moving the front of his pants. She handed him a tummy shaper. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Put this on and you’ll be able to push your cage back out of the way. Then it won’t be bouncing around in the front of your pants.” 
 
    Rob didn’t like that idea. He didn’t want to wear women’s underthings, and he didn’t want to bend his cock way back between his legs. 
 
    Still, it was a solution, and Ann was determined that he at least try it. 
 
    He pulled on the tummy shaper, pushed his cock back, and snapped the bottom closed. 
 
    “See?” chirped Ann happily. Your front panel is under control now, and you won’t have to worry about your penis being unruly. 
 
    Unruly. 
 
    Still, it worked. 
 
    It was uncomfortable, but not more so than his penis wiggling around in front. And, Rob hated to admit it…it looked cool in the mirror. 
 
    He had very small love handles, but with the tummy shaper he had none. It made his body look trimmer, younger, and it even made his chest puff up a little. 
 
    He still wanted out, but…this would work until he could convince Ann to give him the key. 
 
      
 
    Rob’s next problem was a plumbing problem. He started to leak. in fact, it was like the little ball spanking he had received had turned a switch. He woke up the next morning, ran for the bathroom with his woody hurting inside his cage, and perceived a sticky string of something on his legs. 
 
    Sitting down and spraying the inside of the bowl, he saw that he had emitted a long silvery string of pre-cum. It had dripped from the end of his cock, and through the cock cage, and had tangled on his legs. There was even some of the string on the floor. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. then, louder: “Honey? Ann? We’ve got a problem!” 
 
    Ann yawned and stretched. She was getting used to sleeping later and she didn’t like being awakened by her husband. 
 
    Still, she slid out from under the covers and went to the bathroom. “What is it?” 
 
    “Look!” Rob slid a finger across the front of his cage and held up a stringy mess of pre-cum. 
 
    “Why are you making a mess?” 
 
    “I’m not doing it on purpose! It’s my dick! I haven’t cum in so long that my balls are overflowing!” 
 
    “That’s ridiculous!” 
 
    “No! It’s not! A guy gets blue balls, and that happened over the last week, then he starts to dribble.” 
 
    “That could be a problem,” she pursed her lips and thought. 
 
    “Could be? It is! It means I have to take a change of pants to work!” 
 
    “Well, give me a day and I’ll come up with a solution.” 
 
    “A day? I have to go to work today!” 
 
    “Well, then…wear a condom.” 
 
    “A condom? A rubber?” 
 
    She smiled and went back to bed. 
 
    Unbelievably, her suggestion worked. He pulled a rubber over his condom, put on his tummy shaper and male clothes, and went to work. 
 
    He could feel the build up of fluid in the rubber. And it even made his penis flare up a little more, sloshing in the suds, as it were. 
 
    But he made it through the day, or so he thought. He was about to leave work when he heard one of the office secretaries giggling behind him. 
 
    He turned, aware of his cage and the tummy shaper and the rubber and his red face. 
 
    The secretary whispered to him, “I think you sat in something.” 
 
    Rob got even redder, mumbled a thanks, and went to the bathroom. 
 
    The condom had filled up with pre-cum, and if it was hanging straight down it wouldn’t have mattered. But his cage and penis were pulled back, and the fluid had leaked out of the condom and made a spot in his pants right below where his asshole was. 
 
    It looked like his asshole had leaked! 
 
    Fortunately, it was just a couple of minutes before five. He stuffed a wad of toilet paper in his pants and tried not to run as he went out the door. 
 
      
 
    “Ann! This isn’t working!” 
 
    He entered the living room. Ann had her favorite soap opera on and was about to put a chocolate in her mouth. She put the chocolate back in the box and sat up. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Look!” He turned and showed her the spot on the back of his pants. 
 
    “Did you have an accident?” 
 
    “No! I did not have an accident! The condom filled up and overflowed!” 
 
    He took off his pants and unsnapped the tummy shaper. 
 
    “Well, it’s obvious what you must do.” 
 
    He hoped she would say, ‘use the key,’ but instead she said, “You must take a change of condom with you, and you should probably wear a pad tomorrow. 
 
    “A pad?” 
 
    “A menstrual pad. To catch your overflow. Then you won’t have to be all embarrassed when you have an accident.” 
 
    “I did not have an accident!” 
 
    “Oh silly boy, of course you did.” She placed her hand around his cock cage and pulled him closer to her. “But don’t worry. We’ll take of it.” 
 
    She began to manipulate his balls. 
 
    Now they were really full. And really sensitive. 
 
    Rob almost fell down, it felt so good. The way she was gently palpating them, like a spanking, but not so hard. The pre-cum starting pouring out of his penis at a faster rate. 
 
    Ann giggled. “Poor boy. You really have lost control.” 
 
    “If I had the key…” 
 
    Ann took his cage in her mouth, sucked some of the pre-cum. One of her hands went up under his shirt and started playing with his nipples. 
 
    His penis pressed out and Ann could feel the hot skin squeezing through the little portholes on the side of his cage. 
 
    She took her mouth off him and whispered, “Honey. Don’t worry. We’ll get you all dressed up tomorrow, and I have an idea how we can solve this problem for good. 
 
    “Oh, please…please…” begged Rob. And he didn’t know if he was begging her to suck his cock, or to give him the key, or to solve his problems once and for all. 
 
    That was the point, he would realize on later retrospect, that he lost total control. He was conditioned to her solutions, and he was looking to her solutions, and though he was frustrated, he was also energized, and excited, and…and under her thumb.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Morning came, and with it what would turn out to be the morning ritual. 
 
    First, Ann demanded that Rob shave his legs. If she was going to help him get dressed she didn’t want to deal with all his unsightly hair. 
 
    So Rob hopped in the shower and shaved, or, later on, used Nair. 
 
    Out of the shower and dry, he would pull up his tummy shaper. Then Ann would roll a rubber over his cage and push his chastity cage back between his legs. Finally, she would put a feminine pad under his cage to catch any overflow. 
 
    By the end of the day there would almost always be overflow. but the pad caught it. 
 
    Anyway, after he had the pad in place and the bottom of the tummy shaper snapped, he would finish getting dressed by himself. In this he was very selective, as the pad frequently, no matter how careful Ann was, leave a slight rectangular lump on the seat of his pants. 
 
    He would choose pants that wouldn’t show this. 
 
    Then it was regular wear. Shoes, socks, shirts…just like a man. 
 
    Then it was out to breakfast, which he usually fixed for himself as Ann had taken to returning to bed. 
 
    A day of work, and home. Where he would undress, change the condom and the pad, and finally relax. 
 
    But it was hard to relax with his little worm asquirmin’.  
 
    His cock was on a constant wake up call. It just kept wiggling, and pushing out, and trying to get erect. 
 
    Rob would sometimes look up to find Ann smiling at him. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “You, my love. You.” 
 
    He didn’t think he was so funny. In fact, now he was having trouble sleeping. His cock simply wouldn’t let him. 
 
    So while Ann slept long nights of luxurious sleep, he would go to the computer and work. As a result of this his job performance started to soar. And, as a result of that he was allowed to work at home. 
 
    As long as his performance remained stellar. 
 
    Which, of course, it did. 
 
    In fact, there seemed to be no end to the upward bullet that were his personal work statistics. 
 
     
 
    “Honey, you know how you’re always asking for the key?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” He stared at her with hopeful eyes. It was all he dreamed about now. He wanted that key. 
 
    “Well, I might have a solution, so you don’t have to have a key, or even a chastity belt.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll do it. Whatever it is…I’ll do it.” 
 
    Ann giggled. Then, “I read sometimes, and I came across a wonderful little solution. I call it chastity without the tube.” 
 
    “So I would still be in chastity?” he frowned. 
 
    “But without the tube.” 
 
    “Okay.” He sounded doubtful. 
 
    Ann knew when Rob was being difficult, or would be difficult, so she sat down on the couch and called him to her. “Okay, mister. Unbuckle, unzip, and drop.” 
 
    Rob couldn’t control himself. He was dying for her soft hands. Even when they slapped his balls, he wanted them. He was horny, and this made him even hornier, removed him from the realm of intelligent thinking, as it were, but…he needed it. 
 
    He did as instructed and stepped in front of her. 
 
    Ann took his cage in her mouth and held his balls. She sucked and squeezed. She gave little spanks, and then—something new—she reached under his legs and started rubbing a finger over his bunghole. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” he wheezed. He jerked his hips and Ann had to caution him not to move. 
 
    Yet that little, index finger, circling and prodding, rubbing and massaging, it was torment! 
 
    And that made him even hornier! 
 
    Standing there, being sucked and rubbed, having his nipples played with, and now having that very sensitive brown button tantalized, he sobbed. 
 
    Almost as if that was what she was waiting for, his tears, Ann took her mouth off him. She kept playing with him, however, and she said, “I would like to suture the under head of your cock to your perineum. 
 
    “What?” Shocked, yet he didn’t back away. The sensations ratcheting through him were too good. He needed them. 
 
    It will require certain sacrifice, but you won’t need to wear the chastity tube. This will make it easier for you to wear a pad, and you might even be able to do away with the tummy shaper. After all, those salads I’ve been giving you have really being working. 
 
    And they had. Rob was definitely down a few pounds. His waist was downright slender, and it was even making his hips look a little bigger, and his chest, too. 
 
    “No,” he moaned. 
 
    “Very well. If you’re going to be obstinate.” Ann took her hands away. 
 
    The look in Rob’s eyes. The desperation. In the absence of sexual acts he had come to rely on her hands for his thrills. 
 
    “No…please.” 
 
    “If you won’t do this one, little thing for me, I don’t see how I can be bothered doing anything for you. I mean, honestly, I work and I slave, I fix salads and help you get dressed, and you can’t even do this one, little thing.” 
 
    “Wait, please. Do…what you were doing and let me think.” 
 
    Ann pursed her lips in a mild frown. She reached out for his balls with one hand and his nipples with the other. She played with him, but it was obvious she was ready to stop. 
 
    If he didn’t…if he didn’t… 
 
    With a sob, Rob gave in. His knees buckled a little, and he nodded, and he said, “Okay.” 
 
    Delighted, Ann really went to work on him. She sucked on his cage, pulled his nipples, and even snaked a hand between his legs and massaged his hole. 
 
    Rob was in heaven. He loved this feeling, he loved his wife. His mind was a white hot blankness, and there was only…only… 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    “Please, keep going!” 
 
    “Honey, I’ve done you for a whole turn of the hourglass!” 
 
    He looked to the side table and saw the little hourglass, all the sand in the bottom. 
 
    “But…it’s only a three minute hourglass.” 
 
    “Honey, don’t be a hog with my time. There’s things I have to do. I have to arrange for your little operation. And you need to go work and make me some money.” 
 
    Rob went in to work, staggering on shaking knees, and he made her lots of money. 
 
      
 
    The ‘operation’ occurred on a Saturday.  
 
    Ann didn’t do it herself, she had a friend who was a nurse, and the nurse did it. 
 
    “This is my husband Rob. Rob, This is Jennifer. 
 
    Jennifer was a tall woman with a big bosom. She wore a nurses uniform, and she carried a black satchel. Her eyes were piercing and revealed a lot of determination. 
 
    “You’ve done this before?” asked Rob, trying to subdue his nervousness. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Many times. Never lost a patient.” 
 
    Jennifer and Ann giggled. 
 
    “Oh, well…uh…” 
 
    “Now, let’s put him on a bed, no clothes, face down.” 
 
    They went to the bedroom and Rob, embarrassed, took off his clothes and lay on the bed. 
 
    Jennifer watched him closely, and nodded in approval when she saw the chastity tube. 
 
    “You’ve done a wonderful job,” she said to Ann. 
 
    “Thank you. It has been a trial, however.” 
 
    “Well,” said Jennifer, opening the satchel, “your days of trial are over.” She prepared a syringe, squirted it into the air a bit, then turned to Ann. “I would recommend complete removal, but I know how attached men can be to their little toys.” 
 
    Rob caught that remark, and he turned his head up and started to rise. 
 
    “None of that now,” Jennifer said, pushing his fanny down. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Let’s put some pillows under him, get his butt up in the air.” 
 
    Once his ass was pooched up, Jennifer gave him a shot in the groin. The needle hurt a little going in, but within seconds he wasn’t feeling anything. This, oddly, gave him a loosy goosy feeling. Almost like he had taken a sedative. 
 
    Which was good, because he had thought about resisting, not having the chastity tube or the operation. But with the shot he was suddenly totally relaxed. 
 
    “Excellent. Got the big vein right off. 
 
    Rob sagged on the pillows. He felt weak. He didn’t move or do anything when Ann stuck the key into his lock and opened it. 
 
    “My, I see what you’ve been dealing with.” 
 
    “Yes. It used to be bigger. But…” Ann shrugged. 
 
    “Well, no problem. It’s the perfect size for this operation. 
 
    Rob, dazed, wondered what they were talking about. He couldn’t feel his weenie, so they couldn’t be talking about that. 
 
    He lay there and felt Jennifer’s hands between his leg. He sort of knew when she pulled his dick back up through his legs.  
 
    He didn’t know what she was doing, but after a few minutes she said, “Almost done. You can see where I sewed his penis to his perineum. There’ s just a little slit in the under part of his cock head, and a little slit in his perineum, and sutured together the flesh will grow together. I’ve pushed his testicles up into the cavities from which they descended.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s cute! It looks like he doesn’t have any balls!” 
 
    “But they’re there. They’re just more like ovaries now, inside instead of out. 
 
    “What did you do?” asked Rob, sounding a little goofy. 
 
    “Shush, now, Rob. I’m tying it off.” 
 
    Then she slapped his ass and said, “Bed rest for three days. Don’t pull on your weenie or play with yourself in any manner. You don’t want to pulled your stitches out. That might be very painful, and it might bleed a lot. 
 
    Rob, laying on his face with his belly in the air, thought about that. He didn’t want to see his own blood. He decided to follow Jennifer’s directions. 
 
    “Okay, Rob, I want you to just lay there. Three days now, and I’ll wait on you hand a foot.” 
 
    As the two women walked out of the room Rob heard Jennifer ask, “Is he taking his pills?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I mash them into his…” and then their voices faded. 
 
    Rob lay there, stoned, and wondered what was happening to him. After all, leaving the seat up on the toilet…it seemed a small thing compared to him getting an operation. 
 
    But he didn’t have much time to think as Ann came back and watched over him. 
 
      
 
    A week later Rob was up and about, and he was stunned. 
 
    He looked down at his groin and saw only a flat surface. 
 
    No boner bump. No sign of the chastity tube. Nothing. 
 
    He felt between his legs and could feel the ridge of his cock pulled back. 
 
    And he could feel his butt and feel the little point that was the head of his cock coming between his legs below his asshole. 
 
    This self inspection started him to getting horny again. After all, he still had a full load of semen in his now hidden balls. 
 
    But his dick wouldn’t come out from between his legs. Wearing the chastity tube for several months had caused a permanent curvature of the ding dong. And now that his cock was sewn down, it just pulled on his skin, a little uncomfortably, but even that discomfort went away as the bond between dick and perineum grew stronger and stronger. 
 
    And his new condition resulted several changes in lifestyle. 
 
    For one, he didn’t have to wear a tummy shaper. He just put on a pair  panties and placed the pad in them. That was simple dimple, and Rob was glad for the ease of changing his panties and clothes. 
 
    Of course there was a downside to this. His cock was now in the open, so to speak, and the pad rubbed the head of his cock mercilessly. Every step he took and the pad rubbed the head of his penis. It was excruciating, and Rob actually started to change the way he walked. He tried to push his butt out, unconsciously, in an effort to remove the pad form contact with his cock head. 
 
    It didn’t work, of course, but Ann thought his new walk was quite adorable. 
 
    And, the constant rubbing on the head of his penis was causing him to drip more. He was now dripping so much he had to change his pad several times during the day. 
 
    Oh, for the days of tighty whiteys!  
 
    But those days, sadly, were long past. 
 
    Another disappointment from the operation was that Ann could no longer suck on his cock. The chastity tube could be pulled out, but his dick was now sutured in place. No way that was moving. 
 
    The good side: Ann could bend him over and play with both the head of his penis and his butthole. 
 
    And she loved doing this. She loved rubbing the head of his cock with her third finger and touching his hole with her thumb.  
 
    And, as time passed, she began actually inserting her thumb. 
 
    It wasn’t a deep insertion, but it sure made Rob’s day. At least for three minutes. 
 
    She would do that to him frequently during the day, but only for the length of time it took for sand to flow from the top to the bottom of the little hourglass. 
 
    And, since Rob wasn’t going to work, she asked him to wear a dress around the house. 
 
    “You don’t really need pants, and you don’t need to worry about any boner bump or anything. So, please. Just for me.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. 
 
    “It will make it so much easier for me to get to your backside.” 
 
    He wanted to. 
 
    So Rob took up the wearing of skirts. And because his hairless skin was so pale, she made him wear nylons. 
 
    Rob would sit at the computer, occasionally wiggling because of the pressure on his cock head. 
 
    And occasionally wiggling to get a little rub a dub on his cock head. 
 
    Ann loved to see him do this. 
 
    “You’re such a horny, little vixen,” she would say, rubbing his shoulders for a moment. 
 
    Rob would smile, and keep working, trying to get his mind off his eternally horny situation. 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and Rob noticed something. His chest was getting puffy. 
 
    How weird!  
 
    He would pull a shirt over his head and look in the mirror, and it looked like his pectorals were getting bigger. 
 
    But he wasn’t lifting weights or anything! 
 
    But…they were turning into little bumps. Swelling up. 
 
    Ann noticed it right away. 
 
    “Honey, you’re going to have to stop eating ice cream.” 
 
    Ice cream was Rob’s favorite desert, but it was obviously having a fat effect. 
 
    So he gave up ice cream, but his chest kept growing. Slowly but surely, week after week, it grew bigger. 
 
    Sometimes Rob felt like crying about this, but Ann would always hug him, but his head to her large breasts, and shush him. 
 
    And, one day, “You know, Rob, you are getting quite sizable down there.” 
 
    He knew where down there was. He hung his head. Partially out of embarrassment, partly to see the growing mounds on his chest. 
 
    “I think you’d better consider wearing a bra.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Just for a little while, until your chest shrinks.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Come on, now dear. You know you need it. You don’t want to feel the pain of sagging boobs. You don’t want to risk getting stretch marks. You need this.” 
 
    Still, Rob didn’t want to wear a bra. That would be like the kiss of death to any pretensions of manhood he might have left. 
 
    But, day after day Ann lectured him on why bras were necessary and even moral, and she would cup his bosoms and massage them and tickle the nipples. 
 
    Which nipples were growing bigger, and stiffer, and were so excited when she touched them. 
 
    One day she bent her head and sucked on his nipples, and he thought he was going to explode! 
 
    “Please…please!” he begged, not knowing what he was begging for. 
 
    She brought out a bra, a wispy thing that barely covered his growing boobs. She helped him put it on, and she explained about different bras, and…he was wearing a bra! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he exclaimed, looking at himself in a mirror. 
 
    He had always been slender, but now he was…shapely. 
 
    His butt flared out a little,  
 
    And, of course, it goes without saying, as long as he was wearing nylons, skirts, and a bra, he should also wear blouses. Or sweaters. Or even a halter top on a hot day. 
 
    Rob fought it. He refused. He cried (which she claimed was him merely going through hormones).  
 
    “I’m not a woman!” 
 
    She said: “Then show me your dick.” 
 
    To which he would turn around and bend over and show his little cock head. 
 
    And she would touch it and feel it, and rub it, and he would shiver in excitement and that was the end of that argument. 
 
    And he eventually gave up and wore blouses. 
 
    And…a dress. 
 
    “You’ll love it,” said Ann. “It’s a free feeling, the material is light. Come on, just try it on.” 
 
    Rob held up the yellow dress. It would come down to just above his knees, which would show off his shapely legs. It had a neckline that would hint at his cleavage. His arms would be bare, and they were rather slender now that he had lost a lot of muscle mass. 
 
    “No,” he said. A last vestige of his dwindling resistance. 
 
    “Come on, honey. If you do, I’ll put make up on you. And I’ll fix your hair.” 
 
    Rob couldn’t help it. He thought about it. 
 
    But he still refused. 
 
    “Come here, honey, and turn around and bend over.” 
 
    Ann rubbed his penis head for a long time. She reached around and cupped his boobs. She pushed her index finger into his heinie all the way up to her fist knuckles. 
 
    Rob tried to resist. He wanted to resist. But he couldn’t resist. 
 
    Ann helped him pull the dress over his head. She smoothed his hair down and kissed him and told him he was adorable. 
 
    Rob was shaking. This was it. This was the end of his manhood. 
 
    “Come on, now, honey.” She sat him down at her vanity and began working on him.  
 
    She gave a cursory brushing of his hair, which had grown long, to get it out of her way. 
 
    She cleansed his face and plucked his eyebrows. He had thin, arching lines over his eyes when she was done. 
 
    She primed his face, and put on foundation. She put on blush to make his cheeks colorful. She worked forever on his eyes, making his eyes sparkle inside the colorful cage. 
 
    She put lipstick on him. She put plumper on first, and his lips grew a bit larger, then she painted them. 
 
    They were red, curvy, beautiful, and Rob stared at his face, his eyes, his lips. 
 
    He was beautiful. He knew this, and this was where his male resistance faded completely and he started to take a female pride in his appearance. 
 
    She brushed his hair, coiffed it, added some curls and wisps, and he was suddenly in love with himself. Now he understood. 
 
    Now he knew where Ann had been taking him. 
 
    He stood up and went to the full mirror in the bedroom and studied himself. 
 
    Ann came up beside him and linked her arm through his. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” he mumbled through his red, red lips. 
 
    Ann just held him and smiled at him. 
 
    Then she said, “Don’t you think it’s time you tried on some high heels?” 
 
    High heels. They were uncomfortable, and he had been resisting them for the longest time. 
 
    But now, transformed, seeing what a rare beauty he had become…he wanted to try them on. 
 
    She handed him a pair of heels, and he held them up, examined them, ran his hands down the smooth, black leather, felt the spike, then he slipped one onto his foot. Then the other one. 
 
    He stood up, and the first thing he noticed was that he was taller. And that made him realize that the world was smaller. 
 
    “I feel so much bigger,” he whispered. 
 
    “You are bigger. You’re almost a woman, my sweet.” 
 
    He stared at her, aware of his feet, his body, his boobs, his face, his hair. 
 
    He was transformed, converted into something more beautiful. 
 
    He was in heaven. He felt like an angel, and he finally understood what a woman was. 
 
    And he understood that his desire to put his dick into Ann had been a travesty, that he was trying to make impure that which was pure. 
 
    Tears ran down his cheeks, and he blubbered apologies. 
 
    “No need, my honey. No need. Just go to the bed and bend over. 
 
    He went, he bent. 
 
    She opened the dresser drawer and took out a strap on. He glanced back at her, saw what she was doing, and was okay. 
 
    It was only right, after all the times he had sullied her, that she be given the chance to sully him. 
 
    She stroked her cock, covered it with lubricant, then moved up behind him. She covered his butthole with lube, pushing globs of the slick stuff into him, making sure this would be the most pleasurable defrocking he could experience. 
 
    He lay there, feeling her fingers swish around in him, felt his asshole relaxing, growing able to accept that which was about to come. 
 
    She slid two fingers into him and began running them around the rim. 
 
    He groaned, and felt his asshole expanding. 
 
    It felt so good. 
 
    And now he wanted to cum. The feeling had waned a bit in the last few weeks, but feeling the penetration, seeing himself from a female point of view, he wanted to cum…to cum like a woman. 
 
    Three fingers. In and out, and he felt her fist knuckles bumping against his rim. 
 
    It was almost loose enough, but not quite. 
 
    Ann took her time. She began tickling his cock head, and he arched and lurched and wanted more. 
 
    She pushed her penis into him, and now he was sated. Now he was filled. Now he had everything he wanted. 
 
    Ann pushed and tilted, pulled and rubbed the edge of her shaft against the tip of his cock. 
 
    He moaned, he felt his balls, hard, full, inside his body. Though they were inside they wanted to expel their semen. 
 
    Ann reached around him, cupped his large breasts, rubbed the nipples. Her cock slithered against his cock head. She kissed his back and murmured endearments. 
 
    “It’s love, my honey. I’ve wanted to do this to you from the first.” 
 
    He spread his legs wider, tilted his butt so he could get more cock, more feeling. 
 
    “I’ve wanted your power. I needed you to submit. Can you give yourself up for me?” 
 
    He nodded, he could. 
 
    “Then you must cum. Cum, Rob. Expel your essence, give yourself up to me.” 
 
    Rob felt the urge stirring deep within. His ovary/balls grew hot and began to roil. He felt the tip of his cock stimulated. The big cock penetrating him rubbed his prostate. 
 
    He didn’t know what happened. Was it a sissygasm? An anal orgasm? A prostate orgasm? 
 
    He didn’t know, and it wasn’t a cum like he had ever experienced. 
 
    It came over him, a warm feeling of love, and sperm started leaking out of his bent under penis. 
 
    It didn’t shoot, like a man’s, but drizzled, and he felt lost and helpless, and then he realized that Ann was holding him. 
 
    He gave up. He allowed himself to be held. That which was male left him, and was absorbed by Ann. 
 
    She was the alpha. She was the leader in their relationship. She would always take care of him. 
 
    And he became submissive. He became feminine in essence as well as body. 
 
    From now on he would wear the dresses, put on the make up. 
 
    From now on he was owned. 
 
    And he never felt so powerful in his life. 
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    A Note from the Author! 
 
    Been a while since I wrote a story using hypnosis. Not that Roofies are hypnosis, but…they do tend to make easy targets out of beautiful women. 
 
    Bad drug dealer! 
 
    But we don’t have any drug dealers in this story. We just have a nice guy who likes to play jokes on people…and doesnt’ really understand that karma is a be-yotch! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I have got the coolest idea!” 
 
    “Cooler than a milk shake?” 
 
    “Cooler than a popsicle in the arctic!” 
 
    “Cooler than an eskimo’s toilet? 
 
    “Way cooler!” 
 
    Sam stared at his wife. “If it’s that cool then I have to hear about it!” 
 
    Sam’s wife stood just inside the kitchen, a big grin on her face. Sara was a short gal, a little chunky, but mostly in the boobs. She had a round face, plump lips, and a sense of humor that wouldn’t quit. 
 
    “And you will!” 
 
    “Well, hell, woman! Tell me!” 
 
    Sam was a few inches taller and very slender. He had a wiry body and a twisty grin. 
 
    “Okay, get out the bourbon and pour us some drinks, because I’m going to lay it on you.” 
 
    Sam went to the cupboard and took down a bottle of Old Grand-Dad. He threw some cubes in a pair of glasses, splashed the OGD on the rocks, then added a touch of Coca Cola. 
 
    They sat down at the table and sipped, and Sam said, “Okay, woman. What gives?” 
 
    Sara took a gulp, leaned forward and said, “You know Janice Dewalt?” 
 
    “Sure. You and her are friends from way back.” He smiled thinking of all the jokes he had put her through. 
 
    “Well, she came up with an idea at the meeting tonight that was just shit over bonkers. I mean, it’s so wild…and all the girls were scared to do it.” 
 
    “Really?” Sam was definitely interested. He was the kind of guy who liked to do things that other people were scared of. “So what is it that’s so scary?” 
 
    “Well, it has to do with sex.” 
 
    Sam moved his head back an inch. “And what’s so scary about sex?” 
 
    “Normally, nothing. Sex is sex. You put it in and wiggle it around and then we squirt our butts off and zowie. That’s it.” 
 
    “Well if that’s it then what’s so scary?” 
 
    She leaned forward another inch, looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening, and whispered. “Unconscious sex.” 
 
    “What?” Sam wasn’t sure he had heard that right. 
 
    “Yeah. You see one of us goes unconscious, and the other one gets to fuck ‘em.” 
 
    Sam sat all the way back. This was so weird he wasn’t sure if he had heard it right.  
 
    “So you’re saying that you go unconscious, and I take advantage of you?” 
 
    Sara’s head bobbed up and down excitedly. “I can get real drunk so I can’t stand up straight, or maybe even take a pill—Janice says she’s got some of those pills—then you take my clothes off and have your way with me.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” he rubbed his chin. 
 
    “What’s not to know?” 
 
    “Seems like that sort of defeats the whole purpose!” 
 
    “Okay, two things. First, sometimes you wish I’d just lay down…and I’m not in the mood. This way if you feel like sex and I don’t, I just go unconscious and you get your sex. And if I feel like sex, and you don’t…” 
 
    He smiled at that. 
 
    “Then you take a pill and I get to hump and ride you till my pussy is sore.” 
 
    “What if I don’t get an erection?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We feed you some of that Viagra stuff. What do you care? You’ll be sleeping!” 
 
    Sam poured a couple of more drinks. It sounded sort of stupid. But, at the same time, there was a sort of excitement to it. 
 
    “So you’re passed out, can’t move, and I fuck you.” 
 
    “Yep!” she nodded happily. “I won’t know it so I won’t care. Hell, you could do anything you wanted to me.” 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Sure. You can fuck me, cum on my face, suck my tits when you know it would irritate me…” 
 
    “Could I fuck your asshole?” 
 
    Sara blinked. She hadn’t thought about that, but… “Sure. Long as you grease me up. I don’t want to wake up all sore.” 
 
    “Hmm.” I hate to say it, but it sounds interesting. Unconscious sex. Might be hot.” 
 
    “And remember, some day I’d get to take advantage of you. You get drunk, or take a pill or two, and a lot of Viagra, and I could hump your pogo stick to the moon. I could slap your ass and kick your balls—“ 
 
    “Not too hard now,” he frowned. 
 
    “Nope. Not too hard. Hell, I just want to have fun, not insapitate you.” She wasn’t quite sure of that insapacitate word, she didn’t know she was trying to say ‘incapacitate,’ but it was close enough that Sam understood what she meant. 
 
    “Well. That sounds…cool. I got to say.” 
 
    “Cooler than a eskimos ice hole?” She giggled at her play on words. 
 
    He laughed. “Cooler than a polar bear’s penis.” 
 
    They leaned across the table and shared a juicy kiss. All this ‘cool’ talk had got them hot. 
 
    “Well, let’s go explore some of this potentially unconscious sex stuff.” 
 
    They poured another drink and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom they got undressed, leering at each other, and Sam’s boner was obvious. 
 
    “Baby. I can’t wait to feel that dipstick check my oil.” 
 
    “You mean my unconscious dipstick check your unconscious oil?” 
 
    “Exactly!” She tossed her dress in a hamper and bent her arms back to work on the fastening at the back of her bra. 
 
    “Let me do that, woman.” Sam walked to her, nearly tripped because his pants were around his ankles, and reached around to undo the snap. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he muttered, eyes down to her chest as her charms tumbled forth. 
 
    As he eyed her tits she grabbed his balls and pulled them. 
 
    “Fuck!” he wheezed, his knees buckling. “Tell me I’m not going to feel that!” 
 
    “Just think. You won’t even know when I do this,” she sank to her knees and put her mouth over his pecker. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he repeated. “I sure can feel it now.” 
 
    She gobbled on his shaft, sliding her lips along his flesh. He shivered and groaned. The slide of her moist tongue around the curvature of his beast was totally…cool. 
 
    He put his arms under her arms and lifted, then transferred his hands to her breasts and groped them, and felt the nipples, then sucked the nipples. 
 
    “Oh, ho!” she yelped as he pushed her back on the bed. “Suck my unconscious pussy!” 
 
    Then his face was in her muffin, his tongue delving and his lips sucking in between her labia. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” she yelled, holding his head. 
 
    He began yelling into her pussy. He loved to do this as she couldn’t understand a word he said, but the combination of sound and air reverberating in her coosh was unbelievable. Her labia lips flapped and made a big sound that she said was like a motorboat, but he thought was like a giant fart. 
 
    Finally, laughing, he slithered up her body and pushed his penis into her vagina. He grinned. “You’re not going to feel that, baby.” 
 
    She laughed. “And you’re not going to feel this!” She tilted here hips and pulled on his cock with her pussy rim. 
 
    “Fuck! Are you kidding? There’s no way I couldn’t feel that!” 
 
    Back and forth they went, in and out, saying what each other would, or wouldn’t feel. 
 
    The conclusion, of course, was that he felt his nuts roiling, and the semen shooting up his shaft. 
 
    She felt his white stickum splattering inside her pussy, and she held on, held him hard, and felt her own orgasm coursing up from her pussy. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whispered, closing her eyes and curling her toes. 
 
    “Take that, you unconscious bitch!” he whispered as he slammed his last squirt into her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…yeah…” and they were done. 
 
      
 
    Going unconscious for sex has some potential pitfalls. 
 
    Hell, going unconscious for anything has potential pitfalls. 
 
    They talked it through thoroughly. They didn’t want to just get drunk and pass out because what if the unconscious one started barfing? 
 
    Barfing was definitely a deal breaker. 
 
    That left pills, and pills had some drawbacks. 
 
    First, where do you get them? 
 
    Second, how do you know there won’t be side effects? 
 
    Third, where do they get them? 
 
    In this Janice was adamant. She had gotten the pills from a doctor. They were called Flunitrazepam, and they were guaranteed to knock you on your ass. Apparently if you took this Flunitrazepam stuff you got real drunk, real fast, then sort of lost track of everything. You’d be unconscious for a few hours, then you’d wake back up. Easy peasy. 
 
    So they had the pills, and they were good to go. 
 
    But now the question was who was going to go first. 
 
    “I should get to go first because I came home with the idea!” 
 
    Sam frowned. “Yeah, but I should go because if something goes wrong it should go wrong with me, first.” 
 
    “But nothing’s going to go wrong!” 
 
    “But it might. So I should be the guinea pig.” 
 
    They argued back and forth, even raising their voices, and no decision was reached. 
 
    That irritated them. They had the pills and were ready to rock and roll, and they couldn’t make up their minds about this one, simple thing. 
 
     
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! “Hey, guys!” 
 
    Janice was at the door and Sarah let her in. Janice took one look at Sarah’s face and asked, “Okay. What’s wrong.” 
 
    “Bozo balls over there doesn’t want to let me go first.” 
 
    “And basketball tits over there doesn’t seem to understand the risks involved!” 
 
    Janice was the same height as Sam. She was as good looking as Sarah, which gave her a pretty good set of knockers. She frowned and looked at Sam. 
 
    “Sam. You realize that you’re not the first to do this?” 
 
    “I’m not?” 
 
    “No, no. Unconscious sex is all the rage in high school and college. Even grown adults are doing it. And I heard, just the other day, that old folks in old folk’s homes are having unconscious sex. 
 
    “They are?” 
 
    “Sure, and sometimes they don’t even need pills. You get some old guy who has Alzheimer’s or dementia, and they don’t know what they’re doing. All the sex they have is unconscious. At least, they don’t remember it.” 
 
    “Well, I never heard of all that,” his face was a study in deep thought. How could he have not heard this? How could he have been missing out on all that unconscious sex? 
 
    “So maybe you should just back off and let Sarah have unconscious sex before you.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “You certainly don’t. But I’ll tell you what. If you let Sarah get unconsciously screwed first, we’ll have a special present ready for you when you go unconscious.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “Really?” He loved presents. 
 
    “Really,” Janice stated confidently. 
 
    Sarah looked at her friend. “Wait a minute.” 
 
    Janice simply smiled and said, “Sam, could you excuse us for a minute?” 
 
    “Sure.” He wanted the time to think things through, anyway. 
 
    Janice took Sarah into the other room. 
 
    “What do you have in mind, girlfriend?” Sarah asked. 
 
    Janice grinned. “You know, when he’s unconscious he’s going to be willing to do anything we say?” 
 
    Sarah pursed her lips and lowered her eyebrows. “Anything?” 
 
    “Sure. And he’s agreed that anything you do is going to be all right, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “And do you remember last Halloween when Sam hooked an airhorn to the toilet seat?” 
 
    “Do I? He scared the shit out of us. Literally!” 
 
    “And do you remember when he coated the bathroom soap with nail polish?” 
 
    Sarah giggled. 
 
    “And how about when he put that red food dye pill in the faucet.” 
 
    “Oh, crap! I thought water had turned to blood.” 
 
    “So isn’t it time you got him back?” 
 
    Sarah was now grinning widely. 
 
    “So we’re going to get you to have unconscious sex first. And I’ll watch over you. But when’s it’s Sam’s turn…” she grinned. 
 
    “But what are you planning to do?” 
 
    Janice whispered in her girlfriend’s ear. At first Sarah frowned. Then she smirked a little, and finally she was holding in the laughter. 
 
    “You really want to do that to Sam?” 
 
    “Oh, you can bet last month’s Tampon on that one!” 
 
    The girls went back in, trying to hold in their giggles, and told Sam that Sarah was going to go first, and that Janice would be the referee. 
 
    “Referee? What do we need a referee for?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Sam. I’ll be the referee for you, too. It’s all for safety, to make sure nobody gets carried away, that there are no accidents, and that sort of thing. 
 
    Frowning, Sam finally agreed. And then he was grinning. He was going to get to have unconscious sex with his wife! 
 
      
 
    It was a Friday night on a three day weekend. Sam and Sarah were looking forward to the great adventure. 
 
    Janice showed up at four o’clock, an hour before Sam came home from work, and talked with Sarah at length. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, I’ve given you a half dose. You take it with a drink and you’ll feel super loopy, but you probably won’t go all the way out. I’ll be there to make sure Sam doesn’t get too weird, so you’ll be fine.” 
 
    Sarah nodded and gulped. “Okay.” 
 
    Sam arrived home at five o’clock. He was whistling and happy and possessed of a nervous energy. 
 
    “Hey, babe, are you ready?” 
 
    Sarah nodded. 
 
    Sam stripped down to his underpants, and couldn’t stop grinning. 
 
    Sarah put on some sexy lingerie and a chemise. Her lush body was inviting and ready. She was a little nervous. After all, she was the one who was going to go unconscious. 
 
    Sam mixed three bourbon and Cokes and set them on the dining room table. 
 
    Janice placed a pill in front of Sarah, and Sarah picked it up and swallowed it, just like that.” 
 
    Sam smiled like a dog licking its balls. 
 
    The girls each sipped, and Sam took a big gulp. 
 
    “You’re looking forward to this, aren’t you, Sam?” Janice placed her glass on the table and eyed her friend’s husband. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He took another gulp. “Funny thing, I always thought you were a little pissed at me, then you come up with this great idea.” 
 
    Janice smiled. “Oh, I’m fine with you, Sam. You’re a good husband, so…” she shrugged and took another sip. 
 
    They chatted for a while, then Sarah said, “Whew, I feel hot.” 
 
    “It’s starting to work,” observed Janice. “Give it another fifteen minutes.” 
 
    Under the table Sam had started stroking himself. Fifteen minutes and he could have unconscious sex. Whooo! 
 
    Janice noted his hand moving under the table and smiled. “Now, remember, Sam, I’ll be here, and if you do anything nasty I’ll call an end to it.” 
 
    “Oh, no problem.” He couldn’t stop looking at Sarah hungrily. 
 
    The minutes passed slowly, and Sam gulped another whiskey. It was downright suspenseful, and he couldn’t take it. 
 
    He reached over and put his hand on Sarah’s hand. “Are you unconscious, yet? Baby?” 
 
    “No,” answered Sarah. 
 
    “Now, Sam, how will she know if she’s unconscious?” 
 
    “Well, I…” he was a little puzzled by that, so he took another gulp. 
 
    Fact was, Sam was getting a little loopy. If he wasn’t careful he was going to be the one that went unconscious! 
 
    Sarah giggled a little, a nervous giggle. 
 
    Sam leaned forward, his eyes big and round. 
 
    Janice leaned forward and placed her hand on Sarah’s hand. “How you feeling, honey?” 
 
    “Oh…uh…” 
 
    “Are you unconscious?” 
 
    Janice was way back in her mind. A half dose and she was still there, watching as if from afar. She remembered Janice talking to her, telling her what she should say. 
 
    “Yeah.” She let her head loll a bit on her shoulders. 
 
    Sam focused on his wife and blurted, “Now?” 
 
    “Yes, Sam. Now.” 
 
    Sam was like a glutton, drooling like a horny dog, unable to control himself. 
 
    Then he looked at Janice suspiciously. “I thought she wouldn’t know when she was unconscious?” 
 
    “She doesn’t.” 
 
    Sam was confused, but…he was horny. 
 
    Unconscious sex! Mmmm. 
 
    He stood up and walked around the corner of the table.  
 
    “You’ll be able to tell her simple things and she’ll be able to do them, but don’t get complex, and don’t yell or get irritated if she’s slow.” 
 
    Sam nodded. He wanted to lift Sarah out of her chair and run with her to the bedroom. 
 
    Instead, he managed to say, “Stand up, Sarah.” 
 
    Slowly, very slowly, Sarah stood up. She wobbled for a second, hands on the table, then she was on her own. 
 
    “Okay, baby, take my hand and let’s go to the bedroom.” 
 
    Sarah’s gaze was a dazed and dizzy thing. She was so far away, yet she could make her body move. 
 
    To anybody watching, she was slack jawed, loose lipped, confused and bumbling. It was like she was unconscious. 
 
    Sam led her down the hallway. Janice followed along. She was there as an observer. She followed Sam into the bedroom and sat down in a chair in a corner. 
 
    Sam didn’t like it that she was there. Heck, he’d never hurt his wife, but it was part of the deal so he tried to put her out of his mind. 
 
    “Lay on the bed, honey.” 
 
    Sarah lay down. She was beautiful in her chemise, the underwear just showing through. Her breasts were pointing upward and her eyes wandered. 
 
    Sam climbed onto the bed. “Spread your legs, honey.” 
 
    His boner was the boner of all boners. It was stiff and hard and dripping. He was dripping so much he was leaving a snail trail of his pre-cum slime. 
 
    Sarah spread her legs. “Sam?” 
 
    Sam jerked his head towards Janice. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s like she’s talking in her sleep.” 
 
    Sam stared at his wife’s face. She certainly didn’t seem to be there. 
 
    “Go on, Sam, have yourself an unconscious fuck.” 
 
    Sam glanced at Janice, then moved his hips forward. 
 
    Janice felt it from so far away. She felt his cock sliding into her, and it was all right. Janice had talked to her, and she had known what was going to happen, what it was going to feel like. This was her husband, he wouldn’t hurt her. And Janice was there just to make sure. It was going to be all right. In fact, it felt good. 
 
    Sam pushed slowly into her, his eyes glinting, feeling the slack way her pussy accepted him. 
 
    He was gulping, and he was half drunk, and he had been playing with himself. He suddenly felt close. 
 
    “Shit,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Sam?” Sarah whispered. “Sam?” 
 
    And she tilted her hips and thrust them up. 
 
    That was all it took. Sam’s dick spurted and spurted, and he grunted, and he was panicked. It wasn’t supposed to happen this fast! He wanted to make it last! He wanted to fuck her butthole, and her ample chest. He wanted to go in and out and glory in the unconsciousness of it all! 
 
    Instead, his semen squirted and in short order he was pulling his limp dick out of his wife’s pussy. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Sam cursed again. 
 
    Janice held in a grin, bit her lips to stop from laughing. Good, old horn dog Sam had come through. 
 
    Sam lifted himself up and looked down at his weenie. 
 
    Small, glistening with cum, and…spent. 
 
    He had shot his load. 
 
    “Just wait, Sam. Maybe it’ll spark up again.” 
 
    But she knew it wouldn’t. Sarah had told her that Sam was a one time squirter. One load and he was done. 
 
    Sam slowly backed off, climbed off the bed. His face was crestfallen, his eyes were disappointed. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Sam. There’s still time.” 
 
    Sam went and got another drink and Janice watched Sarah sink into a slumber. With the mild dose Sarah had taken she would wake up in an hour or two and be fine. 
 
    Better than fine, actually. She would be rested and ready to go. 
 
    Sam returned to the bedroom and sipped his drink. 
 
    “Damn, that was too fast.” 
 
    Janice withheld herself from making any comment on his quick trigger. “Yeah, but it was good, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Sam thought about it, and gave a weak smile. “Yeah. It was good, but I didn’t get to do half the things I wanted to do.” 
 
    Thank goodness, thought Janice. “There’ll be other times, other opportunities for unconscious sex.” 
 
    That made Sam smile a little wider, and he softly agreed. “Yeah.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah slept for two and a half hours, then woke up. She was still a little out of it, but she was okay. She looked around, then Sam and Janice were at her side, and she smiled up at them. 
 
    “How was it, Sam?” 
 
    “Oh, it was great!” Sam enthused. 
 
    Well, it wasn’t, but he wanted to act like it was. And Janice had told him he should really be appreciative of his wife’s sacrifice. So he was. 
 
    “Was it, really?” She stretched and tried to sit up. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    Sam and Janice helped her stand up and she was a little wobbly. Suddenly she frowned and reached down to her vagina. She felt his goop on her and frowned. “Oh.” 
 
    It hadn’t hurt, she had actually enjoyed it, in her far away state of mind, but…it was unnerving to know you’ve just made love without knowing about it. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Sam asked worriedly. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she gave him a wan smile. “It’s just…I don’t know.” 
 
    “You did great, honey.” 
 
    Janice’s cheer encouraged Sarah, and she started to smile again. 
 
    “Yeah, it was, wasn’t it.” 
 
    And the three helped Sarah out to the living room where they had more drinks, talked about the experience, and thought about Sam. 
 
    Sam was next, and he was worried, but everything had gone off all right, and…dammit! He could do this! 
 
    Sarah recovered fully within a couple of hours. Not even a hang over. She was mildly surprised by how pleasant everything had gone. She thought about doing it again—Sam certainly wanted her to, he was that excited—but she remembered that Janice had set the thing up and given her a half dose, and she had talked her through it. 
 
    No, she better just wait until Sam had had his turn. 
 
      
 
    It was a couple of months before Sam got to experience his night. 
 
    A couple of months of worrying. After all, it was something to turn control of your body to somebody else. Even for wild, raging sex. 
 
    But he kept thinking about how Sarah had seemed to have fun. And Janice came over a few times, and she was pretty encouraging. She kept building up the experience, telling Sam how cool he was, and how much he was going to enjoy being on the other end. 
 
    And Sarah did seem to like it, though he caught her pondering, a frown on her face, a few times. 
 
    But…he could do this. 
 
      
 
    A couple of months and it was time for Sam to have a vacation. He was a good worker, had not taken a vacation for a couple of years, and Sarah had talked him into taking a month off. 
 
    It didn’t take much talk. 
 
    First there was the fact that it was vacation. Paid vacation. And he that was something to look forward to. 
 
    Second, Sarah and Janice kept telling him how great unconscious sex was going to be. 
 
    Sam believed it. He wanted it. He was ready. 
 
    On a Friday night he came home, and the scene was set. 
 
    He walked in the door and Janice held out a drink. She had a big, smirky grin on her face. 
 
    He laughed, sipped, and said, “You look like you’re the one who’s going to get fucked.” 
 
    She said nothing, just patted him on the shoulder and pointed him towards the back room. 
 
    Sam sauntered down the hallway and into the bedroom. 
 
    Sarah was waiting. She was wearing a simple dress, a little revealing, but…simple. High heels, make up, and a grin. 
 
    A smirky grin just like Janice’s. 
 
    Sam laughed. He was nervous, but he was feeling better. The way the girls were acting, it was going to be nothing but fun. 
 
    “Well, Sam, since this is going to be my turn to fuck you, I thought I’d like you to wear a little something for me. 
 
    She held up a bra and panties in one hand, and the very same chemise she had been wearing when she had been unconsciously fucked. 
 
    “Whoa…” he eyed the girly apparel. “I don’t think I need to wear sissy stuff.” 
 
    “Oh, so I was a sissy when I wore it, eh?” 
 
    Janice was standing behind him, and she said, “Be a sport, Sam. She wore what you wanted, it’s only fair that you wear what she wants.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…she was a girl wearing girl stuff! This is different!” 
 
    “Heck, what do you care? You’ll be unconscious, anyway.” 
 
    Sam thought about that. He’d be unconscious. 
 
    “Yeah, but…what if somebody finds out?” 
 
    “Now who would ever find out, Sam?” Sarah said. “This is you and me in our bedroom.” 
 
    Sam was suspicious. He turned and looked at Janice. 
 
    Janice put her hands up and smiled. “Don’t worry about me.” 
 
    “Come on, Sam…I did for you.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “It’s sort of kinky feeling. You’ll like it. Of course you won’t have any real boobs, but you can make believe.” 
 
    “Make believe,” Sam repeated dubiously. 
 
    “Sure. Now come on. Off with the pants and let’s get this show on the road.” 
 
    Still a bit of a frown on his face, Sam toed off his shoes and unbuckled his pants. 
 
    “That’s a boy,” Sarah unzipped him and pulled down his pants. 
 
    Janice headed for the kitchen. “You’re going to need another drink,” she tossed over her shoulder. 
 
    Sarah pulled down his underpants and his dick was standing proud and tall. It bobbed with the pulsing of his racing blood, and he couldn’t help but grin. 
 
    All his nervous energy was being translated into excitement. His heart was racing, and his dick was so hard it hurt. 
 
    “What if it goes soft once I go unconscious?” he worried. 
 
    “Not to worry. Janice has lots of viagra. We can give you a bunch of that, then the Flunitrazepam, and I’ll willing to bet that your dick stays as hard as…as…as I don’t know. But it will be hard.” Then she giggled. “Besides, I can play with it and even if you’re asleep you’re going to be springing to attention.” 
 
    Sam grinned. He liked the way this was going. 
 
     
 
    Janice entered the room with another drink at that point. She also held three, little, blue pills. 
 
    “Are you ready for your first does, your Lordship?” She did a little curtsy. 
 
    They all laughed, and Sam took the three pills and tossed them down his gullet. He poured bourbon and Coke after them to make sure they reached his belly. 
 
    The girls smiled happily. 
 
    “Okay, Sam, we’re on our way.” Sarah hugged him, then she helped him get dressed. 
 
    Sam put on the panties. They were snug, but they had a little pouch on them. 
 
    “I bought them special. They’re called sissy panties and they have space for your big dong.” 
 
    Sam couldn’t resent such a happy explanation, and he pulled the panties snug and inspected them.  
 
    They were a good fit. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s put on the bra.” She held it up and she slipped it up his arms and over his shoulders. Behind him, Janice fastened the back. 
 
    Sam’s prick was really hard. It was even dripping a bit of pre-cum. 
 
    “Oh, man,” he said, licking his lips. “This is going to be good.” 
 
    The bra was a perfect fit. Sarah had bought that special, too. Of course the cups were way too big. 
 
    “What? Did you think I was a super G cup or something?” 
 
    “Super G?” laughed Janice. “I don’t think they have a size like that.” 
 
    “Only, in Sam’s dreams,” quipped Sarah. “In Sam’s dreams every woman has boobs the size of Kansas.” 
 
    They all chuckled. 
 
    “Okay. Try on the chemise.” Sarah held the garment up and Sam slipped into it. He shook to settle it in place, then looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    “Hunh!” 
 
    It was sort of neat. Of course he wasn’t any kind of raving beauty, but…he thought he looked sort of studly. And he liked the way his cock pushed the panty material out. 
 
    Man, this was cool! 
 
    The party adjourned to the dining room where Janice had another drink ready, and one, small pill. 
 
    “Okay, Sam. this is a nice, light dose. You’ll probably feel a little warm after fifteen minutes, and after that you’ll be far away and ready to be taken advantage of.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He licked his lips. He wanted to be taken advantage of. He wanted his cock sucked and fucked. He wanted his wife to fuck the living crap out of him while he was unconscious. This was going to be so cool! 
 
    He picked up the pill, looked at it, then washed it down with bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He smiled, and sat down at the table. 
 
    The girls sat down next to him and they chatted while they waited for the pill to take effect. 
 
    What Sam didn’t know was that while Sarah had had a half dose, he had the double dose. He would be unconscious for real, and his wife and Janice would be able to do anything they wanted to him, and he would just go along with whatever they commanded. 
 
    After fifteen minutes Sam yawned and said, “Yeah. It’s getting warm.” 
 
    Janice whispered, “Yeah, but look at your cock.” 
 
    His cock was pointing to the skies. It threatened to rip right through the panties. It was seeping pre-cum and throbbing like a son of a bitch. 
 
    Sam smiled. Then he had a thought. It was a goofy thought, being limned by Flunitrazepam, but it was real. “Heck, I’m not going to be able to feel this.” 
 
    Janice leaned forward and placed her hand on his. “That’s the point, Sam. This is for Sarah, not you.” 
 
    “Am I extemporaneous?” 
 
    The word came out clear, but it had nothing to do with his thoughts. Sam’s mind was starting to jumble about and things weren’t making sense. 
 
    The girls laughed. “Yeah. Extemporary Sam.” At least that’s what he thought they said. They had actually used an entirely different word, but Sam’s mind was making the long journey to goofy land. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He grinned. 
 
    The girls were swimming in his vision. “I think something’s happening.” 
 
    “Yep, Sam. Things are happening. See you on the other side…” 
 
    Side…sife…still…wife…sterilize…pretzelize…good doggy…man, thoughts a boner…are we really going to do this to him… 
 
    Sam was far away watching the words distort and become something else. He had no control, and he sank back against the chair and felt his big hard on and the world turned and turned and…

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Sam had a dream. 
 
    He dreamed he was a Hollywood movie star in fields of tall grass…no. That wasn’t his dream. That was Eric Burdon. 
 
    Sam was flying in his chemise, he had bit, huge, king-sized tits hanging down from his chest. 
 
    His little weenie, funny how it had shrunk so much, hung down from between his legs. 
 
    He had long hair and he wanted to wear a dress. 
 
    How weird. Of all the things he dreamed while he was floating along, this was the weirdest. Why would he want to wear a dress? 
 
    Wasn’t a chemise bad enough. 
 
    But a chemise was the uniform of the day for the flight he was on. 
 
    He found himself in a cockpit—hee hee, cock pit, he had made a Beavis and Butthead funny—and he was holding on to the stick. 
 
    His stick. His big penis, large enough that he had to use two hands. 
 
    And he moved his stick one way and the plane swooped that way. And the other way, and the plane swooped that way. He pulled it back and the plane did a loop. 
 
    Then, for some reason, his dick started shrinking. Shrinking. And the plane went into a nose dive. 
 
    He was aimed straight for a volcano on an island in the ocean! He pulled on his now miniature stick, his shrunken dick, and pulled and pulled, and slowly, slowly, the plane began to respond. 
 
    He dipped into the crater of the volcano, then the plane level, then swept up a bit, and he roared over the lips of the volcano. 
 
    He was screaming and crying. Something wasn't right! Something was… 
 
      
 
    “Sam? Sam?” 
 
    The voice was in his headgear. 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    “No…no it wasn’t. It was…” 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    He ripped off his head gear, opened his eyes and…looked around. 
 
    He was in his own bedroom. Where he and Sarah slept. The ceiling was above him. He was under covers. And Sarah…Sarah… 
 
    He turned his face. Sarah was right there, smiling, looking at him. 
 
    “Sarah?” 
 
    His voice seemed a little high pitched. He tried to clear his throat, to speak in his normal baritone, but his voice came out high pitched again. 
 
    “Sarah?” 
 
    “Hush, Sam. Take it easy.” 
 
    “What’s happening? Did you fuck me?” 
 
    He heard giggles,  lot of giggles, and he tried to see past Sarah, but she moved to stay in his line of sight. 
 
    “Yes, Sam, I fucked you. A lot of us fucked you.” 
 
    Yet she was grinning fit to kill a cat. 
 
    “What…what’s going on then?” 
 
    “Well, Sam, this was my turn, and I went a little overboard. After all, the deal was we could do anything we wanted, and I wanted a lot more than a simple fuck.” 
 
    “But…but…” his head wasn’t working quite right, and he was having trouble figuring everything out. 
 
    “Sam, you’re quite beautiful now.” 
 
    “What do you mean.” Damn! Why was his voice so high pitched. 
 
    “We gave you a make over.” 
 
    “A make over? Isn’t that when girls get make up jobs?” What was going on? 
 
    He started to feel his body, and it felt weird. The covers on the bed were squashing his chest. And he didn’t feel his dick. 
 
    Of course, why would he? Sarah had fucked him, probably a lot, and his dick would be pretty empty now, wouldn’t it? 
 
    “Yes, Sam. It’s when girls put on make up and do their hair and their nails and stuff. But we went a little further than that.” 
 
    Sam’s brows came together a little. “You went…further?” 
 
    “Yes, Sam, honey. Do you feel this?” 
 
    She reached under the covers and he felt her hand on his chest. But…it wasn’t quite his chest. It was something more. It felt like she was cupping his pectorals, but…not his pectorals. She was squeezing, and he was flabby, and… 
 
    “Those are your breasts, Sam, dear.” 
 
    Sam’s eyes opened wide. He was in denial. No! No! This couldn’t…no! 
 
    “And you’ve got such lovely hair now.” She lifted his locks, long tresses of lush hair. “We gave you boobs, and we gave you extensions for your hair, but that’s only the start.” 
 
    “Only the…” Sam brought a hand out to brush his hair, and saw long, red fingernails on his fingers. “What! What is this?” His voice was rising, and it was ridiculously high pitched now. 
 
    “We gave you some shots. One makes your vocal chords thin. Another one makes your penis limp.” 
 
    “What? What have you…” 
 
    Sarah stepped back, and Sam sat up and saw a room full of women. 
 
    Blondes, brunettes, redheads. All made up and wearing their best clothes. Lips and tits and buns and…and…they had all the things that he now had! 
 
    Sam struggled out of bed. He had been unconscious for a couple of days and he was feeling woozy, but he held himself up and looked down at his body. 
 
    He was wearing panties, with the pouch, but now the pouch wasn’t full. It was just a slack piece of material, and…and…he felt the pouch. His penis was in there! Terribly shrunken! Just a limp, little weener! 
 
    He looked at his chest. He was still wearing the bra, but now it was filled. He remembered saying something about wanting super cups, but…this was ridiculous! 
 
    His boobs were so big they over balanced him and he had to grab on to one of the posters on the bed to stay upright. 
 
    Janice moved in from the side and linked arms with him. 
 
    He saw his hairless, white skin. His voice was high. His long brunette hair was in his eyes. He brushed the hair back with his long, red fingernails, and Janice pronounced, “Ladies! I present Samantha!” 
 
    Sam stared at her, his whole body shaking, which made his boobs quiver. 
 
    The ladies began clapping loudly, and cheering, and then they moved forward and touched Sam, hugged him, kissed him. 
 
    To the sides Janice and Sarah watched him. They had big grins on their faces. 
 
    And Sam thought: What the fuck have they done to me? 
 
     
 
    Sam was escorted out of the bedroom, down the hall, to the living room. 
 
    He was surrounded by beautiful women, and they kept telling him how gorgeous he was. Slowly, he figured things out. The women told him what they had done, and his mind whirled and whizzed and he tried to grok it all. 
 
    Sally and Jen had put extensions in his hair. That hair was real hair, and it was his until he decided to cut it, or let his own hair grow out. Which it would…if he took hormones. 
 
    Becky and Susan had done his fingernails. They had chosen long ovals, attached them with super glue, and painted them a metallic red. They glistened in the light, actually flickering as he moved them. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” said Becky. “They won’t lift, and when you want to replace them, or cut them off, just let us know. 
 
    Susan kissed his cheek and whispered, “This is such a brave thing you’ve done. You make us all proud.” 
 
    Sandy and Charlene had done his make up. They had done it right before he had awoken, and they had given him the full treatment. He was cleansed and blushed and foundationed and his eyes were sparkly and his lips…his lips were injected with botox and painted a shade of red to match his fingernails. 
 
    Sam licked his lips. They were fat, and they tasted of lipstick, and the girls laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    As for his boobs, one of the girls was a doctor, a plastic surgeon, to be precise, and she had injected him with the latest ‘vacation boobs.’ 
 
    He would have these big tits for a month or two, and then his body would absorb them…or he could get more injections, or even implants. 
 
    His choice. 
 
    But the pièce de résistance was his penis. 
 
    His big, proud, eight inch cock. 
 
    The doc had given him a shot that would last for a month or two. Technically, it was a chemical castrator. It would cause him to be totally limp. And it would last until it wore off, a month or two, and she was quite willing to give him another shot, should he wish. 
 
    Sam listened to the women as they handed him drinks—wine spritzers, of all things—and explained, proudly, what they had done to him. 
 
    Sam thought he had been…abused. 
 
    But he said nothing. He just sat and listened. There would come a time for talking later. Right now he was just trying to absorb it all. 
 
    Feminized. Emasculated. Chemically castrated. Made into a woman. 
 
    The party went long, and the women all insisted on dancing with him, and he felt their boobs against his, but his penis…it didn’t do anything. It just hung, a little spineless worm, in his panties. 
 
    Janice danced with him. Some of the women were going home now, but there were still a lot of them drinking and eating and congratulating each other on the wonderful job they had done. 
 
    “Hey, Sam.” 
 
    “Janice.” 
 
    “You sound like you’re working yourself up.” 
 
    He grunted, and it was his first expression of irritation, and it hinted at more to come. 
 
    “Well, before you recover your senses completely, before the drugs wear off and you start getting upset and want to kill somebody, let me tell you why we did this.” 
 
    Sam looked at her. He was very aware of her big boobs. He wanted a hard on. 
 
    Yet, the touch of her boobs against his was enjoyable. He couldn’t deny that. 
 
    “Okay,” he muttered. 
 
    “Do you remember when you gave me that onion made up to look like an apple?” 
 
    Sam stared at her. 
 
    “Or the time you put a Mentos in the cap of my diet Coke? I twisted the cap and the Mento dropped…that was pretty funny.” 
 
    Sam couldn’t help it. His lips rippled. It had been so funny when the Diet Coke exploded all over her. 
 
    “Or how about the time you stuffed a bit of paper into my computer mouse? That drove me crazy. I was trying to figure out how to take it apart before the paper dropped out. I unwrapped that paper and it said, ‘Ha ha! Gotcha! Sam.’” 
 
    Sam smiled. “That was pretty funny.” 
 
    “And I heard about when you froze some mentos in ice cubes for Sally.” 
 
    Sam’s grin grew wider. 
 
    “And the time you replaced mayonnaise with yogurt for Jen?” 
 
    Sam chuckled. 
 
    “Or when you replaced the cream filling in the donuts with mayonnaise? The whole ladies’ club thought that was a gas.” 
 
    Sam laughed. “It was pretty funny.” 
 
    “The point is, Sam, dear, you have played practical jokes on everybody. And now everybody was willing to play a practical joke on you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I didn’t hurt anybody!” 
 
    “We didn’t hurt you.” 
 
    “But…you’ve changed my body!” 
 
    “Only for a while. Everything will wear off.” 
 
    “But my penis!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That. Sorry, but it was supposed to be a month of chemical castration.” 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I might have slipped a year of castration into the injection. Of course you won’t know for sure how long I castrated you for. I might be ten years. Might even be the rest of your life.” 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    Sam felt his heart sinking. 
 
    A year without dick? 
 
    The rest of his life? 
 
    She had to be kidding. She had to be! 
 
    “So, that’s the story, Sam. And it pleases me more than you’ll ever know to be able to get back at you like this.” 
 
    With that Janice stepped away, blew him a kiss and laughed, and sauntered out of the room.  
 
    Sam stood, frozen, and it would be nice to say that he was having second thoughts on all his practical jokes. But what he was really having thoughts on was his current condition. 
 
    He was a woman. He was a slender fellow, and the boobs gave him curvature, and he wondered what he was going to do. 
 
    What if all this stuff didn’t wear off by the time his vacation was over? 
 
    How would he walk around the town? 
 
    And…how was he going to make love to his wife? 
 
    His thoughts were interrupted as women kept coming up to him and giving him hugs and welcoming him, with a broad smile on their faces—to womanhood. 
 
    On the surface, Sam was calm, but on the inside he was…in turmoil. 
 
    He would get mad, but…it was done. 
 
    And according to Janice, he deserved it. 
 
    But…how was he going to live like this? 
 
      
 
    Sarah was doing the dishes in the kitchen when the last woman left, and Sam came in and sat down at the table. 
 
    “Hello, honey. How was your unconscious fuck?” 
 
    “How could you do this to me?” 
 
    “Pretty easily, actually. After all, you’ve played more than your fair share of practical jokes, it was time for a little karma to bite you on the ass.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…how can I function? I can’t go out! I’m worried it won’t wear off before I have to go to work.” 
 
    “Lot to think about, honey.” She reached up and put glasses in a cupboard. 
 
    Sam looked at her sexy ass, and he realized something. 
 
    “I’m still horny.” 
 
    She turned and looked at him. 
 
    “I’m still horny. But didn’t you fuck me? Didn’t you make me squirt while I was unconscious?” 
 
    Sarah chuckled. “Oh, Lord. No. I could do whatever I wanted, and I certainly didn’t feel like fucking somebody who wasn’t even there. Besides, this way you’re all full of juice with no way to relieve yourself.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Just because you’re limp doesn’t take the sperm out of your balls, honey. You’re going to get hornier and hornier, with no way to get off, and…you’ll have a limp dick and blue balls.” She laughed at her little witticism. 
 
    “But that’s not fair!” 
 
    “I know. But, Sam, you brought it on yourself.” 
 
    She walked out of the kitchen and down the hall. 
 
    He stood up and followed her, wanted to say something more, but what was there to say? 
 
    It was now late, and Sarah took off her clothes, folded them neatly, and put them away. She stood, her breasts thrust proudly forward, her ass so curvaceous and delicious, and Sam stared at her body. 
 
    “What?” she laughed. “You want some of this?” 
 
    He found himself nodding. 
 
    “Well, feel free to take advantage of me. I’m actually feeling a little horny. In fact, seeing you like this, all made up and sexy with big boobs…it makes me very horny. Do you think you could get me off?” 
 
    Sam shook his head, then he nodded. He didn’t know what he could do, yet the sight of her so sexy and naked, the way he was feeling…he really wanted to fuck her. 
 
    But he couldn’t. 
 
    So, the next best thing, he couldn’t stop himself, he had to do it, he had to get her off. 
 
    Without his dick. 
 
    Sarah lay back on the bed and smiled and spread her legs. 
 
    Sam licked his lips and moved to the side of the bed. He looked down at his beautiful wife. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he said. He was so horny, but his dick just…sat there. Doing nothing. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Don’t you want me?” She was laughing on the inside, teasing him. 
 
    “I do…I do…” he muttered. 
 
    “Then come on! Eat me! Finger me, get me off!” 
 
    Sam leaned down, he couldn’t help himself. He hadn’t cum for a week before his ‘unconscious fuck,’ and he was stored up. His balls were full and he wanted to squirt. 
 
    But his dick was like a rubber band. 
 
    Still, he moved in, placed a hand on her mons and squeezed. 
 
    “Oh, yes! Do me!” 
 
    He squeezed, and he used a finger. 
 
    Sarah arched her back and gave a small cry. 
 
    Sam sucked on one breast as he jammed two fingers into his wife. 
 
    Sarah was moaning. “Eat me, Sam. Eat me first, then the fingers.” 
 
    She reached for his head, pushed it down towards her vagina. 
 
    Sam went with her hand. He plastered his mouth on her hole and sucked. He tasted her moist sweetness and licked her slit. 
 
    Sarah bucked a little. “God, this is better than dick!” 
 
    Sam didn’t think so, but it was an exciting thought. He sucked on her clitoris. 
 
    “When the shot wears off I’m going to have you get another one! “I’m going to keep you like this forever!” 
 
    Sam sobbed and smushed his face into her. He ran his tongue up and down her slit. He worked a finger in there so he was fingering her and eating her at the same time. 
 
    “Oh, Sam! This is it! Use all your fingers!” 
 
    Sam made a point of his digits, squeezed his fingers together, and entered her pussy. 
 
    Sarah held to his wrist, tried to control him. 
 
    Sam pushed his fingers into her, four plus the thumb, and felt his knuckles hit the rim of her vagina. 
 
    “Oh…Whoa…Oh…” 
 
    Sarah moaned and pulled his hand harder. 
 
    Sam had never fisted anybody before. He hadn’t even seen anybody do it in porn films. But his hand suddenly slipped inside her. 
 
    She froze, her eyeballs rolled back, her back arched, her hips tilted. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me!” 
 
    Sam pushed his hand in and pulled it out. It was only a couple of inches, but from her reaction one would think it was a couple of feet. 
 
    “Oh, yes…yes…” 
 
    She pulled on his wrist again, and again. She pulled him in, then he pulled out, and she groaned and writhed and made sounds. 
 
    Sam was fascinated. He had his whole hand in his wife, and his wife was totally out of control. Not in any fuck they had ever had had she acted so wanton, so out of control. 
 
    Then she began to cum, and it was the biggest orgasm Sam had ever seen. 
 
    Sarah shrieked, and her pussy clamped down on his wrist. She froze, her head tilted way back, her mouth open, and she moved her mouth and said soundless things. Other language things. A gasp to the stars and the angels. 
 
    Then she simply collapsed. Just laid there, breathing hard, looking at nothing. 
 
    Sam took his fist out of her, extracted it slowly. It was soaking with her juices and he got off the bed and left the room. 
 
    Sarah just lay there, and a few minutes later she was asleep. She was exhausted by her cum. 
 
      
 
    Sam walked into the kitchen. He was away of his boobs jiggling. He swayed his hips a little. Now that the big super fear was over—it was done—he was interested. 
 
    He washed his hands in the sink and wondered: what am I? 
 
    “Am I a shemale? But I’ve still got a dick. Am I a trans? Am I transitioning? 
 
    Oddly, in this self inspection, Sam didn’t think of the male him. 
 
    Now he was female, or intersex, or some other species. 
 
    And…it didn’t bother him. 
 
    “Oh, a little, but there was an excitement coursing through him. What was he? 
 
    And it was exciting to know that he could only get horny and never relieved. His dick…it was so small. 
 
    Sam had woken up in bra and panties and a chemise. Yet he had seen other female clothes, clothes he had never seen Sarah wear. They were for him. 
 
    Some of the women had mentioned that they had bought him this or that, so…he had a pile of clothes to help him make the transition. 
 
    He walked back to the bedroom and looked at the piled of clothes. It was sizable, and there were shopping bags around the mound of clothes. 
 
    He picked everything up and, in a couple of trips, transported everything to the living room. He placed the stuff on the floor in front of the couch and began going through it. 
 
    He had dresses. Some looked to be very expensive. All of them were sexy, had low cleavage and high hems. 
 
    He had tons of underwear. Of course. Women like sexy underwear, and that was one bunch of sexy women that had bought for him. 
 
    He had a wig, and quite a few pairs of shoes. 
 
    And, there was jewelry, rings and necklaces and all sorts of stuff. 
 
    He was going to have to get his ears pierced. That thought popped out of the blue and surprised him. 
 
    He took off the chemise and tried on some of the underwear. It was kinky, but he cold get used to it. Thongs and days of the week, all sorts of ribbons and bows and decorations. 
 
    He wondered: Why would a woman care if she was wearing ribbons where nobody would ever see?” 
 
    And, the answer: Just because it was sexy. For them, if for nobody else. 
 
    He settled on a pair of stretchy but really tight panties that held his little dingle up against his body. Or down, if he felt like it. 
 
    He tried both up and down and found that he liked the down position better. That way he had no bump, even a tiny bump, in the front. 
 
    “That’s a gaffe.” 
 
    Sam looked at Sarah, standing in the doorway with her arms folded and a smirk on her face. 
 
    Sam looked embarrassed. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. It’s a lot to get used to. I know.” 
 
    “How do you know?” he mumbled. 
 
    “I’ve been through puberty. Months of embarrassment as these big, old honkers grew on my chest. And you have to get used to it instantly. Poor boy.” 
 
    Her smile twisted, she entered the room and sat next to him. 
 
    “How do you think this will look?” She held up a bra. 
 
    Sam was tight lipped for a few moments, but as Sarah kept holding things up to his body he started to relax and actually look at the things. 
 
    Sarah had him wear a half bra, simply because she wanted to see his tits. She wanted him as feminine as she could possibly make him. 
 
    She put him in stockings, then a sheer dress with a porthole for his boobs, and a slit on the side. 
 
    Then she held out the high heels. 
 
    “Oh, God. I can’t.” 
 
    “Any 16 year old girl can, Sam. Now put them on.” 
 
    Sam did, and he was surprised to find himself taller. 
 
    His balance was terrible, but…it was okay. 
 
    Sarah had him practice walking up and down the hallway, and showed him how to make his heels click. 
 
    “That’s your power, honey. When a man hears a woman’s heels clicking they turn and look. There’s the power, and power leads to control. 
 
    “I never thought about it,” Sam admitted. 
 
    “Nope. You just looked.” 
 
    He nodded ruefully. “Men are easy, aren’t they.” 
 
    “You have no idea.” 
 
    “No, but I have a feeling that within a month or two I will.” 
 
    Sarah nodded, then she touched his made up face carefully. “Sam, I have a confession to make.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Janice started this. And I went along. And I thought it was all a joke, a giant gotcha for all the things you’ve done. But as went along I started thinking. What do I want out of a man?” 
 
    Sam watched her. 
 
    “I love you as a man, but there’s always been a piece of me that wanted something else. I thought about going lesbian, but…there’s things about a man that are…fun. So why not a man who is a woman?” 
 
    She took a moment to draw a breath, then continued, “There’s still things you’ve got to do. Hormones might even out your facial fat, might make you look more feminine.” 
 
    “What about my dick?” 
 
    “That’s up to you,” she answered honestly. 
 
    “You wouldn’t miss it?” 
 
    “Sam, I’ve got a strap on. You wouldn’t believe how good it is. Sometimes it’s better than a penis.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “More than really. Come on.” 
 
    She stood up and held out her hand. 
 
    She led him down the hallway to their bedroom. She let go of his hand and rummaged in the bottom dresser drawer. She pulled out the strap on and started putting it on. 
 
    “What are we doing?” 
 
    “You’ve got to learn. You’ve got to experience it if you’re going to be making any decision about strap ons.” 
 
    “So you’re going to use that on me?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Sam was silent. 
 
    Sarah took a dildo out of the drawer and snapped it into the socket on the front plate of the strap on. 
 
    Sam stared at it. 
 
    It was as big as his cock, when his cock used to get big. 
 
    It was eight inches and had big, gnarly veins twisted up and down the shaft. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Of course you do. You were willing to try ‘unconscious sex,’ weren’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…that was…different.” 
 
    Sarah just chuckled, turned him towards the bed and pushed. “You can be face up or face down. Your choice.” 
 
    Sam lay down on the bed, face up. He took off his gaffe and. lifted his dress. He stared at his wife as she slathered lube on her cock. then she stepped forward, spread his knees apart, and put lube on his asshole. 
 
    Sam shivered. Fuck! It felt good.” 
 
    Sarah smiled and fingered him. She rimmed him. She pushed more and more lube into him. 
 
    “It’s all about relaxing, honey.” 
 
    Sam took deep breaths and tried to relax. 
 
    Sarah stepped closer, held her cock in one hand and touched it to his brown button. 
 
    Sam gasped. 
 
    “Relax, honey,” and she pushed forward. 
 
    Sam didn’t have time to resist, the big thing just sank into his rectum. He could feel the big, twisty veins. He could feel the balls striking his, and she deep into him. So very, very deep. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whimpered. He was pinioned, couldn’t move, and it felt…good! 
 
    “That’s it, honey. This is what it feels like. When you fuck me…and when I fuck you.” 
 
    She pushed in and pulled out, again and again. 
 
    Sam make ‘erking’ noises. His eyes rolled back a little as the pleasure exploded inside him. His hips tilted automatically, and he was sorry he hadn’t laid face down. 
 
    Yet, face up wasn’t bad. Sarah grabbed his cock and pulled it up. It was now small in her hand, and he had to rise up or it would hurt. 
 
    “Here it is, Sam. Do you love it?” 
 
    She went in and out. She fucked him, long, slow strokes, rubbing her penis against the his anal walls. 
 
    Suddenly, she grinned. 
 
    “What?” asked Sam, forcing his mouth to work in spite of all the pleasure building inside him. 
 
    “You’re cumming.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She held up the hand that had been holding his limp dick. “I must be pressing on your prostate, or maybe you’re just having some sort of sissygasm. But this is your sperm leaking out.” 
 
    She put her hand forward, put it in his mouth. 
 
    Sam gagged, then stopped, and tasted it. 
 
    His own sperm. He was eating his own sperm. 
 
    And it was all right. 
 
    “Come on, Sam. Give me some more.” And Sarah kept holding his dick, then transferring the seed slopping onto her hand to his mouth. 
 
    Finally, his sperm done, Sarah stopped and just held still, her cock buried to the hilt inside him. 
 
    “What do you think, Sam? Are you going to want to get another shot when your dick starts to wake up?” 
 
    Sam felt good. He felt relaxed. He felt full of energy. He had been drained, and was relieved, and the weird thing was that five minutes before he would never have thought he would want another shot of chemical castration, Now, however, he wasn’t so sure. 
 
    He reached up and grabbed his wife’s face. He pulled her down, which caused her penis to move further and further into him. 
 
    Then their lips came together, and Sam started sobbing with happiness. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It started in college. 
 
    Jason was a runner. He trained four hours every day. On top of classes, on top of studies. He ran. 
 
    Some months, when he had very tough classes, he would go running late at night. If the track was closed he would just run on the streets. It was on one of those nights he met Sally. 
 
    He was running down third street. Not a good area, but, what the heck, he could outrun any trouble. 
 
    He would put on his running shorts, a sleeveless shirt, and head right down the middle of the street. Dodging cars, waving to the cops who had come to know him, miles and miles and miles. 
 
    At Harrison and Third he saw the girl. He was only a block from campus, it wasn’t a bad area, but some times bangers would come a little north and look for a student to trounce. 
 
    Easy money, you know? 
 
    So he’s running, aware of what’s going around, and he sees the girl on the sidewalk. Three big guys stalking her. Got the pants down so low you can see their cracks. One of them is holding a club. They’re closing in on the girl. 
 
    The girl was tall, maybe as tall as Jason, and she looked behind her, saw the guys, and stepped into the street. 
 
    Jason came to a stop. 
 
    She looked at him, and he saw that she was a looker. She had a round ass, hefty boobs, and a killer face. She could have dropped out of college and won the Miss America pageant. 
 
    “Better get out of here,” she warned. 
 
    He thought maybe she thought he was one of the thugs. 
 
    The three guys stepped into the street and closed in. 
 
    “I see you guys! I’ll recognize you at the police line up!” 
 
    They looked at him, didn’t stop, and two of them angled off and headed for him. 
 
    The other one headed for the girl, whose name he would find out, when he woke up, was Sally. 
 
    Jason tried to dodge. He tried to do an end run, got cut off, then tried to run the other way. And he would have made it, except that the third thug had reached Sally. 
 
    Jason ran towards and jumped on the back of the guy. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” said Sally. 
 
    The two guys jumped on Jason, and suddenly he was at the bottom of a barrel of hard kicking shoes. 
 
    Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! He felt the shoes impact upon his slender frame. 
 
    Then one of the thugs fell back and grabbed his nuts. Sally, it turned out, knew Karate. 
 
    The remaining two thugs split up, one for Sally and one kept kicking poor Jason. 
 
    Sally faked a kick, and when the thug bent forward to protect his nuts, she scratched his eyes with her fingernails. 
 
    He screamed and fell down and held his eyes. 
 
    Meanwhile, Jason had just about beaten up the shoes with his face. His nose was bleeding and felt like it was broken. His cheeks were puffy and one eye was closed. 
 
    Then Sally picked up the club one of the muggers had been carrying and slammed it down on the mugger’s head. 
 
    Clonk. 
 
    Good night. 
 
    Snore. 
 
    Sally squatted down over Jason. “You’re sure beat to shit.” She smiled a little. “Well, come on. I’ll help you get back to the college. 
 
    Jason was out of it. He staggered, her shoulder under his arm, and tried to remember who he was. 
 
    “Come on, just a little longer.” 
 
    They crossed the quad and headed for the Tri Pi sorority house. 
 
    Pi Pi Pi. The raunchiest sorority on campus. 
 
    Jason remembered seeing houses in a row and giggling, then he was being told to lift his feet and he clambered up steps and was guided through a door into brightness. 
 
    “Woo woo!” somebody yelled. “Sally knows how to pick ‘em.” 
 
    Bodies moving around, remarks that made no sense, floating in and out. Then Jason was sitting on a comfortable chair and somebody was touching his face with a wash clothe. 
 
    Somebody asked, “What you got there, Sal?” 
 
    “Damned hero.” 
 
    “Your hero looks like shit.” 
 
    “He lost.” 
 
    Jason looked up and saw the girl he had tried to rescue. “You better get out of here.” 
 
    Laughter. Then he was wanting to sleep, but nobody would let him. All night long he sat there, trying to sleep, but there was always a girl sitting, waiting to wake him up. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to sleep after a concussion.” Somebody said that to him, a couple of times, and he finally understood it. 
 
    Then it was dawn, and they let him go to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Jason whispered. He was lying on a lumpy couch and there were people in the room. 
 
    The room?  
 
    What room? 
 
    He reached up to his face and picked off a washcloth. 
 
    He was in a dorm, no a sorority. Half a dozen girls were sitting around, chatting, reading. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Jason looked around. Catty corner to him, in a similar chair, was the girl he had tried to rescue. 
 
    He sat up, groaned at the sudden pain in his body, and said, “Did I do any good last night?” 
 
    “You distracted them for a moment. That was helpful.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. Did they hurt you?” 
 
    Sally smiled. “No.” 
 
    Jason leaned forward, let the room spin a bit. “I heard somebody say the name Sally. Is that you?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry I didn’t do a better job.” 
 
    Sally made a moue, tilted her head, considered Jason. 
 
    “You tried. You got hurt for me. Other guys don’t always do that.” 
 
    “Dumb them,” Jason touched his face and winced. 
 
    Sally liked the look of Jason. Under the bumps and bruises, of course. He was strong, in a wiry way, and he had thrown himself at bad odds for her. 
 
    “Well, come on,” she said. She stood up and held out her hand. 
 
    Unsure what was going on, Jason took her hand. 
 
    She led him through the sorority house and up the stairs. 
 
    “Where are we going.” 
 
    She opened a door and pulled him in. He was stiff, he wasn’t going to be able to run for a couple of days, but he was okay. 
 
    She turned and put her arms around him. She kissed him. Deep, thoroughly, passionately. 
 
    He tried to kiss her back, but his lips were swollen. 
 
    Still, she was gentle. 
 
    She reached to his belt and unbuckled it. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Shut up.” She unzipped. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Don’t be stupid.” She tugged his pants down, and knelt in front of him. She put her mouth on his cock and it started to grow. 
 
    “Mmm. Good. It’s not small. Skinny guys sometimes have small dicks. Glad to see you’re not one of those.” 
 
    He stood there, it was semi gloomy, and she sucked him and played with his balls. 
 
    He might be a bit addled by having his brains kicked, but he was smart enough to know that he shouldn’t object. 
 
    His prick got super stiff and his balls were roiling. Suddenly he had the urge to cum. He was going to shoot his load right in her mouth! 
 
    She stopped and stood up. “I don’t usually let boys squirt.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. Headaches were gone, his body wasn’t as sore, and he really wanted to empty his seed in her mouth. 
 
    She sat down in a chair, motioned him towards a bed. 
 
    Shakily, he pulled up his pants and sat down. 
 
    “I thought you might like to get your cock sucked for being a hero. Sorry, but as I said, I don’t usually let boys cum.” 
 
    He sat on the bed, taking in the room, studying the books on the shelves, taking note of a rather large cupped brassiere hanging from a bedpost. 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    She saw where he was looking, grinned, snagged the bra and crumpled it up and put it beneath her pillow. 
 
    “Because if you let a man cum he’ll go. You won’t see him again. He might be the catch of the ages, so you don’t want to let him go. And then there’s the other reason.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    “You don’t let them cum and you watch them. They end up frustrated and leaving. So they weren’t really into you after all. They just wanted the sex.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “So we’ll see what kind of a guy you are.” 
 
    He thought about it. What kind of a guy was he? 
 
    “I get frustrated I’ll probably jack off.” 
 
    “Many do.” 
 
    “But I don’t think I’d go away.” 
 
    “Why?”
“Because you’re beautiful.” 
 
    “Heard that before.” 
 
    Then he surprised her: “But beauty is only skin deep. I need to know what kind of a person you are.” 
 
    That intrigued her. He was using her own argument, sort of, at least her own conclusion, on her. 
 
    “So why were you out running the other night?” 
 
    He explained about his scholarship. He told her about his classes. And she ended up telling him about hers. And they talked through the half the day, all the way till lunch, and when Jason went home Sally stared after him. Something was ticking inside her. Some self knowledge. Some happiness.  
 
    And, tell the truth, if Jason hadn’t been so beaten up he probably would have blown it. He would have tried to get her to finish him off, in spite of the fact that that wouldn’t have worked. 
 
    Men and their horny minds, you know. 
 
    So he went back to his dorm, Alpha Kappa Pi. He staggered up the stairs and to his room, and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    They began dating the next week. Neither of them had much money, so they dated frugally, holding hands and going to campus events. Seeing movies at the midnight cult showing. Seeing such gems as Frankenstein, Nosferatu, and the 1950 wolfman, which had Don Megowan and which they agreed was one of the better werewolf movies. 
 
    They kissed a lot. She played with him constantly, bringing him to the edge. 
 
    He would sometimes jack off, and tell her, and she would laugh at his lack of self control 
 
    She told him she masturbated nearly every day. 
 
    “There’s nothing like a good cum in the morning. Sets up the whole day,” she confided. 
 
    “I know what you mean,” he said. 
 
    She laughed and told him he was full of shit. 
 
    He grinned and agreed. But at least someone was getting happy. 
 
    He graduated, lost interest in running, got a book keeping gig in a small factory, and married her. They moved into a small apartment off campus. 
 
      
 
    “It’s our wedding night,” he smiled. 
 
    “What? You think you’re getting off?” 
 
    “It is a tradition. Man carries wife over threshold, wife puts out for man. Babies nine months later.” 
 
    “So much for tradition,” she snickered. 
 
    He carried her over the threshold. He was married, and he was now allowed to touch her body. 
 
    Oh, he had touched her body before, but there had always been a ‘stop point.’ 
 
    Now there wasn’t. Of course, that wasn’t all good. 
 
    She took off her clothes and lay on the bed. “Rub me, honey. Touch me everywhere.” 
 
    He took off his clothes and sat over her, knees on each side, his cock trailing between her buns. He rubbed her. All over. He rubbed every square inch. He rubbed her breasts, and he sucked on her nipples, and instead of pushing him away she welcomed him. 
 
    He rubbed her groin area. He massaged her mons, and put his finger in her. Then he put his penis in her. 
 
    She groaned, and frowned. 
 
    He squirted, spat seed all over her, and she said, “Well, that was a little faster than I’d anticipated.” 
 
    He just twisted his lips a bit and commented, “I’m horny all the time. That’s on you. We get me a little regular nookie and I’ll be better.” 
 
    She lay in his arms then, and she liked that. She liked the feeling of flesh. In fact, she liked it so much that she flipped over, made him turn over, and they spooned in the opposite direction, him in her arms. 
 
    He liked the feeling of her breasts pressed against him. He liked the way she reached around him and held his cock. 
 
    Now if only she’d start stroking. 
 
     
 
    The next day she went to classes and he went to work. 
 
    She was irritated, and he was happy. He was satisfied. He had, at last, squirted in his true love. 
 
    His true love didn’t like the mess dripping out of her pussy. She didn’t like being underneath him. She decided that they were going to have a sex life that wasn’t the norm. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey. I’m home.” 
 
    He was horny, ready to go, he wanted to fuck her every night. He wanted to shoot his load every night. 
 
    She just smiled and took him to bed. She didn’t let him in her, she just played with his cock. 
 
    As they played he got hornier and more out of control. He forgot about getting inside her and was more focused on getting her off. 
 
    Naked, sweaty, lusting, enamored by flesh, he finally got her off. 
 
    Then she turned on her side, turned him on his side, and she spooned him and held his throbbing cock. 
 
    And this was the sex of their marriage. 
 
    She would wake up and frequently masturbate, right next to him. Sometimes borrowing his fingers or mouth. 
 
    At night, if she hadn’t masturbated in the morning, she would demand that he get her off. Then she would spoon him and stroke him and kiss the back of his neck and tell him how much she loved him. 
 
    “I love you, too, honey. 
 
    And he did. Because after the first month, he was addicted to this kind of loving. He wanted to get her off, he lived to get her off. And he gloried in being denied. 
 
    He loved going to sleep with a rod of energy shooting through him. 
 
    He sprang out of bed in the morning, after she had masturbated, of course, and hummed through the day with a vim and vigor that was way above normal. 
 
    He had energy at work. He got promoted. 
 
    He had energy sparkling in him all day, and he brought that energy home with him and used it on her pussy. 
 
    And, once every month or two, Sally would jack him a little too long. Or perhaps he was just too full and couldn’t stop himself. 
 
    On those infrequent days he would shoot his semen into her hand, and she would rub it on his chest, and on his face, and even across his mouth. 
 
    He would go ‘Gak,’ but…he was getting used to it. And after a year he was looking forward to her feeding him his seed. He liked the warm, salty taste. He loved the way she enwrapped him in her arms and made him eat. 
 
    And she did, too. 
 
     
 
    She graduated, and decided to take a job in a big city. 
 
    He was fine with that. He decided he should become an accountant, open his own office, be at the top of the food chain. 
 
    They moved to Los Angeles, within a couple of years they had a nice house in the hills, she was pulling in good bucks as a sales consultant, and he had a burgeoning accountant business. 
 
    And they still had sex the way they had started in college. 
 
    He would get her off, and she would almost get him off. 
 
    He would occasionally masturbate, and she would frequently masturbate. 
 
    He whined and whimpered, and she gloated and bossed. 
 
    And their life, though sedate, was happy. 
 
    Until Rhonda came along. 
 
      
 
    “I hired a new girl today,” Jason headed for the bedroom to change out of his work duds. 
 
    Sally followed him. “What for?” 
 
    “I need a receptionist. Business is getting good, I need somebody to type and file.” 
 
    “Hmm. Is she good looking?” 
 
    Jason grinned. “She’s a babe.” 
 
    Jason screwed up. If he had been looking at his wife’s face when he said that he might have noticed, perhaps even saved the day. But he didn’t. 
 
    Sally frowned. And her lips turned down. And her eyes turned to ice. 
 
    Her husband had hired a babe? 
 
    If he had said, ‘Oh, she’s okay.’ Or even, ‘She looks good enough,’ that might not have triggered Sally. 
 
    But…’a babe’ 
 
    Sally instantly wanted Jason to fire her, and that was the beginning of the end. 
 
    Sally was silent during dinner. 
 
    She didn’t hug Jason, or try to accelerate his always horniness when they went to bed. 
 
    She was thinking, ‘a babe.’ 
 
    Jason noted that she was out of sorts, but instead of asking, he shrugged it off. All too often men think women are ‘on the rag,’ or otherwise hormonal. 
 
    He went to work, trained Rhonda, and came home all happy. 
 
    “She’s doing a good job. Very smart.” 
 
    Which was not what Sally wanted to hear. 
 
    She wanted to hear, ‘Oh, she’s a dumb skag, I don’t know why I ever hired her.” 
 
    A couple of days later Sally dropped by the office. It was lunch, and Jason was out. But she really wanted to look at Rhonda. 
 
    She stepped through the door and her eyes went all squinchy. Rhonda was more than just a babe. She had a Miss America body, sultry lips, wavy blonde hair, and, if there was anything wrong with her, it was that her boobs were too big. 
 
    “May I help you?” Rhonda dazzled a smiled at Sally. 
 
    “”Just looking for Jason.” 
 
    “Jason’s out right now. Would you like to leave a name or number?” 
 
    “No, that’s all right..” Sally turned towards the door. Then she turned back. “Is he a good boss?” 
 
    “Oh, he’s wonderful. I’ve only been here a short while, but he makes sure I understand everything I’m supposed to do.” 
 
    Sally gave a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    She walked out the door. 
 
    As she walked down the street she seethed. Rhonda’s innocent statement resounded in her mind, and her mind was translating in a not so innocent fashion. 
 
    Everything I’m supposed to do. 
 
    And what’s that, bitch? Get down on your knees? 
 
    Truth, Sally had no reason to be jealous, and one could wonder at her motivations for eons, but, whatever…Sally was jealous. 
 
    She was cooler to Jason at home. She didn’t play with him much. She didn’t let him come at all. She was turning to ice. 
 
    After years of marriage, after a wonderful life, after all the wonderful sex…Sally had a problem with Jason. 
 
    Jason finally noted that Sally was acting too weird, and he mentioned it, but when she just shook her head and clamped her lips he decided that she just needed a little space. 
 
      
 
    One day, a couple of months after Rhonda was hired, Sally was out shopping. She lost her credit card and decided to go to Jason’s office and borrow his. 
 
      
 
    Jason was reorganizing files. To be specific, he was moving boxes from a small closet to a large one. As he entered the closet he tripped on the sill and fell into the closet. 
 
    Rhonda was sitting at her desk working on a form when she heard the racket of his fall, the dropping of the heavy box, the thud of his body as he wedged in between a stack of boxes and the wall. 
 
    Rhonda ran into his office, saw the open door and his feet, and figured out what had happened. 
 
    She ran to the closet and grabbed his hand. She pulled. And, as she pulled Jason reached up. He thought he was grabbing the corner of the doorway, but his hand reached into Rhonda’s blouse and pulled 
 
    Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! 
 
    Buttons went everywhere. 
 
    But Jason was up and out, and Rhonda was red-faced, and then they were both laughing. 
 
    That’s when Sally walked in.  
 
    Jason grinned, “Oh, my God! You won’t believe—“ 
 
    Sally saw Rhonda’s blouse parted, her ample boobs presented. She turned and walked out. 
 
    Jason blinked. He didn’t understand. 
 
    “You better go after her. I think she might have gotten the wrong idea.” 
 
    “Oh, she’ll be all right. I’ll explain it all to her when I get home tonight.” 
 
    Rhonda frowned, but he was the boss. 
 
      
 
    “But, honey! I’ve explained what happened!” 
 
    Sally looked at him with cold, hard eyes. “Right.” 
 
    “But what do you want me to say? It was an accident, and—“ 
 
    “You might try the truth.” 
 
    “That is the truth!” 
 
    Back and forth they went, pleading, denying, pissed off, and…Sally pushed him out of the bedroom and slammed the door. 
 
    “Sleep on the fucking couch!” 
 
    “But…Sally…” 
 
    But the door was shut, communication was cut, and Sally wouldn’t respond. 
 
     
 
    They had dinner. Burned spaghetti and cold Texas Toast. 
 
    Rhonda wouldn’t look at him. 
 
    Jason tried to talk, but then she just got up and left the room. 
 
    Jason sighed. What the hell was going on? 
 
    He found out the next day. 
 
      
 
    Jason came in from work and Sally was waiting. “Come into the kitchen, please.” Her voice was level, no emotion. 
 
    Jason came in. He looked at her, sitting so primly at the kitchen table, a little box in front of her. 
 
    He went to the liquor cabinet and poured himself a stiff bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “You want one?” 
 
    “I want you to sit down and face me.” 
 
    Heaving a sigh of resignation, he sat down and faced his wife. 
 
    Sally eyed him for a good minute. Then she said, “You’re a cheater, and I want you to wear this.” 
 
    She pushed the box towards him. 
 
    Jason put his drink aside and opened the box. He shook out a metal ring and a tube and a padlock. 
 
    “What’s this?” But he sort of knew. 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube. It’s the only way I can be sure you won’t be cheating on me.” 
 
    “And what am I supposed to do with this?” 
 
    “I told you. Wear it.” 
 
    Fortunately for Jason, it was one of those rare moments that he didn’t have a boner. 
 
    He stood up, dropped his pants, and put the ring and tube on. He closed the padlock and looked at his wife. 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What more do you want?” 
 
    “I’m going to spank you.” 
 
    Jason blinked. 
 
    Sally was a strong woman. He was slender. They weighed the same, 140 pounds, but her’s was hard muscle from constant gym work outs, and his was office muscle. The most he ever did was pick up a box or two. 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    Sally stood up and grabbed his wrist. She pulled him, and Jason was caught off guard. He lurched forward and before he could get his balance they were in the living room. 
 
    She spun around and grabbed his caged cock. She sat and pulled and he fell across her lap. 
 
    “I will not put up with cheaters.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Fuck!” Jason yelled. He struggled, but she had the position and the muscle. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    Jason wiggled. He was determined not to cry, but he could feel moisture building in the corner of his eyes. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    “That’s ten,” Sally said, coldly, and she pushed him off her lap. 
 
    Jason fell on the floor and stared up at her. 
 
    She stood up and stared down at him, and…CLICK! 
 
    That was the moment. That was the shared epiphany. That was the realization that something had happened. 
 
    He was on the floor, rubbing his ass, water sliding down his cheeks. And his cock was going crazy inside the tube. It was lurching and wiggling and trying to get hard. 
 
    She was standing over him, proud and haughty, and…horny. 
 
    She hadn’t been horny for a couple of months, not since Rhonda came to work, but now she felt an uncommon heat in her loins. 
 
    Fuck. She wanted to rub one off right there. 
 
    Jason stared at her, and there was something in him that knew he would never turn back. This was a next step for which there was no reverse, no backing up. His whole groin felt like it was going to explode, then he looked down at his groin. 
 
    Semen was seeping from his caged dick. 
 
    He looked up at Sally in shock. “Oh, God!” 
 
    Sally saw it. She saw his excitement, she saw his penis leaking. And she had never, ever, in her whole life, felt so powerful. 
 
    She had caused that. 
 
    She sniffed, turned around and left the room. 
 
    Jason was left to clean up the mess. 
 
      
 
    Jason went to work the next day, and he was distracted.  
 
    First, there was the cage on his penis. It was causing him to be horny all the time. He couldn’t think for the constant writhing of his penis trying to escape. 
 
    Second, his ass was sore. It didn’t hurt bad, it hurt good, and he kept wiggling his butt on his chair, feeling the pain and the memory of his ass being slapped by his wife. 
 
    His heart was near exploding, and he felt a love for Sally that was stronger than anything he had ever felt in his life. 
 
    “You okay, Jason?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” He stared at Rhonda. He was aware that she had said something. “I’m just thinking. What was it you wanted?” 
 
    “Sorry. You looked like you were in outer space. It’s the Johnson account. Did you want to file the LLC for them?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Do you know how to do it?” 
 
    “Oh, sure. I’ll put it on your desk when I’m done.” 
 
    He nodded, gave a wan smile, and turned his swivel until he was facing out the window. 
 
    If only his dick would settle down. And, was it the chastity tube that was causing him such…horniness? Or was it the spanking? Or a combination of the two? 
 
    He had never been spanked in his life. And, except for the time he tried to rescue Sally in college, he had never really experienced violence. 
 
    Now he had.  
 
    And it seemed like the violence was causing a sexual reaction. 
 
      
 
    Jason walked into the house. Normally he would yell out, ‘Honey, I’m home.’ 
 
    Now he was silent. Now he was looking for her, afraid of her, even as he lusted for her. 
 
    She was in the garage, putting clothes in the washer. 
 
    He heard her from the kitchen, and stopped to make a drink. 
 
    His heart was pounding. His chest had a full feeling. His nipples were rock hard. 
 
    His dick, of course, was going crazy in the tube. 
 
    He opened the door and Sally, who was bent over and picking up clothes, straightened up and stared at him. 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    This was a moment of compulsion. Something had to happen. 
 
    She wanted to spank him. She wanted to bully him. She wanted to pull him through the house and treat him like a bad, little boy. 
 
    He wanted to be spanked. His penis was screaming for a spanking. His ass throbbed for another spanking. 
 
    And it burst out of him. “That wasn’t the only time I cheated on you. 
 
    He was lying. 
 
    Sally had the feeling that he was lying. 
 
    But they needed this. 
 
    She finished putting the laundry into the washer. She threw in a couple of soap pellets, closed the lid and pressed the start button. She turned and glared at him. 
 
    After the ice of her previous behavior, the heat of her glare was welcome. It meant something was going to happen. 
 
    Sally moved across the garage. She walked slow, eyeing him, stalking him. 
 
    He stepped back into the kitchen. 
 
    She came up the two steps into the kitchen. 
 
    She slapped his face, and he swooned. 
 
    She grabbed his belt and pulled him into the living room. 
 
    He couldn’t talk. He couldn’t object. this was what he wanted. 
 
    She stopped in front of the couch and undid his buckle, then she pulled his belt out of the loops. 
 
    He gasped, unable to stop her, unable to even speak. 
 
    She undid his pants and zipper and sat down, pulling him onto her lap. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed softly, realizing that his dreams were about to come true. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    He sobbed. Big tears splattered on the rug. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    His ass was turning bright red, but he couldn’t it out from under the slashings of his belt. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK SMACK! 
 
    And… 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She pushed him off her lap, but this time she didn’t get up and stomp out. This time she just sat there and looked at him. Her eyes measured him and she considered him. 
 
    Jason cried, and turned around. He was holding his ass and rubbing, and that hurt almost as much as the spanking, but he couldn’t stop. 
 
    Then he was hugging her ankles, crying on her patent black leather high heels. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry.” 
 
    She reached down and ran her hand over his hair. She was in deep thought. There wasn’t, couldn’t be, any verbalization to that thought, but she was adjusting her mind, her life, to the fact of spanking him. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t really…I didn’t cheat on you.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” she whispered. 
 
    He hugged her calves, and she lifted his head and held it against her large bosom. 
 
    “I just…I just wanted…” 
 
    “I know. I know what you want.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” he suddenly wailed. 
 
    “Shh. Nothing.” Then she smiled. “Nothing that a good spanking won’t cure.” 
 
    He looked up at her, a sudden understanding in his eyes. Then he was hugging her. And she was holding him. 
 
    And he said, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    She held him for a moment, then held him at arm’s length. 
 
    “It’s obvious that you need to be punished. And I will punish you. Sometimes I’ll initiate the punishment, but if you feel the need, don’t make up stories. Simply tell me that you’ve been bad, and I’ll take care of the rest. Okay.” 
 
    “Okay.” he sobbed. 
 
    She held him, she kissed his forehead, and he never felt better than at that moment.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jason went to work happy. And confused. But out of that distractive mode that he had been in. 
 
    He was happy because…he was just happy. 
 
    He was confused because he couldn’t figure out why he was the way he was. 
 
    But he wasn’t distracted. His mind was sharp, he paid attention to business. 
 
    “You look pretty happy today, Jason.” 
 
    “Thanks. I am.” He smiled at Rhonda, then went about his business. 
 
    Rhonda was puzzled. That thing with the wife, it made no sense, but if it was settled, that was fine with her. 
 
    Jason went home that night, and his pants were alive. Inside those pants, inside that chastity tube, his cock was fighting the hard plastic, trying to get hard. 
 
    “Hi, honey.” He poked his head into the kitchen, then handed her some flowers. 
 
    Sally glanced at him, grinned, and took the flowers. 
 
    “How nice.” 
 
    “But they aren’t what you really like.” 
 
    She looked at him harder. 
 
    “I know you wanted some other kind of flowers.” There was an intense look to his face, an inner hope, and she got it. 
 
    “Oh, you silly boy.” 
 
    She walked past him, snagging his belt and pulling him towards the living room. 
 
    Jason was in heaven. He liked being denied. He liked the way he rarely got sex, and then on Sally’s terms. But this…this BDSM or whatever it was, this was special. 
 
    She unbuckled him, looked at him, saw the desire in his eyes. 
 
    But not normal desire. He didn’t want to be fucked, he wanted to be punished. 
 
    She sat down and he almost fell across her lap. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    All the way to ten. 
 
    She thought about giving him some more, but decided against it. 
 
    Ten was enough to tan his fanny, any more and he might get too bruised to sit down. 
 
    She pushed him off her lap and made him stand up. 
 
    “Is it the humiliation or the pain?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he sobbed, rubbing his buns. 
 
    She held out her arms and he dropped to his knees and hugged her. 
 
    He cried, and was forgiven, and then he knew. It wasn’t the pain nor the humiliation. It was the forgiveness. 
 
    He lived to be forgiven. 
 
    “Well, if we’re going to do this we need to set up a separate room.” 
 
    “How about the garage?” 
 
    She nodded. “I want you to outfit it the way you want it. You want spankings…I want to see furniture for you to lay on, whips for me to use. If you want bondage, I want to see chains and handcuffs and all the things I need to secure you. If you want toys…it’s up to you. Scour the net and find what you want. What you need.” 
 
    He nodded, and she added the piece de resistance. 
 
    “I’m not going to punish you until it’s done.” 
 
     
 
    Jason worked hard during the day. He rushed home at night and worked on the garage. 
 
    He moved everything out, even set up a sturdy awning for the cars over the driveway. 
 
    Fortunately, the garage was back on the property, but he sound proofed it anyway. 
 
    He covered up the one window and painted the inner walls black. It was getting very dark and gloomy. He put in extra lights, but made sure the bulbs were low watt. He liked the gloom. 
 
    He built a big A against a wall with four by eights, then he screwed in eye bolts. hung some chain, and ordered four handcuffs. 
 
    Sally came out to the garage every once in a while and observed his efforts. She had never seen him to engrossed in a project. This was going to be interesting. 
 
    He ordered a bench to be spanked on. It had a sway back plank for him to lie on, so his butt and face would be tilted enough to be accessed. It had padding, straps to secure his wrists and ankles, and he bolted it to the floor. 
 
    And he ordered various items to be used for BDSM. 
 
    A standing cock and ball pillory.  
 
    A kneeling stockade with a dildo. 
 
    Yokes. 
 
    And even a hanging strap cage. 
 
    As he worked and installed various apparatus, he wondered why he was going so far overboard. The answer is simple. Aside from wanting to be punished, he was a guy, and guys fantasize about this stuff. And his wife had given him carte blanche to go in this direction. 
 
      
 
    Rhonda was puzzled. 
 
    The situation with the wife was ridiculous, but volatile, and then it had…disappeared. Just like that. Gone. 
 
    But what had happened? 
 
    “Hey, Jason? Is your wife…is she okay with me?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” And he grinned and smiled. 
 
    And he hurried home every day. Just a smile and a wave and he was gone. 
 
    No big deal, the business ran itself past a certain point, but what had happened to change Jason into such a smiling, almost goofy, fellow? 
 
    Then she saw the invoices. 
 
    Jason had bought all the chains and wood and sex toys through the company. It was a write off. 
 
    So Rhonda is examining receipts and sees the subjects, and starts to think. 
 
    Nothing wrong with wood. Everybody buys wood. A little home improvement stuff. 
 
    Chains. Well, that’s weird. But maybe he’s reinforcing something. Or maybe it’s decorative. 
 
    Handcuffs? Weird, kinky, odd. 
 
    Then receipts for the sex toys came in, and it hit her. 
 
    Jason imprisoned his wife! 
 
    He had built, or reinforced a spare room. He had sound proofed it. He had her chained to the wall, or the floor, or whatever. And he was doing things to her! 
 
    “Later, Rhonda!” he went out the door. 
 
    Rhonda’s mouth was slack. She mumbled good bye, and examined the receipts again. 
 
    She knew that Sally was being held prisoner and abused. 
 
    What should she do? 
 
    She couldn’t confront Jason on the matter. If he was violent…he might do something. 
 
    She had to find out more. She needed facts. 
 
    In a coincidence, Jason finished the garage on the night that Rhonda decided to do a little investigative work. 
 
    She made reservations for Jason and Sally at a swank restaurant, smiled when he left early for home, and followed him. 
 
     
 
    “Hey, honey, you ready?” 
 
    “Look at you,” Sally, chortled. 
 
    Jason was the epitome of nervous energy. He grinned and felt his groin. Inside his cage his cock was going totally bonkers. It was whipping and trying to push out and even stretching his balls away from his body. 
 
    Sally laughed. “You act like a virgin who thinks he’s going to get some. 
 
    “It’s been so long,” he said, “that I feel like a virgin. It’s been months!” 
 
    She patted his cheek, “And you’ve been a very bad boy, I know.” She walked past him towards the front door. 
 
    Sally drove, she had taken over driving duties from Jason, and he sat in the passenger seat and felt excited. 
 
    As soon as they turned the corner Rhonda pulled up to their house. 
 
    The street was isolated, not many houses, and she got out and went up to the front door. Crossing her fingers, hoping there wasn’t anybody else in the house, Rhonda tried the front door. 
 
    Open. 
 
    She walked in and quickly examined the house. 
 
    Everything was normal. Bedrooms were for sleeping, a computer room, a spare bedroom. Everything was nice and neat. 
 
    She looked in the backyard. A swimming pool, a neat garden, and…nothing else. 
 
    Rhonda frowned. Where was all the dungeon stuff? 
 
    She went through the kitchen, opened the door to the garage, and froze. 
 
    Bingo. Holy crap! 
 
    She stepped down into the gloom. Just enough lighting to see all the chains and the big A and the spanking bench, and…and a pegboard with whips and dildos and things on it. 
 
    And she went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Jason, I forgot my cell phone.” 
 
    “No prob. I’ve got mine.” 
 
    “No, I need mine.” Sally whipped a U-ey and headed back to the house. 
 
    She saw the strange car in front of the house and frowned. It hadn’t been there before, and nobody would park there if they were visiting somebody on the street. 
 
    Jason didn’t notice. 
 
    She stopped the car back a little ways, having a sneaking suspicion that somebody was burgling their house. 
 
    Yet she didn’t ask Jason to check it out, and for a good reason. She was the alpha. She trained in martial arts. He was desk bound and had no real muscle. 
 
    “I might need to find the mobile charger, so just be patient.” 
 
    “Okay,” he was looking at his own cell phone, anyway. 
 
    Sally stepped out of the car and walked, without letting her heels click, to the front door. 
 
    It was open. She knew she hadn’t left it open. She took off her heels and stepped into the foyer. She moved forward cautiously and peered first down the hallway. Nobody there. 
 
    She turned her head and saw the open garage door. She ran quickly, intuiting that she had the surprise. She entered the garage and couldn’t see clearly because it was gloomy. Somehow she found that she had picked up a rolling pin on the way through the kitchen, and she flung it down on the head of the shape in front of her. 
 
    Clunk! 
 
    And the shape just sort of evaporated down to the floor. 
 
    Now Sally was breathing heavily. Her chest was heaving and her blood was pounding. 
 
    She went back to the door and felt around, and there was an extra light switch. She clicked it and the room flooded with light. 
 
    It was a woman! She had conked a woman!\ 
 
    Sally turned Rhonda over and gasped. 
 
    The girl from the office! Rhonda! And she was here to see Jason! 
 
    That fucking Jason! He was seeing Rhonda on the sly! 
 
    Her mind raged, her anger had no limits, and just when she thought she couldn’t get any angrier…she became calm. 
 
    It happens. People get so mad they just blow out the back of their head and suddenly they are calm. 
 
    Sally looked around.  
 
    It was a beautiful dungeon. She had examined it a few times, and she was a bit surprised at how far Jason’s fantasies went, but…she had all the tools she needed. 
 
    She dragged Rhonda to the big A frame and cuffed her to the chains. It was difficult, Rhonda’s body was a bit limp, but Sally managed it, and then she put a penis gag in the poor woman’s mouth. 
 
    Rhonda started to come to. Her eyes fluttered. 
 
    Sally slapped Rhonda’s face. “Come into my home and steal my husband, eh? “ 
 
    Rhonda’s eyes opened wide, she struggled, and panicked, and went crazy in her bonds, but Jason had built well. 
 
    “Well, I’ll deal with you later.” 
 
    Sally turned and left the garage. 
 
      
 
    “That took a while,” observed Jason. 
 
    “Sorry about that. I couldn’t find the charger, but I have a hook up for the car.” 
 
    She plugged her cell phone in and they drove off for their night of celebration. 
 
     
 
    They went to Charley Coyote’s, the swankest of the swank when it came to high end but down and dirty restaurants. 
 
    Jason opened the door, held her seat, and treated Sally like a gentleman should. 
 
    Sally smiled, but…she seemed a little tight. 
 
    “Is everything all right, dear?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Are you going to have the prime rib?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Oh, go ahead. How often do we celebrate? Waiter! We need some drinks, lots of drinks, so keep them coming!” 
 
    Jose grinned and gave her the thumbs up. 
 
    It was a good night at Charley Coyote’s, and they celebrated well. Lots of drinks, mostly for Jason, and Sally even ordered the special triple chocolate desert. A couple of hours later, after a few more drinks, for Jason, and a bit of dancing—well, actually dry humping—on the dance floor, it was time for them to go home. 
 
    Jason was feeling great. He was soused, and Sally had been so nice all night. She had touched him suggestively, hinted at a punishment beyond belief, and then, for her to hump him on the dance floor…he was happy and looking forward to the rest of the night. 
 
    The rest of the night, when he presented her with the dungeon, and when he finally got punished for being so bad. 
 
    Sally drove home slowly. Her mind was calm, and life was unfolding in an orderly manner. She could see what she was going to do, what was going to happen. 
 
    She pulled into the driveway, and Jason still missed that there was a car parked in the front of the house. 
 
    She parked and they got out and walked to the front door. 
 
    “Jason! Look! The door is open!” She hugged his arm, instilling in his mind that he was the great protector. 
 
    Jason whispered, “You didn’t leave it open?” 
 
    “Of course not!” 
 
    He stepped over the threshold. 
 
    She followed him. 
 
    He crossed the foyer, looked down the hallway towards the bedrooms. 
 
    Nothing there. 
 
    “Pssst! Look!” 
 
    Sally pointed through the kitchen. “The garage!” 
 
    Jason whispered, “Stay here.” He tip toed through the kitchen. 
 
    Sally followed him. 
 
    He stepped into the doorway and clicked the light switch. Across the garage Rhonda was standing, secured in the big A frame. She looked up, her eyes went wide and she yelled something, and Jason went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Unh…” Jason groaned. 
 
    “Hello, husband of mine.” 
 
    Blinking, he raised his head. 
 
    And was face to face with Rhonda! 
 
    He was tied onto the A frame! His body was pressed against his secretary’s! 
 
    And he had no clothes on! 
 
    And neither did Rhonda! 
 
    “So, I finally got the goods on you.” 
 
    Jason felt his penis stirring, Sally had taken the chastity tube off! 
 
    Rhonda’s eyes widened as she felt him getting harder. 
 
    Jason made a sound, but his mouth was filled with penis gag. 
 
    “I love the dungeon you built me, incidentally. It was tough getting both of you on the A frame, but I did it. How do you like it?” 
 
    His penis was now stiff and poking between Rhonda’s thighs. With a little movement he could put it in her. 
 
    And her chest! Rhonda had a good, healthy chest. It was big, and he could feel her breasts against him. He could feel her hard nipples poking into him. 
 
    “So, here we are. Me and you. And Rhonda makes three. And you’ve finally got her right where you want her. Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Mppphuumph!” Jason said. 
 
    Sally laughed. She came up next to the them, leaned on one of the beams that made the A frame, and whispered in his ear. “All that talk about liking to be punished. That was just to distract me. To stop me from seeing how you two were going on behind my back.” 
 
    Rhonda’s eyes were large, she tried to move a little, to get Jason’s cock away from her bush, but Sally had tied a length of rope around their waists, keeping them together. 
 
    “She’s already trying to fuck you, Jason. Isn’t that nice?” 
 
    “Mumphoom!” 
 
    “What’s that, honey? I can’t quite hear you.” 
 
    A tear squeezed out of Jason’s eye. Rhonda closed her eyes for a long second, then looked at him, tried to reassure him with her eyes. 
 
    It was all right. 
 
    It was going to be all right. 
 
    But it wasn’t. Jason’s cock was getting harder and harder. In spite of any guilt or misgivings that Jason had, his cock had a mind of its own. His cock smelled pussy, and it was going to get it! 
 
    Sally bent her knees, lowered, and watched as his cock wiggled and poked. 
 
    “Aw, isn’t that sweet? It wants to fuck her.” 
 
    She reached in and grabbed his cock. She angled it towards Rhonda’s pussy. She pushed the tip right in between the labia. 
 
    Rhonda gasped. 
 
    Jason shook his head, trying to tell her that he wasn’t doing this on purpose. 
 
    Sally stood up, “What? Cat got your your tongue? Let’s see what you have to say.” She pulled the penis gag out of Rhonda’s mouth. She held it so she could push it back in again, but Rhonda could speak. 
 
    “Please. Don’t do this. Jason and I…we aren’t…we didn’t…” 
 
    Rhonda pushed the penis gag back in. “You didn’t, eh? Could have fooled me. That feeble bullshit about him falling into the closet and you being pulled in afterward. Ha!” 
 
    She took out Jason’s penis gag, again holding it so she could put it back in easily. 
 
    “What do you have to say, Jason, dear?” 
 
    “I didn’t fuck Rhonda.” Then, to Rhonda, “Rhonda, I’m sorry about this. Please—“ Then the gag was reinserted. 
 
    “Oh, Gawd! You are so…so…” 
 
    She glared at Rhonda and Jason. Then: “So here’s how it’s going to go. Jason is going to fuck you, little Miss Rhonda. And when he does I will have it on video. That’s right. You’re going to fuck, I’ll film it, and then I’ll take you to divorce court. When I’m done with you you’ll have nothing!” 
 
    Jason stared, horrified. His wife had gone bonkers! This made no sense! 
 
    “So get to fucking, my fine, feathered friends. The sooner you fuck the sooner this will all be over.” 
 
    Jason shook his head, tears streaming. 
 
    Rhonda just appeared thoughtful. 
 
    “Mmmmph!” she said. 
 
    “Oh, does little Missy Wissy husband stealer have something to say?” 
 
    Sally pulled the gag out of Rhonda’s mouth. 
 
    “Rhonda licked her lips, caught her breath, and blurted, “It’s okay, Jason. She knows, so just fuck me. Fuck me and enjoy me. I can’t wait to feel your hard cock in my pussy. Just like last time.” 
 
    Sally had not expected that, and she goggled for a second, then pushed the gag back in. She snarled, “So…you did! I knew it! I knew it!” 
 
    Sally went to the wall and selected a whip. It was a short one with lots of strands. She stepped behind Jason and started whipping him. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Jason lurched with each impact, which drove his cock head into Rhonda’s pussy. 
 
    Rhonda, crying, nodded that it was all right. 
 
    “Fuck her, Jason! Fuck her!” 
 
    And he did. His cock slid in, all the way. Their hips met, and she was penetrated. 
 
    And glad. 
 
    She liked Jason. He was a good boss and a nice person. 
 
    Hell, she had fucked worse, and if she had to fuck him, the sooner they fucked the sooner this would all be over. 
 
    Except…she felt a spark inside. She felt a warmth. She felt a closeness to Jason beyond just sex. Her eyes opened. 
 
    His eyes opened. This was good. He hadn’t expected this. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    With each stroke he drove his penis deeper into Rhonda. Deeper and deeper. And now the insidious nature of the forced fuck could be felt. 
 
    Jason wanted to be punished. To be punished he had to be bad, even though he was never bad. But fucking Rhonda was definitely being bad, so he was being bad and getting punished all at the same time. 
 
    In fact, the more he was punished the more bad he was! 
 
    Rhonda felt his thrusts deeply. She felt his hot flesh inside her. She banged back, tilted her hips, tried to get as much of him as she could into herself. 
 
    “I knew it!” screamed Sally. “I knew it!” 
 
    Their bodies were one, their mouths, in spite of the penis gags, were touching in a bizarre kiss. Their eyes were speaking immense volumes. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Then Jason began ignoring the pain on his ass. He ignored the way she was beating him. He focused on this beautiful woman he was attached to. 
 
    Which enraged Sally all the more. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Jason didn’t care. Punishment meant nothing in the face of true love. A man will go through anything to find the one, perfect person that is totally right for him. 
 
    Rhonda felt him submit to her. Not to Sally, who was demanded submission, but to her. Sally was doing the work, but Rhonda was getting the benefits. 
 
    And Sally felt him leaving her. More and more. Detaching, going away, giving himself to someone else. 
 
    It infuriated her. It raised her to screeching insanity levels. And, finally, she blew through all the rage and stopped. 
 
    She had gone too far and her mind had overloaded. 
 
    And, in a strange way, it had reset. 
 
    She stood behind Jason, breathing heavily, and there was a part of her that wondered what the hell was going on. 
 
    She was beating her husband. 
 
    And she was losing him. 
 
    What was she doing? 
 
    She stepped around and took the gags out of their mouths. 
 
    Jason and Rhonda ignored her, kissed, and wiggle their bodies against each other. 
 
    “Well…” said Sally. “Well…” Then she left the basement. Just turned around and walked out. 
 
    Jason spurted deep inside of Rhonda. His cock stiffened and squirted, and Rhonda felt a big splatter of semen deep within. And another, and another.  
 
    She felt several months worth of denial painting her insides, and it felt so good. She sagged even as she tilted her hips and tried to drink more of him. 
 
    And they kissed. 
 
    And the, when it was all done, they just laid against each other, felt each other. 
 
    For the next few hours they talked in whispers. They were, after all, still secured to the big beams of the A frame. 
 
    He told her he loved her, and tried to explain about his life with Sally. 
 
    She told him she loved him, and that everything was all right. They would figure a way out of this mess. 
 
      
 
    Four hours later, the middle of the night, Rhonda and Jason dozing against each other, Sally came back into the garage. 
 
    She was now drunk. She hadn’t drunk much at Charley Coyote’s, but she had drunk a lot the last few hours. 
 
    She had lost her husband. She knew it. And a part of her knew that it was all her own fault. 
 
    Had Rhonda and Jason fucked? Maybe. Probably. But it didn’t matter because they had certainly fucked now. 
 
    She went to the wall and selected a paddle. She went behind Jason and slapped his ass. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Jason woke up. 
 
    Rhonda came awake. 
 
    “Well, husband and harlot, what do you have to say for yourselves?” 
 
    Jason said, “I love you.” 
 
    Which shocked the hell out of Sally. She had expected denials, begging, anything except his simple statement. 
 
    “I have always loved you. And now I love somebody else, too.” 
 
    Sally started crying. She could handle that he loved somebody else, but to know that he still loved her…it was too much! 
 
    “So this is what is going to happen,” Jason said. “First you will let us out of this. We need sleep and food. We’re tired. And you really gave my ass a blistering. And then we’re going to sit down and discuss this whole situation. Divorce is stupid. We can all live together. Maybe Rhonda and I can get into being the ones doing the spanking. Maybe not. But I know that you can spank me any day you want. Any condition. Every time you spank me it’s like a declaration of love, that you care. Rhonda, you can move in with us. We’ve got plenty of room. My dick will be available to my wife, my first wife, and, of course, it will always be available to you. Maybe you can get into spanking me. Lord knows I need it. But even if you can’t, Sally will be more than willing to spank me enough for both of us. Do you understand? Rhonda?” 
 
    Big tears fell from Rhonda’s eyes, and she nodded and said, “Yes.” 
 
    “Sally? Honey? Do you understand?” 
 
    Now Sally was crying even more. She hadn’t lost her husband. Her fears were of naught. And she would be able to punish him, to strap him and whip him to her heart’s content, and he wold still love her. And if she didn’t feel like fucking him, that was okay. Rhonda would do that for her. 
 
    And so Jason and Sally and Rhonda entered into a wonderful relationship. 
 
    Sally spanked Jason, and Jason fucked Rhonda, and all were sated in their desires. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I will not do that.” Harold glared at his wife. Harold was five foot six, the same height as his wife, and a slender fellow. He had dark, brown hair, a little long, and blue eyes. He was a soft man, though one would never know it. When he took a stand, however, that was it. 
 
    “But Harold! I already told everybody you would!” Jen was also slender, with the one exception being her rather sizable boobs. Her hair was darker, and longer, and she was a very focused woman. 
 
    Harold was sitting at the kitchen table. He was sipping a Coke and bourbon which Jen had made for him. 
 
    “So that’s why you’re making me drinks and sweet talking me.” 
 
    “But it’s only one day. It’s a charity event. Besides,” she grinned, “You’ve always been a little kinky.” 
 
    “Kinky is one thing. Sitting in a pillory is another.” 
 
    “You’ll be in a booth. Perfectly safe. One of the girls will be right there all night!” 
 
    “Look, I appreciate what you girls are doing. But I am not a giving up control. I’m not about to sit in a jail while the world goes by and laughs at me. 
 
    “It’s a pillory! Stocks! Not a jail!” 
 
    “Potato patato. It’s still the same thing. I’m a prisoner, and I don’t want to be.” 
 
    Jen frowned, then a calm look crossed her face. “Do you remember when I let you use my rear end?” 
 
    “That’s different.” 
 
    “‘I’ll do anything you want, only please…please…let me do this to you.’” Her voice mocked his. 
 
    “Sex in the bedroom is different than being put on public display.” 
 
    “Harold, if you don’t agree to do this it’s going to be a cold day in hell before you get to cum again.” She folded her arms under her abundant boobs and gave him ‘the eye.’ 
 
    But Harold wasn’t about to budge. In a way, he knew she was right. He had begged, she had given in, and he owed her. But to allow himself to be confined, even as part of a big display for an event…it was too much. 
 
    “I’ll masturbate,” he grunted. 
 
    “I’ll fix it so you can’t.” 
 
    He tilted his head slightly and grinned. “And how do you plan to do that?” 
 
    “I don’t know…I just will.” 
 
    And there, for the moment, the argument was over. 
 
      
 
    Later that night, Jen was on the phone with Sheila. “He positively refuses, Shiela. And when he gets like this he can’t be budged.” 
 
    Shiela, on the other end of the line, was a vivacious blonde with brown eyes. Which meant that she was not really a blonde, but since blondes had more fun, she had decided to be a blonde. 
 
    “Okay, so we’re going to have to trick him.” 
 
    “Trick him? I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 
 
    “You will, and he’ll think it’s a good idea, too. Now, this is what I want you do to…” and the whispering over the phone commenced. 
 
      
 
    That night Harold was feeling good. He was feeling good because Jen, instead of being mad, had continued to ply him with drinks. 
 
    He climbed under the covers and gave a sigh and relaxed. And Jen pulled the covers off him. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Hey, what?” she giggled, climbing on to him. 
 
    He grinned. She fit onto him perfectly, slid down his shaft and wiggled her butt and…it felt awfully good. 
 
    Then she leaned forward, her breasts fell onto his chest, and she looked him in the eye. 
 
    “Oh, no,” he said. “Fuck or get off, but don’t try to convince me to be your party favor.” 
 
    She sucked on a nipple, then looked up at him, “There was a time when you liked being a party favor.” 
 
    He was throbbing, but she was just laying there, not moving, leaning on an elbow and looking into his eyes. 
 
    “And I still do, but not that kind of party.” 
 
    She twerked slightly, causing him to gasp. 
 
    “Honey, I’m in charge, and you’re going to do what I say.” 
 
    He held himself back from humping his hips up into her. 
 
    “So that’s what this is. You think you can tease me into agreeing.” 
 
    “Maybe, maybe not. Maybe I just love you.” 
 
    She corkscrewed her butt and it felt like she was strangling his cock in the most delightful way. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    “But I thought you didn’t want to fuck?” she pressed her lips to his, tasted his mouth, squirmed on him. 
 
    “No…no…I want to fuck.” His voice sounded delightfully desperate. 
 
    “Then you’ll volunteer to help us out?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She lifted herself and his cock flopped out. 
 
    “Oh…” he whined. 
 
    She rolled over and her back was to him. “Good night.” 
 
    Harold was mind fucked now. He wanted to in the worst way. Nothing made him as horny as being teased and denied. 
 
    They lay in the darkness for a minute. 
 
    Harold’s dong was pushing up against the blankets. He willed himself to go down, to relax, to sleep. 
 
    Just when he was about to slip into dreams the bed bounced and Jen climbed back on top of him. “Honey?” 
 
    “Oh, no!” he groaned. “You’re not going to do this to me!” 
 
    “Do what? I just wanted to ask you a question.”
 Her hand was working and he was once more hard as a rock. 
 
    “Oh, God! What question?” 
 
    “What would it take for me to convince you?” 
 
    “Argh! Nothing! You can’t convince me!” 
 
    “Is it that you’re afraid you won’t be a man if people see you helpless?” 
 
    “I’m not afraid because I’m not going to do it!” 
 
    “Oh, that’s too bad,” she climbed on him, sunk down on his shaft, began kissing him again. 
 
    He couldn’t resist. He was totally caught. 
 
    Then she rolled off him. “Well, good night.” 
 
    “Hunh? Wait! You can’t…” 
 
    “If you won’t then I can’t,” she responded. 
 
    She turned her back to him and closed her eyes. And smiled. 
 
    Harold pulled covers over and moaned in frustration. 
 
    They lay like that for a moment, back to back, and just when Harold had gotten relaxed and was about to enter dreamland…  
 
    “Harold?” She flipped over and reached around him and grabbed his weenie. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    And so it went. For an hour, two hours, Jen kept teasing him. Finally, Harold threatened to sleep in the other room. 
 
    That was something Jen didn’t want. She didn’t want an argument, she just wanted him to come around to her way of thinking. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Jen was up early. Funny how all the sex without sex made people horny. And while there was a nervous kind of energy that went along with it, there was also a delicious frustration. 
 
    She climbed out of bed, pulled on a sexy panty and bra outfit, one with straps over the tops of her boobs, holes for her nipples, and no crotch for the panties. 
 
    She headed for the kitchen and prepared Harold a big breakfast. She cooked eggs, bacon, toast with butter and jelly, and a glass of orange juice. 
 
    Harold was awake because, dammit, he had been awake almost all night. And even when Jen stopped playing with him he was erect and had trouble sleeping. 
 
    He rolled out of bed and looked down at his dong. It was hard and dripping, and he was going to have to go to work with a big, old bulge in his pants. 
 
    He was irritated, but…it felt so damned good. 
 
    That was the thing about long tease and deny sessions, you got hornier and hornier, and finally you didn’t even want to fuck. You just wanted to be horny. 
 
    “Hey, honey, have a seat.” 
 
    Harold sat down at the breakfast table. He was tired, but very awake, and the food smelled delicious. 
 
    He forked egg into his mouth, and jerked. 
 
    Jen was sitting across from him, and she had a nylon clad foot rubbing up his leg. 
 
    “Hey!” he said weakly. 
 
    “What? You don’t like sex anymore?” 
 
    “No.” Gulp. “I like it fine. I just…” 
 
    “You just don’t like me.” 
 
    “Oh, come on!” 
 
    “Well, you won’t do this one little thing for me.” 
 
    He shook his head.  
 
    Suddenly she got up, then knelt and moved under the table. 
 
    He sighed as she undid his robe and took his cock in her hand. 
 
    “Honey,” she whispered from under the table, “You should learn that women are in control.” 
 
    Then she showed him. She placed her mouth on him and began moving her head back and forth. 
 
    He groaned. He couldn’t help it. 
 
    “Go ahead and eat your breakfast. I’ll be eating my own breakfast.” 
 
    Slowly, Harold at his eggs and bacon. It was difficult. It was hard to focus on something as easy as eating when he was being excited by her mouth. 
 
    He managed to eat his bacon and eggs, and then he suddenly felt like he was going to shoot his load. 
 
    “No, no,” Jen whispered. She grabbed his cock at the base and squeezed. 
 
    “Oh! God! Please!” 
 
    She held on until the danger passed. Then she giggled and sucked on him again. 
 
    Harold drank his OJ slowly. He tried not to choke when she gobbled  his head and spanked his balls. 
 
    By the time he was done with his breakfast he was almost sobbing. 
 
     
 
    It was only five days to the Women’s Club Charity event. It was to prove to be the most excruciating five days in Harold’s life. 
 
    First, he arrived at the office on Monday morning, and his secretary immediately came in and closed the door. “Harold, I wanted to say how nice it was of you to volunteer to be in the stocks at the event.” 
 
    “You must be mistaken. I have—“ 
 
    “Your wife called me and shared the good news. And she gave me permission to show you something.” 
 
    Harold’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    His secretaries name was Marcy, and she was a good looking woman with  fantastic breasts. Harold, and every other male in the company, smiled when they saw her, and tried not to stare at her marvelous mammaries. 
 
    Now she stood inside his office, wearing a blue dress with a cross over top. She pulled her dress apart and revealed her enormous cleavage. 
 
    Harold’s jaw dropped. He gulped. He started to sweat. “You…can’t…” he squeaked. 
 
    “Oh, I can,” she assured him. She pulled the lip of her bra down and exposed one plump, big, beautiful breast. The nipple was rigid. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “And when you are in the pillory I’m going to cop a feel off you. You know what I’m going to be feeling, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I…uh…” 
 
    “This is your big chance, Harold. I’m not only going to grope you while you’re helpless, I’m going to put this tit that you’re looking at right now…I’m going to put it in your mouth. Some time during the event. So…” 
 
    The door opened and Marcy stuffed the boob back, brought the front of the dress together, and segued into, “I’ll have that report ready within the hour, sir.” 
 
    Kelsey Johnson, one of the big bosses in charge of sales, and the event was considered as part of the sales’ department, smiled at Marcy as the other woman left the Harold’s office. 
 
    “Hi, Kelsey,” managed Harold. 
 
    “Hi, Harold. We’ve got a problem.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “About the event the Women’s Club is putting on. We’re heavily involved in that, and I just overheard some of the secretaries. I was in the copy room and they were whispering by the drinking fountain. Apparently they plan to do something to whoever is in the pillory at the event.” 
 
    Harold’s mouth opened slightly.  
 
    “I’m not going to be there, as you know, but I need you to take it upon yourself to make sure that nothing untoward happens at the event.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…” 
 
    “Last year George Hansen was the man in the stocks. And he was…how shall I say it…inappropriately touched.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll make sure that doesn’t happen.” 
 
    Kelsey showed her teeth pleasantly. “I knew I could count on you.” She turned and left Harold’s office. 
 
    Harold blinked a few times, shook his head, then picked up the phone. “George, could you drop by and see me this morning?” 
 
    “No prob, boss. I’ll come in right after the morning meeting.” 
 
    Harold sat at his desk and considered. 
 
    Marcy was going to flash him. And…worse. 
 
    People had molested previous persons in the pillory. 
 
    He was being charged with making sure this happened…and yet his wife was trying to convince him to be in the stocks. 
 
    Fir the first time he actually thought about spending some time with his head and hands trapped in the stocks. Not able to defend himself. Unable to resist the actions of…of…whoever. 
 
    Oddly, his penis stiffened up and his face was red. 
 
    He could squash the secretaries and their designs, but then…he wouldn’t get to see Marcy’s boobs. Or feel whatever she was planning to do to him. 
 
    He gulped and half choked. 
 
    Or…what were the secretaries planning on doing? 
 
    A half hour later George Hansen sauntered into Harold’s office. “Hey boss, how’s it hangin’?” 
 
    “Hey, George. Have a seat.” 
 
    George sat, nonchalantly nibbled a nail, and waited. 
 
    “George, it’s come to my attention that you were…uh…shall we say ‘put upon?’ by certain parties at last year’s event. 
 
    George sat up and looked around. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Look, George, I’m not going to beat around the bush. Did something happen at last year’s Women’s Club event?” 
 
    “No. No.” But his face was red. 
 
    “Okay, let me put it this way. Did anybody hurt you?” 
 
    George looked back to make sure nobody was at the door. Then he leaned forward. “It was awesome. I’ve never had anything like that happen to me. But the odd thing?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “It was a one time thing. After the way they touched me, after the things they did to me, I thought it would somehow continue. But it didn’t. Nobody has ever spoken of what happened at the event, and…” he stopped talking. He was totally embarrassed. 
 
    Harold nodded. He had intended to get the goods, but now he was fascinated. “Did you enjoy it?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    That was all he said, but there was a wealth of meaning in his two words, and all good. 
 
    “Why? Are they asking you?” 
 
    Harold ignored the question. “Would you do it again?” 
 
    “In a half a second. I even nosed around and tried to find out if I could, but those women…they don’t talk.” 
 
    Harold leaned back and his mind was in riot. He could just see himself in the stocks. A Zorro mask over his face, the light gloomy, nobody would recognize him. 
 
    He shook his head, pushed the thought out of his mind. He wasn’t going to let himself be taken advantage of, no matter how kinky it was. 
 
    He talked with George for a while, changed the subject, and George headed back to his desk. 
 
    Harold sat there, a boner under his desk, his heart pounding. 
 
    What a fantasy. 
 
    But there was no way he could— 
 
    Ring ring! 
 
    He picked up the phone. 
 
    “Come home for lunch, honey. I want to talk to you.” 
 
    But she emphasized the word ‘talk’ until it was a true four letter word. 
 
    George smiled, and got to work. 
 
      
 
    Lunchtime, and he headed out the door. “Be back at one,” he mentioned to Marcy. 
 
    Marcy smiled and nodded. And in her eyes was the knowledge that she had just shown him a most spectacular boob. 
 
    Harold arrived home, walked in the door and stopped. 
 
    Jen was standing in the kitchen, a wry twist on her lips. Three women were standing in the dining room. Naked. 
 
    Harold’s mouth was open, he didn’t know what to do. The women wore paper bags over their heads, but he knew they were grinning under the paper. 
 
    Three women. Six large boobs. Three vaginas, lightly haired, glistening in the light. 
 
    “Hi, Harold. Your lunch is right through here.” 
 
    Jen took his arm and led him between the women, who stepped aside. 
 
    He couldn’t take his eyes off the jiggle of their breasts. He could decide which of the sets of boobs were more beautiful. 
 
    Marcy seated him at the head of the table. the three women took seats on the sides and at the end of the table. They said nothing, and their backs were straight and their tits pert and pointed. 
 
    “First course, good, old bourbon and Coke. Here you go, Harold.” 
 
    Harold took the glass and took two quick gulps. He was having trouble breathing. 
 
    “Who…who…” 
 
    “These are members of the Women’s Club. They’ll be helping with the event on Saturday.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “They wanted to see you, in the flesh, as it were, before next Saturday. Lady Number One, did you have any questions for Harold?” 
 
    The first lady, who was sitting on Harold’s right, spoke. Her voice was muffled under the bag and Harold knew he would never recognize that voice. “Do you have a large penis?” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    Jen cut in smoothly. “His penis is quite large. Very healthy. Spews an enormous amount of seed.” 
 
    The first lady nodded her head. 
 
    “Lady Number Two, do you have any questions?” 
 
    “Yes.” Her voice was muffled, too. “Tell me Harold, is any part of your body off limits? I mean, we’re going to want to touch every thing.” 
 
    Once again Jen spoke up. “Harold is quite the free thinker. We’ve done just about everything, and he seems to enjoy everything.” 
 
    “What about his asshole?” 
 
    “We have not explored that fully, but we have played with it a bit. He seems to enjoy ass play quite a bit.” 
 
    Harold wished he could speak up, but his throat, in spite of his small gulps of bourbon and Coke, was quite dry. 
 
    “Lady Number Three, is there anything you would like to ask.” 
 
    “I’d just like to thank you, Harold. It is often difficult to get men to volunteer for the pillory, and that you would be so brave…I think you’re wonderful.” 
 
    Harold’s chest swelled. His penis was already quite swelled. 
 
    “Very good, ladies. I thank you, and Harold thanks you.” 
 
    The three women stood up, their breasts jiggling, their asses round and delectable. They filed out of the room. The last woman stopped and hugged Harold. He felt here large breasts press against him. 
 
    Then they were gone. Into the garage where, he assumed they would get dressed and disappear down the driveway. 
 
    Or maybe not. 
 
    His imagination now fevered, he could see them waiting till he left, then coming back into the house and having a lesbian orgy. 
 
    Jen placed a hamburger on the table in front of Harold. 
 
    Harold looked at the burger. It was juicy and delicious and just the way he liked it. He whispered, “You’ve got to be shitting me.” 
 
    “Still don’t want to volunteer?” Jen asked. 
 
    He opened his mouth, and was caught. “I…but…” 
 
    “By the way. I’ll be working at the front desk. I’ll check on you, but those three ladies are going to be the ones in charge of your section.” 
 
    Harold finished his bourbon, placed his glass on the table and leaned forward. “You’re doing this.” 
 
    “Of course I am. With the help of a few ladies. And, I should add, that many of the women in the women’s club are, how shall I say it…sexually starved.” 
 
    “You’re going to let me fuck somebody else?” 
 
    Jen frowned. “Let somebody else…no! Harold, our marriage vows are sacred, but…this isn’t about fucking. This is about you helping orphans and widows…and if certain people wish to touch you…well, that’s up to you.” 
 
    Up to him. Right. He could say yes and he would get…touched. 
 
    Or he could say no and…where was the fun in that? 
 
    Still there was a bit of back off in him. Part of him did not want to put himself at the mercy of strangers. It was a profound bit of outright fear in his personality. But it was matched against the fantasy which was part of every man. 
 
    “Well, Harold? Can we count on you?” 
 
    Harold shook his head, not in a negative way, but a confused way, and muttered, “I’ve got to think about this.” 
 
    Which statement made Jen chuckle. “Yes, Harold, you go ahead and think about it. 
 
    Then she reached into his lap and placed her hand around his throbbing member. “Looks like somebody else has been doing some thinking, too.” 
 
    Harold whimpered. He was an alpha! He was a straight up guy who couldn’t be pushed around. But now…now… 
 
    “Drink your lunch, Harold. And eat some of that burger, too.” 
 
    But Harold was having a hard time focusing. He was not only conflicted, he was confused. And it didn’t help that he was horny. 
 
      
 
    Harold went back to work where Marcy winked at him and touched her breast and gave a mock shiver when nobody was watching them. At one point she brought in some papers for him to sign, and she reached over his shoulder, plopping her big breasts right on his shoulder, as she placed the papers on his desk. 
 
    At an afternoon meeting J. Hargrave Whitfield congratulated Harold for taking a hand in making this years Women’s Club event the best ever. 
 
    The look In J. Hargraves eyes…did he know what was going on?” 
 
    And, the deeper question, had he ever been in the stocks?” 
 
    Marcy walked him back to his office from the meeting. She was holding contracts in front him of him, which made her breasts brush his arm as they walked and she pointed at things on the contract that made no sense. 
 
    And, late in the afternoon, Sharon from purchasing stopped by to talk to him. She explained something about a problem that really wasn’t a problem, then, when she left, she held one tit and gave a shiver, then stood up and walked out giggling. 
 
    When Harold got home he was flustered, to say the least. His boner had been up all day and he had had to walk a little pooched over. He walked into the the foyer and Jen was waiting. 
 
    “Well, honey,” she said, putting a pillow on the hard tile of the foyer and placing her knees on it, “How was work.” 
 
    Harold stood, dumb struck, his mind a kaleidoscope of sexy images. 
 
    Women had touched him all day, had winked at him, had thanked him. 
 
    He had seen more pulchritude today than a senior sees on spring break, and he was horny! 
 
    Jen watched him as she worked her lips up and down his shaft. 
 
    Can a woman grin while she is giving a blow job? 
 
    Yup. 
 
    Yet she didn’t let him squirt. This was ‘make him horny’ week, not ‘let him squirt’ week. 
 
    His knees were shaking and he had to hold to the doorframe, and Jen let him got and stood up. “I’ve got a drink ready for you in the kitchen. And I’ve prepared a big, old piece of rib eye for you.” 
 
    Harold drank and ate, and Jen waited on him hand and foot. For the first time in his life he truly felt like a king. 
 
    But it was a king so sexually excited he couldn’t stand it. When dinner was over he finally gulped and said. “Okay.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” 
 
    Jen kissed him thoroughly, then went to the phone to relay the good news. 
 
    Harold wondered what he had done. 
 
    One thing he knew, however, was that women ruled the earth. What they had just done to him, brought him to his knees in just a couple of days, and they had done it easily and with humor. 
 
    He was firmly convinced that nobody on earth could resist that kind of warfare. 
 
    And, if he had thought maybe he could get some relief, maybe even cum, he was wrong. If anything, the women he came in contact with accelerated the attack. 
 
    Every day he saw his secretary’s boobs, and she pretended to spill a bit of coffee in his lap and vigorously cleaned his lap with napkins. 
 
    Every night Jen fed him, served him, and treated him like the king of the castle. 
 
    By Wednesday he felt like a gibbering idiot, he was so horny and distracted. 
 
    By Friday he was walking around with his mouth open and drooling. 
 
    Women in the company talked to him, and laughed at his vacuous behavior. 
 
    Even the boss, calling down for an important contract, chuckled when he seemed bewildered. He patted Harold on the back and said, “It only gets better. If you can handle it.” 
 
    Kelsey patted his ass, then pushed him into a closet and made out with him ferociously. 
 
    He came home Friday night, dull and dazed and wondering what was happening. 
 
    Jen, of course, loved it. She gave him a couple of drinks, fed him, then took him to bed at eight in the evening. Three hours early. 
 
    But he didn’t sleep for three hours. 
 
    For three hours he lay there and felt her work his body over. At one point he was almost sobbing, he was so horny. 
 
    “There, there, honey. Tomorrow you get your fun.” 
 
    He looked at her, gulping, nervous, trying to figure everything out. 
 
    “Now, let’s see. Did you want a hand job?” 
 
    His eyelids started fluttering. Handjob? 
 
    “Surely you don’t want to besmirch my red lips with your dirty seed.” 
 
    He gave a sob at the thought. Yes. He want to do some besmirching. 
 
    “The vagina is off limits, you know. I may never let you fuck me again.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “This is all a prelude to enslaving you, honey,” she laughed. “We’re just getting you ready for the rest of your life.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I know! You want to screw my fanny! Do the choo choo up the poo poo!” 
 
    Harold stared at her. His eyes were a bit red and he was having trouble swallowing. And breathing. All he could hear was the pounding of his over burdened heart. 
 
    “Harold! You dog! I never knew you were a back door man!” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “But all you have to do it ask. Harold, would you like to take it up the back door?” 
 
    And Harold, not knowing what he was saying, nodded, and held on to his wife. 
 
    Jen just held on to him, let him whimper, and soothed him. 
 
    “There, there, honey. It’s almost tomorrow.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Saturday morning arrived and Harold woke up wired. Nervous energy was pumping his heart and he was having trouble thinking. 
 
    What a week! Over sexed and under fucked.  
 
    He struggled out of bed and Jen helped him get dressed. She handed him a pair of panties. 
 
    He sensed something, as he felt the smooth material slide up his legs. “What the heck is this?” 
 
    “Sexy panties for a sexy man.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing those. 
 
    Jen grabbed his dong quickly and stroked his shaft. “Now, honey. You’re about to get played with all day by horny women. Wouldn’t you like to dress your best for them?” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “All women like it when men wear panties. Now just relax and follow my instructions. You’ll be very, very glad. 
 
    He had misgivings, but the panties were already on, and the way Jen pushed his cock into the pouchless things felt so-o-o good. 
 
    “That’s a boy,” she gripped his packaged and shook it. “You’re going to have so much fun. 
 
    Other than that surprise, Harold wore regular clothes. Shorts, a tee shirt, socks and shoes, and he was ready to go. 
 
    It was still early, dark out, and they ate breakfast in the kitchen. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re all right with this?” asked Harold. 
 
    “Oh, absolutely.” 
 
    “I mean, I know I’m not supposed to fuck anybody, but…what if I have an accident. I’m awfully built up right now. It might not take much to get me to shoot.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, accidents happen, so don’t worry your pretty, little head about it.” 
 
    Harold nodded and finished off his waffles. 
 
    “How do those panties feel?” 
 
    “Sort of kinky,” he avoided telling her how much of a turn on they were, and they might be the reason he might have an accident. As he walked out of the house he groaned from the sensations happening down below. 
 
      
 
    The charity event was being held at an old, convention center on the edge of town. Jen pulled into the parking lot, drove around to the rear of the building, and parked the car. 
 
    “Lot of people here,” mumbled Harold. 
 
    “Yes, this is going to be the biggest event we’ve ever put on.” 
 
    Seeing all the people running around with hammers and saws, pushing furniture, carrying clipboards without looking up, Harold agreed. 
 
    “You know, we actually have a section of the event that’s for women only?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Isn’t that sort of sexist?” 
 
    “Well, maybe, but since it’s being put on by the Women’s Club…” she lifted her shoulders slightly. 
 
    Jen walked Harold into the back entrance and led him down a long hallway. As they reached the end of the hallway a good looking woman with a clipboard greeted them. 
 
    “Hi, Jen. And this must be the brave and courageous Harold.” 
 
    “Guilty,” Harold raised a hand and his lips curved in a very slight smile. 
 
    “All right. You don’t mind being a woman…I mean, being in the women only section of the event, do you?” 
 
    Harold blinked a little. Women only. This sounded like they were adding things to the event. But…what could it hurt? 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    “Excellent. Take him over to room 21. The girls are waiting there. 
 
    Jen thanked the woman and they sauntered off towards room 21. 
 
    “Was that one of them?” asked Harold. 
 
    “One of who?” 
 
    “One of the ones who was…you know…wore no clothes last week?” 
 
    Jen chuckled. “Oh, Harold, I’m not going to tell you that.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because it is so much more delicious for you to wonder whether you’ve seen a woman naked…for every woman you see.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” But he was a little disappointed. He really wanted to know. 
 
    They entered room 221 and two women were waiting for them. Harold was sure that these two women had been naked in his house. He kept a bland expression though. 
 
    “You must be Harold!” They air kissed and half hugged him, and from the feel of their breasts he was even more sure. 
 
    “Jen, can we put you on coffee patrol?” 
 
    “My middle name is Stepnfetchit,” and Jen headed out the door. “Be good Harold, unless you don’t want to.” 
 
    The girls laughed and led Harold over to the pillory he was to be locked into. 
 
    It was a work of art. It stood four feet tall, two planks with holes for his neck and wrists. The wood was highly polished and the hardware was modern and shiny and imposing. The padlock, hanging unclosed from a thick loop was a round Masterlock. 
 
    Behind the pillory was a box, and inside the box was a padded bench.  
 
    “Wow! This is the Cadillac of stocks.” 
 
    “We spared no expense. Feel how soft the padding on the bench is. If you’re going to have to spend a day in here we want you to be comfortable.” 
 
    “Well, great.” 
 
    The whole thing was mounted on wheels. 
 
    “It’s mobile?” 
 
    “Of course. We’ll fix you up here, then wheel you down the hall to a small room.” 
 
    “And then people file by and laugh at the goof in the stocks.” 
 
    The girls smiled. “That won’t be so bad.” 
 
    “Sez you. But you’re not the one who’s going to be locked up.” 
 
    “Come now, Harold. Has the last week been that bad?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” he stared at the woman, imagined her naked, and was sure she was one of the ones who had come to his house. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get busy. Harold, it might be more comfortable if you take off your clothes. It’s going to get hot in that box.” 
 
    Harold turned a little red. He was wearing his wife’s panties. “Well, uh…” 
 
    “What’s the problem.” 
 
    Harold spoke in a very subdued voice. “Well, uh, my wife had me wear a pair of her panties today.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie! Show us!” 
 
    So Harold took his tee shirt off. He was a slender man, not much muscles, but the girls praised his physique. “You’ve got a perfect body,” cooed one of them, kissing his cheek, and then she patted his crotch. “Perfect in every way.” 
 
    Harold couldn’t help the grin bursting out. 
 
    He took off his shoes and socks. 
 
    “Off with the shorts. Show us those panties.” 
 
    “I’m uh, a little excited right now.” 
 
    “Oh, come now, Harold. We’ve seen a penis before. At least I’ve seen one. How about you, Josie, have you seen a penis?” 
 
    “I saw one once when I was at a circus. But it was on an animal. Does that count?” 
 
    They were all grinning now, and Jen entered the room with a container holding four coffees. 
 
    “Hey, Jen, Harold was just telling us about his penis. Does he really have one?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. It’s his favorite toy. He plays with it all the time.” 
 
    Harold was red-faced for real now, but they were all laughing. Then Jen handed him a coffee. “I added a little extra to this one.” She winked at Harold. 
 
    Harold sipped, and his eyes lit up. “Irish coffee.” 
 
    “Oh, you lucky dog. Drink up, so we can mount you.” 
 
    “Mount me?” he tilted his head slightly. What an odd choice of words. 
 
    The girls all laughed. “We’re going to mount your husband, Jen. What do you think of that?” 
 
    “I mount him all the time, so why not?” 
 
    Harold sipped the coffee, and the girls all complimented him, and Jen even showed him a bottle of bourbon—Bulleitt ten year old Kentucky bourbon—that she had in her purse. 
 
    “Keep ‘em coming, babe,” he said. 
 
    And, finally, he crawled into the box on the back of the stocks and laid on the bench. 
 
    It was comfortable, except for a rough spot, some edges that must have missed the sandpaper, situation right under his dick. 
 
    He placed his hands and neck between the planks, and the women lowered the top plank carefully. He heard the sound of the big lock closing, and he was caught. The wood didn’t chaff his flesh, and he couldn’t raise his head or arms.  
 
    “All right, girls, time for the main course.” 
 
    Harold thought about their choice of words. ‘Main course.’ Hunh! 
 
    “Okay,” One of the girls was at the back of the box and he could feel her reaching around his legs, then she half crawled over him, and he could really feel her breasts touching the backs of his legs. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    The girl’s voice was a bit smothered as she called out from the box. “You okay, Harold?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…what are you doing?” 
 
    The girl ignored him and said, “Okay, girls, let’s see what’s under the hood.” 
 
    Once again Harold was puzzled by their choice of words. But his puzzlement ended when the two girls and his wife lifted the box he had crawled into off his body. 
 
    This didn’t alarm Harold, as they could just put it back on. But why didn’t they take it off before he got on? 
 
    “Okay, Harold, “I’m going to work on your body now, so just rest easy. Jen, give him some more of that Irish Coffee.” 
 
    Harold heard a ‘shhh’ sound, and the woman sprayed something on his body. His whole body! 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Drink your coffee, Harold,” Jen said. 
 
    “But what are they doing?” 
 
    “Take a sip and I’ll tell you.” 
 
    He sipped. A rather large sip, he was starting to feel pretty weird now. 
 
    “We have to remove your hair if you’re going to be an exhibit in the ladies’ section of the event. Shiela is putting Nair on your body. It foams up and then she wipes it off. She’ll even put a little lotion on your skin to make you feel good.” 
 
    “Oh, but—hey!” 
 
    The girl at the back, Shiela, pulled his underpants, his panties, and they ripped. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “You can’t be all hairy now, can you?” 
 
    “Yeah, but I didn’t know—“ 
 
    Jen pushed his cup to his lips and he was forced to take a glug. 
 
    “Now, be reasonable, Harold,” she cautioned. “The Woman’s Club spent a lot of money, and this is going to be the best charity event ever. Furthermore, you’re going to be the main attraction in the ‘Women Only’ part of the event. You don’t think we women want to see a bunch of hair and stuff, right?” 
 
    “But not my crotch! Not my dick and balls!” 
 
    “Are you going to depilate his groin area, Shiela?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Oh, well, shame on you.” The girls all laughed. 
 
    Shiela started wiping his legs off, and the other girl, Josie, brought a stool and sat down in front of him. 
 
    “You’re going to like this, Harold.” She set up a tray and took out a pair of sponges and began washing his face. 
 
    “What the heck?” He spluttered and tried to avoid her hands, but he was locked in place. 
 
    “We’re just putting a little make up on you.” 
 
    “Make up? Like girl make up?” 
 
    “Is there any other kind?” again, chuckles all around. 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “You’re going into a women’s only section. You have to look like a woman. It will make all the other women feel better.” 
 
    Inside, Harold was more than feeling alarm. He was panicking. He kept jerking his body, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    Suddenly Shiela pulled the bench out from under him. “Got to depilate your belly.” 
 
    Harold managed to place his feet on the ground, then he felt the cool spray being spritzed all over his front. Including his groin! 
 
    He wiggled, was able to avoid a little bit, and received a sharp slap on the ass for his troubles. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Be good, Harold. I’ve got a ping pong paddle, and I’m not afraid to use it.” 
 
    When Harold kept trying to wiggle she slapped him. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “I told you.” 
 
    “Jen?” he looked up at his wife, but she just pursed her lips and had little smile crinkles at the corners of her eyes. 
 
    “Be a good boy, Harold.” 
 
    Shiela wiped his body off, and spent a long time wiping his crotch area. Her hands, with the rough wash cloth, brought him to the edge. 
 
    “He’s about to shoot,” yelled Jen. 
 
    The hands working on his crotch area backed off, then something cold was slapped against his dick and balls. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Sorry, Harold, but no accidents, please.” 
 
    Harold shivered from the bag of ice pressed against him, but his hard on waned. 
 
    “That’s a good boy, Harold.” 
 
    A few ‘almost accidents’ and he was hairless in the groin, and on his whole body. 
 
    Up front Josie had put primer on his face. 
 
    Jen kept shoving a cup of Irish Coffee into his face, and he could barely speak. 
 
    Finally, he managed, in between gulps, “Jen, what is this?” 
 
    “It’s an event, honey, aren’t you just lovin’ it?” 
 
    “But I didn’t sign up for all of this. OH!” 
 
    “Sorry, just checking your asshole,” came from Shiela. 
 
    Shiela slid the bench back into place and Harold was able to lie down again. But now that rough spot with the edges that had been under his dick was no longer. Now his package hung down through a hole in the bench. Well, his balls hung. His penis was stiff as a board. 
 
    She stroked it a few times, then moved away. 
 
    Up front Josie was putting on foundation and blush. 
 
    In spite of himself, Harold liked the soft, sensual feelings. But he was now feeling downright scared. 
 
    “I’m going to do your nails now. Rest your feet…that’s right.” 
 
    Harold’s calves were propped up on something and he felt Shiela trimming his toenails. 
 
    More Irish Coffee, and now Harold was feeling a bit loopy. 
 
    “I’m getting drunk,” he muttered. 
 
    Jen smiled and tousled his hair. 
 
    “Easy now, I’m going to work on his eyes.” 
 
    Harold stared at Josie as she brushed color onto his lids and put mascara on him. 
 
    “I’m going to start working on his fingernails,” Jen remarked, and she moved away. The coffee cup was placed on the floor, and the girls would keep giving him drinks as they worked on him. 
 
    Shiela was done prepping, and she began painting his toenails. Nice, even strokes from cuticle to tip, and his toes began to look quite lovely. 
 
    Jen sat back down on her stool and opened up a nail kit. She quickly prepped his fingers, then she selected long stilettos and fitted them to his fingers. 
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?” He would have sobbed, but he was too drunk now. 
 
    “Why, honey! We’re not doing this to you, we’re doing this for you. 
 
    She was pressing nails on his fingertips. 
 
    “By the way, I’m using extra strong glue, so they should stay on for a while.” 
 
    “But…but it’s only for the weekend!” 
 
    “Maybe,” she whispered. 
 
    Harold lay there, prisoner, and he could see, out of the corner of his eyes, his fingernails growing long and bright red. 
 
    Then Josie put eyelashes on him and it was like there was a curtain at the top of his world. 
 
    “Okay, tootsies done,” chirped Shiela. “Want me to do his hair?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Shiela came around to the front. She pulled a cart up and selected long strands and began weaving them into his own hair. It was a good match, and shortly his face was framed in long, dark locks. 
 
    Josie finished with his eyes and began painting his lips. “I’m using stain, Harold. It will last longer, and it won’t smear when you…uh…you know.” 
 
    “No! I don’t know! What?” 
 
    But nobody said anything. 
 
    Finally, they were done. 
 
    Jen took a picture of his face with her cell and showed it to him. 
 
    He looked female. In fact, he didn’t look male. At all. 
 
    “You were right, Jen,” murmured Shiela. “His facial structure, his lips…they’re all perfect. He could have been born a woman.” 
 
    “He is a soft man. Josie. Did you use plumper on his lips?” 
 
    “Of course. Aren’t they adorable?” 
 
    “More than adorable. Harold, we should have done this a long time ago. I think you missed your calling. 
 
    “My calling?” He was drunk, but they were giving him less bourbon now. Just trying to keep him going, not getting him him so drunk he puked. 
 
    “Yes, you should have been a woman.” 
 
    “What if I don’t want to be a woman?” 
 
    The girls all laughed. Josie moved closer to him, “Oh, Harold, didn’t you know? Every man wants to be a woman.” 
 
    Harold gawped at her, and looked quite innocent with his face all made up. 
 
    “Okay, girls. Let’s move him to the exhibit. 
 
    With that the three women pushed his pillory through the door and down the hall. It was not lost on Harold that they left the back cover off. 
 
    “Hey! Didn’t you forget the box thing?” 
 
    “We don’t need that.” 
 
    They pushed him down the hall. The wheels turned smoothly, and they wheeled him through a double door and into a large room. 
 
    It wasn’t the main room, which was the size of half a football field. It was about half that size, and it was packed with women. 
 
    The women were all beautiful, and the dress code was obviously ‘clothes not necessary.’ Many of the women were completely naked, and a surprising number of them had no top. He certainly was in the ‘Women’s Only’ section. 
 
    As Harold was rolled through the massed pack of women the cheers rose up. Hands touched him, felt his ass, and his cock, and one women even poked a finger into his heinie. Not deep, but enough to make him squeak. 
 
    His squeak caused much hilarity among the women. 
 
    “Look at that ass!” 
 
    “She’s a beaut!” 
 
    “I’m bidding on that one!” 
 
    He was rolled up to the front of the room and up a short ramp to a platform. On the platform two other men, made up as women and in the same type of pillory as Harold, were already there. 
 
    Harold was pushed up between the two stocks, and he looked out at the gathering crowd. 
 
    Women. Beautiful women. Well stacked women. And they all had eager, hungry eyes. 
 
    And they all had check books. 
 
    “All right, ladies,” Jen stepped up next to Harold and raised her hands. “Feel free to examine the latest stock. It’s okay to touch and feel, but no cummie!” She wagged a finger and all the women roared with laughter. 
 
    The women moved forward, and for a moment Harold was in a small riot of groping hands. They touched every square inch of him. They petted his back, cupped his ass, stroked his weenie, and moved around him and the other two women. 
 
    Discussions broke out.  
 
    ‘His dick is bigger.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a very tight ass.’ 
 
    One woman bent down and reached under the pillory. She teased his nipples, then touched his lips with hers. 
 
    In spite of the panic in his soul, Harold felt an excitement course through him. 
 
    He wondered where his wife was, and knew it didn’t matter. 
 
    She had arranged this! 
 
    Another woman kissed him. 
 
    Somebody put a thumb in his fanny and he jerked, which caused much merriment. 
 
    After fifteen minutes the crowd lessened. Women moved back, had small discussion groups, and the three men even had time to discuss. 
 
    “George? Is that you?” 
 
    “Hey, boss, you made it this year!” 
 
    “I had to threaten, those women can be real tyrants, but…yes?” 
 
    “Hey, third guy, who are you?” 
 
    Harold was in shock. George had been so adamant, but now he was here! And it sounded like the big boss of the company was on the other side of him. J. Hargraves himself! 
 
    “Harold.” 
 
    “Harold! Dog! EE!” Somebody grabbed George’s testicles and gave them a light twist.  
 
    “Having a good time, Harold?” 
 
    “I’m…I’m in shock!” 
 
    “Could we have a sip of the good stuff?” asked the boss. 
 
    A woman quickly walked down the row of stocks and held a cup with a straw in it. George sucked, and found it to be his favorite, bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    “So, you think you’ll win, George?” 
 
    “I’ve promised to suck them all off, I don’t know what else I can promise.” 
 
    “We’re tied on that one. But me being the big boss has to count for something.” 
 
    “Win what?” asked George. 
 
    The other two men laughed. “You really don’t know?” 
 
    “A babe in the woods.” 
 
    “This is a charity raffle. We’ll all get raffled off. The winner gets…something. We never know what. But…” 
 
    As the two men discussed their situation Harold thought back to the previous year. 
 
    The boss had taken a vacation. George had been out sick, claiming covid. So they had spent a couple of weeks recovering form the…the raffle. 
 
    And they probably had to let the lip stain fade, and…he started adding up his vacation days. 
 
      
 
    The day passed rather uneventfully. At least, compared to what was to come. 
 
    At five o’clock the doors were locked, no more women were allowed into the big hall. And the big room suddenly seemed rather small. There had to be hundreds of women crowded together. Half of them were fully naked now, and Harold stared so hard he was afraid his eyeballs were going to fall out and roll on the floor. The other half were naked from the waist up. 
 
    “Okay, girls, it’s time for the bids.” 
 
    There was no auction style bidding, however. Sealed envelopes were handed up to the stage and Jen started opening them. 
 
    The bids were high Usually over five hundred dollars, and every once in a while in the thousands. 
 
    To the side was a board, and the bids were kept track of. Harold couldn’t see anything, but a woman shouted out as the bids were posted. 
 
    “Number one, $550. Fourteen thousand. 
 
    “Number two,” which was Harold, “$750. Eighteen thousand. 
 
    “Number three, $450. Thirteen thousand.” 
 
    On and on it went, envelope after envelope was opened, and Harold was surprised to find that he was in the lead. He listened, caught snippets of speech, and discovered that it was because he was the most feminine of the three on the stage. 
 
    Halfway through the bidding he was drawing away. He was over fifty thousand, George was at forty thousand, and the boss was just below George at thirty-eight thousand. 
 
    Finally, a complete blow out, Harold topped a hundred thousand, and George wasn’t even at seventy-five thousand. 
 
    “And the winner is Number Two! Stand by and I’ll call out the numbers of the winning bids.” 
 
    Harold, in an oddity, was delighted that he had won. But he didn’t really know what he had won. 
 
    “For number one the winning bids are 63, 178 and 24. Ladies, come take your prize! 
 
    “For number three, the winning bids are 79, 131 and 14. Ladies, come take your prize! 
 
    “For number two, the winning bids are 123, 418 and 34. Ladies, come take your prize. 
 
    George was rolled off the platform and across the room. As he was trundled through the crowd women laughed and touched him and took a last fondle of his manhood. 
 
    Harold was close to coming now, but he held on. 
 
    Down the hall and into the room he had started from that morning. Over eight hours of being teased. He was half drunk, dazed, and hornier than a tuba player in a whorehouse. 
 
    “All right. Let’s see what we’ve got.’ 
 
    The women gathered behind him and Harold was startled to find out that the bench he was laying on had split legs! His legs were pulled apart, and he was totally exposed back there. 
 
    One of the women pulled up a custom made, rolling chair to his face and sat in it. She hooked her legs over the planks of the pillory and pulled herself forward. 
 
    Harold stared at the very fine, pink pussy as it moved the final few inches towards him. 
 
    “Do a good job, honey. I want this to last.” 
 
    Her vagina met his mouth. Her large labia surrounded his lips, and he found himself kissing her clitoris, tonguing her hole. The smell was sweet, but overpowering.  
 
    Behind him, he felt his cock being stroked, and he was quickly ready to squirt, but the hands suddenly gripped him and stopped him. 
 
    “UNH!” grunted Harold, trying to cum. 
 
    The ladies just laughed. 
 
    The third woman began playing with his rectum. She rimmed it, poked a finger into it, and Harold kept jerking and squeaking, which made the woman he was eating moan with pleasure. 
 
    “Do that to him again!” she yelped. 
 
    And the women traded places. Mouth to groin, groin to butt, on and on. 
 
    A dildo was introduced. To his mouth, to his anus. And he rapidly became okay with that. 
 
    Dimly, he remembered Jen asking him if he wanted it up the rear. He hadn’t understood then, but now he knew exactly what she had meant. 
 
    He wondered if any of the three original women were in the room. 
 
    But he knew he would never find out. 
 
    Harold lost track of time. In fact, the only way he had of time passing was by the cums he was causing. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…yes…yes!” 
 
    “Gah…ah…ah…” 
 
    “Fu-u-u-u…OH!” 
 
    George became a sweaty object. He jerked and twitched and writhed, and he began to realize that he wasn’t really in his body any more. He was nothing but a filthy, happy, sex organ. 
 
    And the women went on and on and on. 
 
      
 
    George lay in the stocks and gazed at nothing. He hadn’t cum. He had been used and abused. And he was happy. 
 
    In a sense, he was a different person. 
 
    He was exhausted and yet wired. His asshole was gaping and his penis was eternally stiff. 
 
    The women left, kissed his pussy smelling lips, congratulated him for being the big winner, told him how many orphans and widows he had saved, and…they left. 
 
    They room was silent. Tick, tick, tick, went the clock. 
 
    Harold didn’t even wonder what had happened. He was in a subland that was so peaceful, so wonderful. 
 
    The door opened and Jen walked into the room. 
 
    “How you doing, Harold?” 
 
    “Hello,” he managed, finding speech a great oddity in his world. 
 
    “Well, one thing left to do…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Drain you.” 
 
    “Drain me?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Jen moved behind him and inserted something into his bunghole. This is going to press against your prostate, and you’re going to leak out all your semen.” 
 
    “I sort of wanted to cum.” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll cum, but not with the big bang you’ve been hoping for.” 
 
    “But you said it was all right if I did this!” 
 
    “Of course it’s all right. But it also changes our relationship. You’ve been with other women, Harold. You’re not pure.” 
 
    He felt himself peeing. At least it felt like pee. He believed Jen when she said that he was cumming. 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “So from now on I’ll be draining you like this, maybe once a month, if you’re good boy.” 
 
    “But what about—“ 
 
    “As for me, I’ll be buying a strap on for you to use on me.” 
 
    “But, honey, you talked me into this? You can’t do this to me!” 
 
    He was feeling very loosy goosy now. He had peed out a lot of semen. 
 
    “Oh, Harold, you really don’t understand, do you?” 
 
    “Understand what?” 
 
    “We’ve outgrown the need for men. Men have become so namby pamby. Look at you, all proud and feminized. No, I think I need the never limp dildo. I need somebody to clean the house and cook for me. I need a woman. Not a weak, sissy man.” 
 
    “But…but—“ 
 
    “By the way, you’ll be dressing like this from now on. And I’ve ordered you some implants, and some hormones.” 
 
    Harold groaned as the last of his seed left his balls. On the floor under his penis was a puddle of semen. 
 
    Finally, Jen reached into a bag and took out a metal cage and a ring. 
 
    “I think you’ll find this comfortable. After a week or two.” 
 
    She giggled as she locked the chastity tube on him. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Magic panties! Body swapping! You’re in for a real treat! 
 
    However, I must warn you. 
 
    Something very disgusting happens in the end. If you want to back out now, this would be a good time. But…if you have a strong stomach and enjoy swapping bodies, male for female and female for male, then you’re going to have a good time! 
 
      
 
    And, you know, here it comes…STAY HORNY! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Yahoo!” Jack yelled as he entered the foyer. 
 
    The foyer was as big as a bedroom. A large bedroom. An ornate chandelier hung from the high ceiling, and beyond the polished wood floor was a larger room. A much larger room. 
 
    Jack walked into the next room and stared with big eyes. “My God! This is a fucking mansion?” 
 
    “You didn’t know that from the outside?” asked Becky, his wife. 
 
    They were a pair. Both slender, both liking long hair. Of course Becky had beautiful, round eyes and large breasts and an ass that wouldn’t quit. 
 
    Jack was slender, just not muscular, and he had just inherited 80 million dollars. And a house out on Long Island. With a beach. 
 
    “This is awful big for just the two of us,” murmured Becky. 
 
    “We never have to work again,” whispered Jack. 
 
    “And this all belonged to your grandmother?” 
 
    “My grandmother, who I never met, but the family stories about her were ridiculous.” He shook his hand sideways in front of his chest in emphasis. 
 
    They stood in the big room and studied the two story ceiling, the curving staircase, the expensive rugs and ancient furniture. Light came in from the side windows, and the front windows opened up on the ten acres of prime Long Island paradise. 
 
    “What kind of stories?” 
 
    “She came over from England, was caught up in a mutiny on the ship and was set adrift with ten other passengers in a lifeboat. The other nine died.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “She finally drifted into shore, starved, emaciated, lived on rainwater for thirst and figured out a way to catch fish using her shirt as a net. Ate the fish raw.” 
 
    Becky stared at her husband. 
 
    “She walked into town, into a women’s clothing store and asked for a job. She’s 12 years old, shipwrecked and looked like it, but the owner took her in, and that was just the start of the story.” 
 
    They wandered through the house to the back room. The room was, as usual, big, and it was surrounded by glass that was old and rippled. There was a couch, looked very worn, and several rocking chairs. Outside was a long lawn with five trees, every elegant, and then the water. There was a boat on dry dock, but it had a hole in it. Looked like it had been shore bound for decades. 
 
    “What happened then?” 
 
    “After she recovered, she moved into the city. Got caught up in riots, fell in love with a strike breaker, and shot the man who killed him.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She made it out of town, just ahead of the sheriff, and headed west.” 
 
    “Wait a minute, you’re making this up! You’re talking about your grandmother here!” 
 
    Jack chuckled. “You know how she made her millions?” 
 
    Becky waited. 
 
    “Magical panties.” 
 
    “Magical panties?” 
 
    “That was the name of her company, and they had a complete line of sexy underwear. It was huge back in the thirties. You don’t hear much about it now, it went out of business in the fifties, but she was cutting edge and caught the crest of bras.” 
 
    “Wait a minute, I need to know more!” 
 
    “Later. We need to start christening rooms.” He smiled a most lascivious smile. 
 
    “Oh, ho! Only if you catch me.” Becky turned and darted out of the back sunroom.  
 
    Jack was in hot pursuit, but Becky had a head start, and she was fast on her feet. 
 
    She darted through the front room and headed up the staircase. Jack almost caught her at the second floor landing, but she slipped out of his grip and sprinted down the second floor hallway. 
 
    Jack was gulping now, and he reached out to just miss her blouse, then she turned into a room and stopped. 
 
    Jack ran into her. Her eyes were shining as she inspected the bedroom. 
 
    The room was…big. It had a poster bed with a canopy. There was a dresser and pictures on the wall and a pair of corner windows that showed the woods to the left of the house and the beach behind the house. 
 
    “Wow! This is beautiful.” 
 
    Jack picked her up and ran her to the bed and threw her on it. 
 
    Becky giggled and mock fought him. “Unhand me, you…you pirate!” 
 
    “Put out, bitch,” he playfully growled, “Or I’ll put you in a lifeboat with nine sex starved bums.” 
 
    “Bums!” Her eyes opened up. “I love dirty, sweaty, unwashed men. How big did you say their cocks were?” 
 
    “This big!” He undid his zipper and unfurled his penis. It was pink with dark balls hiding behind it. Eight inches long, thick, and hard. 
 
    “That?” sniffed Becky in disdain. “I want a real cock! Not that silly imitation.” 
 
    Jack grabbed her blouse and pulled and buttons ricocheted through the room. 
 
    “Hey!” Becky grabbed her blouse and held it together. 
 
    “We can buy you a hundred new blouses. A thousand!” He nuzzled his face between her luxurious bumpers and blew, making a motorboat sound. 
 
    Becky laughed and tried to roll out from under him. 
 
    “Stop that!” 
 
    “Start that,” he whispered, then he was kissing her, following the delicate M curve of her lips, his hands groping her abundant breasts. 
 
    Becky lifted her hips and he pulled her shorts off, then cupped her mons through her panties. 
 
    “Speaking of ‘magical panties.’” 
 
    She pushed her panties down and he had free access to her womanhood. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” He inserted a finger and began finger banging her. 
 
    “Oh, God! Is that your dick?” 
 
    “Yep. That’s as big as it gets.” 
 
    “I’m going to run away to the west.” 
 
    He laughed and slid up her body, put his penis to her hole, and teased her with the head. 
 
    “Oh, you pirate!” She held on to him and he slowly lowered. He penetrated, and she gasped. No matter how many times they screwed, she could never get over the electrical excitement that emanated from her pussy and took her breath away. 
 
    Then he was in her, and he was pressing his pubes against hers, withdrawing, the long, slick dong pulling her insides out in the most delicious manner. 
 
    “God. Maybe this is big enough.” 
 
    “Big enough for government work. You still want a pirate?” 
 
    “No…no. I want you.” 
 
    She tilted her hips and pulled down. 
 
    “Heysoos! Don’t break it!” 
 
    “But I want to!” 
 
    “Bitch!” 
 
    Now he grew more forceful, slammed his hips down, rammed his tool into her roughly. 
 
    She began to cum, she was always a fast cummer, and she curled her toes and her eyes rolled white. 
 
    Jack grinned, maybe he could get two orgasms out of her. He certainly would try, and he held himself still for a moment, waited for her to finish, then he began slamming her again, and now he was holding himself back, trying to make it last long enough for her to have a second pop. 
 
      
 
    “So what happened when she went west?” 
 
    “Apparently she fell in with an Indian.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yep. Screwed hell out of an Oklahoma, oil rich Indian. Big scandal, you know. One day somebody shot her Indian. The sheriff arrested her and she was charged with the crime. She had enough oil bucks to post her bail, and the family rumor was that she made it out of the town before they could throw a rope over a branch.” 
 
    “This is sounding awfully suspicious.” 
 
    “Scout’s honor,” he raised a hand. 
 
    “You were never a scout!” 
 
    “I should have been…I’m so honest!” 
 
    They were sitting at the long table in the majestic dining room. They could imagine servants lurking in the corners, making sure their beans from a can was just the right temperature.  
 
    They were both naked, of course, not bothering to put on their clothes after their first fuck in the lap of wealth. Also, why put on clothes when they intended to christen every room in the house? 
 
    There were so many rooms in the house it was going to take months! 
 
    “So fast forward from the west…tell me about this lingerie empire she supposedly built.” 
 
    “Hunh. Supposedly?” 
 
    “What you’ve told me sounds like a big fairy story.” 
 
    “It is outlandish, but my family swears it’s the truth.” 
 
    “So why did you inherit this place, and not your mother or father?” 
 
    “Inheritance taxes around here will rob you blind. But skip a generation and you get to keep more of it. I understand that Granny hated the government, hated taxes, hated politicians. So if she could skip out on taxes…” he shrugged dismissively. 
 
    “So what happened after she escaped the wrath of the townsfolk?” 
 
    “Word has it that she invested in a mining company and…” 
 
    They talked into the night, adjourned to the sun porch and watched the boat lights drift across the sound and sipped whiskey. 
 
    They found the whiskey in a cupboard, and it looked like it had been bottled about the time rum runners made the trip down from Canada. 
 
    They argued about whether illegal booze would be transported across the Sound by bootleggers, then discussed the 150 or so shipwrecks in the Sound. 
 
    Finally, they went to bed, the same bedroom they had screwed in, and slept the deep sleep of happy people. 
 
      
 
    “I want to explore,” Becky stated in the morning, after their first tryst of the day. 
 
    “Explore what?” 
 
    “The hidden nooks and crannies in this place. There has got to be a lot of them.” 
 
    “Let sleeping dogs lie,” he mumbled and rolled over to her. 
 
    “Are you still hard?” 
 
    “And always will be.” 
 
    She laughed and slid out of bed. “Time out for exploration.” She ran, naked, out of the room. 
 
    They ate a quick breakfast of raisin bran and almond milk—no honey, they needed to go serious shopping—then began exploring. 
 
    After a quick sojourn through the lower house, they climbed a short flight of stairs to the attic. It was dusty, but not too bad, and the place was filled with shipping crates and steamer trunks. 
 
    “She sailed the ocean? After the shipwreck?” 
 
    “Went to the orient. She came from England, so she wasn’t interested in going back there. Traveled through China. This was after the mining venture paid off. Just hopped a ship in San Francisco and took off.” 
 
    “Sounds like an impulsive girl.” 
 
    “She was a bit of a wild hair, or so I’ve been told.” 
 
    They opened a few of the steamer trunks and lifted out, for the most part, underwear. Thick night gowns. Men’s underwear from the last century, with the flap in the back. 
 
    “You need to wear this,” Becky laughed and held up the long johns. 
 
    “Don’t think so.” 
 
    “But you need to protect that long dong of yours,” she fondled it fondly. 
 
    “Find me something else. Something fun.” 
 
    They opened crates, and took out long, silk gowns. 
 
    “Now this isn’t too bad.” Jack slipped into a silk gown, purple, with a dragon on the back. 
 
    They stopped to make out for a while, then continued their pillaging. 
 
    Panties, bras, nylons, garters, old time corsets, every type of underwear in the world. And a few things that were so kinky they were out of this world. 
 
    “Your granny had a dark side.” 
 
    “Heck, from the way the family talked about her I don’t think she had a light side.” 
 
    They meandered through the attic, opened a trunk here, a crate there. They found hard cover books read once and relegated to the confines of the enclosed aerie. 
 
    They found bits of furniture, usually small, like end tables and custom bookshelves. They found lamps with cloth cords. 
 
    Everything was so old. Apparently his grandmother had not bought anything even remotely resembling modern. 
 
    Mostly, however, they found underwear and some clothes. 
 
    Jack dressed up in a zoot suit at one point, and Becky went through several gowns. 
 
    Finally, they reached the end of the attic. A wall of steamer trunks that Jack muscled down only to find more of the same old same old underwear. 
 
    Most of this stuff, they had shortly realized, were samples, with lots of experimental clothing. 
 
    Jack was digging through a crate and finding some interesting leather contraptions, very BDSM, when Becky called out, “There’s a door!” 
 
    Jack looked up. A door? He frowned and imagined the outside of the house. 
 
    “You know, there is a cupola at this end of the house. I didn’t see stairs to it.” 
 
    “This must be it. Help me move this box.” 
 
    Jack pushed a crate to one side and studied the door. 
 
    It was narrow, only two and a half feet, and short, only five feet. It had a doorknob, which turned easily, and a padlock on a hasp. The door was painted a light turquoise color, but had faded a bit. There were spiderwebs along the top of the door, and the thing looked like it hadn’t been swung back in a million years. 
 
    “Open it,” said Becky, nodding at the padlock. 
 
    Jack trotted over to a cupboard which held an ancient box of tools. He selected a screw driver and came back tot he door. 
 
    In the dim light he fit the screwdriver to the slot and began unscrewing the screw. 
 
    Becky watched, patient on the outside, impatient on the inside. She loved a good mystery, and this looked like just the thing. 
 
    “What do you think is in there?” 
 
    “Dead bodies,” he muttered. “Granny was fond of axes, and we never found the bodies.” 
 
    “Oh, come on.” 
 
    “You asked.” He pulled the first screw out. The wood being old the screws turned easily. 
 
    Then, a minute later the second screw popped out and the hasp dangled. 
 
    Jack opened the door and peered up a flight of narrow stairs. 
 
    “Was she tall?” 
 
    “She was small. Still, even she might have had to bend over.” 
 
    Becky led the way. “Isn’t this a little like Alice in Wonderland?” 
 
    “Exactly. Let me know if you trip over a white rabbit. 
 
    “One pill makes you smaller, one pill makes you tall.” 
 
    Alice crooned the old Jefferson Airplane hit as she wound her way up the stairs. 
 
    The came to another door, one without a lock, and Alice opened it. 
 
    Sunlight flooded into the stairs and Jack blinked. 
 
    It was a round room. In the center of the room was a clothes stand. There was only one arm at the top of the stand, and on it was a single pair of panties. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Jack muttered as he stood up and looked around the room. 
 
    There were several windows, and he could see 360. There was a door that led to the roof, and that must have been how work man repaired the expanse of shingles. 
 
    But nothing else. 
 
    Just a pair of panties on a stand. 
 
    Becky walked around the room, looked out at the countryside, then approached the panties. 
 
    “Granny’s panties.” Jack met her in front of the stand. 
 
    The panties were smooth, no seams, and flesh colored. 
 
    They didn’t seem particularly well cut, but when Becky pulled on them they showed a degree of stretchability. 
 
    “Nobody has been here for a hundred years.” Becky was awed. 
 
    “Probably,” Jack found himself fascinated by the panties. 
 
    “Why one pair, here, all alone.” 
 
    “Special for some reason? A prototype? Rocket age material from back before there were rockets?” 
 
    She turned to him. “Put them on.” Her face was flustered, a bit red, excited. 
 
    “Why?” Yet he wasn’t objecting. He was stalling. There was something here he didn’t understand. 
 
    “Take off that silly zoot suit and put on something kinky.” 
 
    “It’s got no pouch for Mr. Happy.” 
 
    “It’ll stretch.” 
 
    Jack stared at the panties. What would it hurt? Yet he had this weird feeling. Like the world was somehow skewed just by looking at the panties. 
 
    He reached up and took down the panties. He turned them inside out, and outside in, and said, “There doesn’t seem to be an inside or outside to the thing.” 
 
    “I don’t think it matters.” She was excited, breathing hard, and Jack duly noted that she was basing this opinion on…nothing. 
 
    She took the panties from him. “Take off your duds.” 
 
    Jack took off the zoot suit and tossed it on the floor. 
 
    He took the panties, took a breath, and stepped one foot into them. Then the other foot went into the other leg hole. 
 
    They were tight, but, as Becky had observed, stretchy. 
 
    Jack wiggled and pulled and the panties came up his legs easily. 
 
    And his legs were changing. Not so much in shape, as he was already slender, but…his hair disappeared. 
 
    “Your hair!” Becky breathed out. 
 
    Jack froze. He looked at his legs. He lowered the panties to his ankles. Hair appeared above the panties. 
 
    He pulled the panties up, and there was no hair beneath them. 
 
    “I don’t…this is weird.” 
 
    Like she was mesmerized, Becky whispered, “Pull them up, Jack. All the way.” 
 
    He pulled, slowly, and kept bending over to examine his hairless legs. Inch by inch the panties went up, inch by inch hairless, white…feminine! legs appeared. 
 
    “Do you feel anything?” 
 
    “Just a weird prickling sensation.” 
 
    “Pull it up over your package.” 
 
    Jack hesitated. 
 
    “Scared?” 
 
    “Frankly, yes,” he looked at her and his eyes were big and round. 
 
    “Well, fuck!” Becky grabbed the waist band and pulled. 
 
    Now Jack felt something. He shivered and squawked. He could feel things happening inside the panties. 
 
    “Jack?” Now frightened, Becky took a step back. 
 
    “It…it…Oh…” 
 
    Then the change started to go up from his waist. White flesh, no hairs, lack of musculature. 
 
    Feminine! 
 
    “Jack! What’s happening?” 
 
    Jack put a hand on the wall and steadied himself. He was gulping, and the line of changing flesh reach his pectorals, and his body suddenly thrust forward breasts. Big breasts. He put his hands under the boobs and held them, stared at them, and the change wasn’t done. 
 
    It went up his neck, and his skin became finer, then his face. His face moved, fat shifted, and his male face, with its male angles, gained soft curves. His lips plumped out and became soft and curved. His eyes grew round and expressive and his lashes grew longer. His eyebrows arched a bit, and then, last, his hair began to lengthen. It grew out, became lush and full, and was a bit tangled. 
 
    The couple became aware of the stark silence. Not a sound. Not a bird chirp. Certainly no conversation. 
 
    Jack was a girl. He needed some primping, some make up, but he had breasts. 
 
    Finally, almost afraid of breaking the silence, Becky breathed out, “Take the panties off.” 
 
    “But what if I’m not supposed to?” 
 
    “The change has already happened.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Take them off, Jack.” 
 
    Moving as if in a surreal dream, his mind whistling through far away caverns and terrified, Jack pulled the panties down. 
 
    His cock and balls were gone! 
 
    More, they had been replaced by a…a…pussy!  
 
    Jack stared in shocked wonder. He was changed. He wasn't male. He was female. What had happened? 
 
    “Jack…Jack…” Becky approached him, she reached out, but only with a finger. She wanted to touch, but was somehow afraid to touch. 
 
    Her index finger touched his breast, and Jack lurched back and shivered. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “Nu…nu…no?” 
 
    Jack fainted. 
 
      
 
    Jack woke up. He was on the floor and Becky was supporting his head. She was holding a glass of bourbon, pure bourbon, to his curved lips. 
 
    Jack’s sense of body perceptions was slightly off. He thought his lips had further to go to reach the glass. 
 
    He held a hand to hers and held the glass there. 
 
    The bourbon was that old, never opened stuff from a hundred years previous. It burned, but that was what Jack needed. Fiery liquid reminding him that he had a throat, and…other body parts. 
 
    “You fainted,” Becky said, finally taking the glass away. She put it on the floor next to the bottle. 
 
    Jack sat up. He was near the wall, so he moved a bit and leaned against the wall. Becky sat next to him and breathed out. “Fuck. I was worried.” 
 
    “You were worried? What happened to me?” 
 
    He examined his arms, looked down between his legs, shuddered. 
 
    “I need to…to examine you.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She ran her hands over his hands, then his arms. She felt his shoulders and his back. She felt his breasts. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s…that’s…different. I mean, it’s sex, but…it’s so much more powerful in the breasts. 
 
    She continued down his body, bypassed his vagina, went down his legs, then back to his hole. 
 
    She looked at him. “I’m going to touch it.” 
 
    He was gasping for breath, as if he had forgotten how to breath and was just remembering. 
 
    She put a finger to his hole and touched his labia. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed. 
 
    She went further, ran a finger up the labia, touched his clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” 
 
    She went to his breath and touched his nipple. 
 
    Jack in took a big breath. 
 
    “That okay?” 
 
    He nodded, gulped, and said, “It’s…it’s sexual. It makes me…I think…turned on.” 
 
    “Oh, my God.” She sat back from him and stared at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re a fully formed woman.” 
 
    Jack had a thought. “Was my grandmother…was she originally…” 
 
    “Male? I don’t think so. I don’t see how. She had babies.” 
 
    Jack nodded, pieces of his mind that had flown out the window apparently flying back in. He began assembling the pieces in his head. 
 
    “So why did she have these panties? What were they for? She couldn’t turn into a woman if she was already a woman.” 
 
    “Maybe they have other properties?” 
 
    “Magical panties,” Jack heaved a sigh. He was starting to think now. 
 
    But Becky was thinking faster. “Do you think…she used these to turn into a man?” 
 
    Jack stared at her. 
 
    Becky reached to where Jack had dropped the panties on the floor. She picked them up and took deep breaths, like she was preparing to see how long she could last underwater. 
 
    “I don’t think you better.” 
 
    “Why not,” she watched the panties as if memorizing them. 
 
    “We don’t know how permanent the change is.” Jack realized that his voice was softer, slightly higher pitched. He pulled his fingers, which were more slender, through his hair and untangled it. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s permanent.” 
 
    “But we don’t know why. And maybe that’s why Granny put the panties up here.” 
 
    “She put them up here because she didn’t want the world to know about them. And everybody knew her as a woman, but she must have tried them on, and …I think it’s okay.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Becky stood up, slipped her foot into the panties, the other foot. 
 
    She changed as she pulled the panties up, but where Jack had turned into a woman, she turned into a man. Her legs grew thicker, masculine, complete with stiff hair. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” grinned Becky. My legs, they feel so strong. 
 
    She reached the waist snugged the panties up tight, and felt the changes happening inside the panties. 
 
    “I’m growing a cock,” she said. “And balls. Even my asshole feels different.  
 
    Then the change moved up her waist. Her breasts shrank, but her chest grew thicker. Her neck became a solid mass of muscle, then her beautiful face turned…handsome. Rugged. Her lips were straighter, and her hair stayed the same. 
 
    Jack was on his feet now, and holding his breath. 
 
    Becky examined her body, looked up at him, and took the panties off. 
 
    Her cock was big and brutal. 
 
    Jack, though being well endowed, had a nice cock, a pretty cock. 
 
    Becky’s cock was a club, and her balls hung low, were heavy. 
 
    Her crotch looked downright dangerous. 
 
    “Holy fuck.” 
 
    And Becky’s cock began to rise. 
 
    “Double fuck!” Jack exclaimed as the deadly tool gained girth and length. 
 
    “I’m bigger than you are. Were. Whatever.” 
 
    “And scarier. No woman could take that beast! That would hurt!” 
 
    Becky’s male face grinned. “You would be surprised at how flexible you are down there, Jack.” 
 
    He shivered, which caused his boobs to jiggle, which caused Becky to focus on his charms intently. 
 
    “I don’t want to find out.” 
 
    “Well, we’re going to have to.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Jack, it’s the testosterone. My God! I want to fuck!” 
 
    “Not with me!” 
 
    “It’s got to be you! There’s nobody else!” 
 
    “No! Not like this!” 
 
    Becky stepped towards Jack, reached for him. 
 
    Jack withdrew his arm and stepped back towards the door. 
 
    “Come here, honey, it’s not going to hurt. It’s going to feel good.” Becky’s voice was deeper now. 
 
    Jack nodded. He stepped back again. “It’s just that…we need to…” 
 
    Becky realized what he was doing just as Jack broke. He darted into the little staircase and ran down the steps. 
 
    Becky followed, but her body was bigger, and she wasn’t sure of her depth perception. She banged her head on the top of the door, then ducked and followed after Jack. 
 
    Jack ran down the stairs. He still had to duck a little, but he came out in the attic. He ran across the attic, was desperate, but what could he do? 
 
    This wasn’t his Becky! This was crazy! 
 
    “Come here, Jack!” Becky roared as she came through the little doorway. 
 
    Jack reached the stairs to the lower house and sprinted down them. He tripped, he was moving faster than his legs could handle—a gift from his male thoughts concerning his abilities. He belly flopped. His breath whooshed out of him and his breasts hurt on the floor. 
 
    “Come on, Jack. Come here, baby. We’re still husband and wife.” 
 
    Jack got to his feet and staggered down the hallway. Yeah, they were still married, but Becky was so excited by the massive amounts of testosterone coursing through her that she couldn’t control herself. 
 
    Jack reached the stairs to the next level and descended. He was moving faster now, but he was also encountering balance problems. His big breasts caused him to almost fall several times. 
 
    Becky, however, was finding running to be easier than it ever had been when she was a woman. Her thick muscles propelled her, and her legs seemed to be built for running. 
 
    Jack’s legs, twinkling down the stairs in front of her, seemed more built for high heels. 
 
    She snickered, and caught him at the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    “Let go!” Jack tried to bat her hand away, but he couldn’t dislodge her arm with its superior strength. 
 
    “Come here, Jack.” She pulled him to her and pressed her mouth to his.  
 
    Jack’s eyes were wide. He might be in a female body, but he wasn’t used to being kissing by a male. 
 
    Becky’s lips were harder, almost painful on his soft lips. “Please…too hard!” 
 
    “Sorry,” Becky grinned. “Now I know why you love being a man. Muscles are a trip! 
 
    She pulled him into the first room they came to, which happened to be the room with the big poster bed that they had slept in the night before. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” Jack tried to pry her fingers of his arm. 
 
    “Jack. Relax.” 
 
    “This is rape!” 
 
    That stopped Becky, and several things flooded through her mind. 
 
    Rape. Bad. Married. Good. Rape possible for married couples. Bad. Then…she turned to Jack. 
 
    “Okay, honey. You’re right, but we need to do this.” 
 
    “Why?” he was trying to pull away. 
 
    “Sit on the bed and I’ll tell you.” 
 
    Jack didn’t want to, but Becky forced him around and he found himself on the bed. 
 
    Becky stood in front of him. She was trembling, staring at his breasts, and her cock was shivering and…it was actually dripping! 
 
    “God, I don’t know how you stand it. How can you not just go and rape any sweet young thing walking down the street?” 
 
    “Because men learn early that if they do the wrong thing they get clobbered.” 
 
    Becky: “God. It’s almost a pity.” Yet she was controlling her breathing, getting calmer. “Look, honey, we have to do this. If we don’t we’ll always be sorry.” 
 
    Jack looked at her throbbing member. “But it’s so big!” 
 
    Becky chuckled. “Every girl says that, but your pussy is quite…flexible. You’ve heard of people being fisted? And even footed? This won’t be that bad. And, remember, babies come out of that tiny, little hole. 
 
    “But I’m a man!” 
 
    “No, honey. You’re a woman, with all the beauty of a woman, and you are incredibly exciting to a man. To me.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Then I have to sweet talk you into it.” 
 
    Jack was frozen, desperate, panicked. Becky, understanding what women wanted, what they needed, moved slowly forward. “Now, Jack, does this feel good?” She cupped one of his breasts and squeezed it. 
 
    Jack shook his head, he looked like he wanted to bolt, but Becky took her time. She rubbed his nipple with her thumb and he wiggled and tried to get off the bed. 
 
    She held him there. “Stop it, Jack. Just feel. I know this feels good. I’m a woman, I know what feels good to a woman’s body.” 
 
    She continued talking softly, just touching him, and finally Jack felt it. 
 
    It felt nice. His nipple was rigid, and he felt like sparks were shooting out from his nipple. 
 
    “There, see? Everything’s good.” 
 
    She bent down and touched her lips to his nipple. She sucked, and Jack gasped. 
 
    Becky laughed. “See, Jack? It’s fun being female. Now remember, under your male psyche is a lusty wench. Relax and give yourself up to her.” 
 
    Jack nodded, gulped, and Becky very gently touched her lips to his. 
 
    Jack suddenly felt like a box of excitement had been opened up inside him. He was still scared, but fear was giving way to wonder. Becky’s lips tasted so different. Male different. 
 
    Jack found himself reaching down and touching Becky’s cock. He had never touched another man’s cock, and he was terrified of all the implications, but he kept remembering that she was his wife under the hard muscles and the facial planes and the insistent lips. 
 
    After a minute Becky sat down next to him, put her arm around him, and bent him slowly back. 
 
    Jack felt himself giving way. He was supported by her muscles, trapped by her larger frame, marveling in how strong she was. 
 
    He looked up at her, was breathless and caught in wonder. 
 
    A man was kissing…her. Not him. Her. 
 
    A man was fondling her breasts, running his hands up and down her body, feeling her most private parts. 
 
    But it was his wife under the hard flesh. His wife. 
 
    Then Becky put her hand over his mons, cupped it, and ran a finger along the flaps of her labia. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Jack blurted. 
 
    That was the moment he realized he was going to get fucked. Before it had been all panic and terror. Now it was fear, but curiosity. 
 
    He was, in this body, a virgin. “Will I have a hymen?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. But if there’s blood don’t worry. You can always put the panties on and change back.” 
 
    And that odd statement put Jack at rest. That made it all right. He could change back. 
 
    But now, in this moment, in this body, he should…he could…. 
 
    Becky slid down his body and began kissing his parts. 
 
    Jack gasped as the sensations washed over him. He had never felt anything so hot, so horny, so fucking electric. 
 
    “Nice. Eh, Jack?” 
 
    He nodded, and waited, and Becky moved up his frame. 
 
    She parted his legs, overcoming a small bit of resistance by being patient and gentle, then moved between her legs. 
 
    Jack waited, his heart pounding. He was going to get fucked. He wasn’t the fucker, he was the fuckee, and he was about to be penetrated! 
 
    Becky held her big penis by the shaft and rubbed the head of her large cock up and down the labial valley. Her hard head scraped against the soft inner flesh and Jack shivered and opened his legs wider. 
 
    He wanted this. He needed this. Something in his female body required it. He had to have it. 
 
    Becky pushed the head of her penis into him. 
 
    Jack’s muscles tightened up for a long moment, then, when Becky just waited, he relaxed, and she moved another inch into him. 
 
    Now Jack was caught. He was scared, but he wanted more. He knew this was just the tip of the iceberg, and he wanted the whole thing. 
 
    He got it. 
 
    Becky gently moved into him. 
 
    He felt himself widening and he gave an ‘urk,’ a sort of a bleat, but didn’t fight. 
 
    Then, a year later, she was firmly ensconced in him. She was, as they say, ‘balls to the wall,’ the wall being her pubis. 
 
    “Oh, Becky,” he whined. 
 
    “That’s it, Jack. I’m going to start fucking you now.” 
 
    “You haven’t been?” 
 
    “That was just the insertion. Now the fun starts.” 
 
    She pulled back, then rammed in. “Here we go…here we go…” Becky had a far away look in her eyes and began to move in and out, faster, and faster. 
 
    Jack was flat on his back now, forced there by the continuous dropping of male weight on his body. 
 
    And as Becky picked up speed Jack found himself wanting more and more. He wanted the rough thrust, it created more sensation. 
 
    Becky began to move like a jackhammer. Her superior weight and strength turned Jack into a melting puddle of nerves and lust and golden feeling. 
 
    Suddenly, Becky grunted, locked up, and Jack felt her splattering deep inside of him. 
 
    “What? You…didn’t…” What he really wanted was her to keep fucking him. But she had concluded. 
 
    “Shit, Jack. I’m sorry. But now I know why you cum so fast.” 
 
    Jack lay there, disappointed, and felt her cock shrivel and start to pull out. 
 
    But his excitement wasn’t over. 
 
    “Good news, Jack.” 
 
    “What?” he asked from under his forearm, which he had laid over his eyes. 
 
    “I’m a girl. I’m used to blow jobs, and I like eating cum.” 
 
    Jack took his forearm down and both hands gripped handfuls of sheet as Becky went down on him. 
 
    He felt her tongue lapping, and his tissues, already super impacted by fucking, were treated to another sensation, a softer but even more delicious sensation. 
 
    Becky sucked all her juices out of him, and licked like she wanted more, then she raised her head, smiled with her cum smeared mouth, and said, “Okay, Jack. Get ready.” 
 
    She half stood up and reached forward and inserted her fingers into his pussy. 
 
    It was different, and no less sensational. 
 
    “This is your G spot, Jack. Remember it for when you’re the man.” 
 
    She hooked two fingers into him and touched a bump on the roof of his pussy. 
 
    Jack jerked and spasmed and suddenly understood what out of control meant. 
 
    Becky kept rubbing that spot, and Jack felt the spasms hitting him with every touch of her fingers. He leaned back, arched his hips, and made a keening cry of pleasure. 
 
    Becky smiled, and moved her arm faster, male fast, and Jack began to cry out more, then the ocean swamped him. A big vast wave of pure heat and lust. 
 
    As a man only his dick spasmed and came. As woman his whole body spasmed and came. 
 
    Long seconds passed, Jack was frozen in some sub land. Heck, some sub continent. Then it all broke. 
 
    It just sort of shriveled up and left. He lay back and just gasped in wonder. What the fuck had happened? 
 
    But he knew what had happened. 
 
    Fuck had happened.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Though laughing and happy and beside themselves, Jack and Becky were still a bit worried when they decided to see if they could change back. 
 
    What if they couldn’t? 
 
    What if Jack was stuck in a female body, and Becky in a male body. 
 
    Though they had enjoyed themselves, they didn’t think they would like to stay in different bodies for the rest of their lives. 
 
    So, overcoming their fears, they had to find out. They headed back up for the attic and took turns putting the Magic Panties on. 
 
    Simple dimple, easy squeezy, they changed back. 
 
    A big sigh of relief. 
 
    They closed the cupola up, put the screws back into the latch, and moved the crates back. 
 
    This was a secret they wanted to keep to themselves. 
 
    They went downstairs and decided to go out for lunch and discuss what had happened. 
 
    Grinning, they held hands as they went out to the car and left. 
 
    They talked, sharing their excited passion, then they went shopping. 
 
    They didn’t need much in the way of clothes. the mansion was stocked with every type of clothing in the world. 
 
    But they did need a new car. 
 
    They bought a Tesla and drove home. As they rounded the corner a fellow in a rusty Volkswagen careened around the corner and almost wiped them out. The driver looked dirty and had a Van Dyke beard. 
 
    “Geez!” yelled Jack. “I just bought this car!” 
 
    “What a crazy person! What’s he doing out here on Long Island?” 
 
    The couple muttered a bit more, then pulled into their long driveway. 
 
    Jack opened the big garage, it was built for a half a dozen carriages, and pulled his shiny, new gimcrack into the gloom. 
 
    They entered the house and Becky stopped and sniffed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There’s a smell.” 
 
    Jack lifted his nose, but detected nothing. Still, he knew, now and through personal experience, that women had superior senses of smell. “What do you smell?” 
 
    “It’s…it smells like body odor.” 
 
    “So somebody was here while we were gone?” 
 
    They ran upstairs, to the attic, and were relieved when nothing was amiss. All the crates were in place, and a quick look showed the padlock was still hanging. 
 
    Walking back downstairs, Jack asked, “Do you think it could have been that guy in the Volkswagen?” 
 
    “I don’t know. He was pretty scrungy.” 
 
    They adjourned to the sun porch and poured some good whiskey and discussed the situation. Yet, except for a bad odor, there wasn’t much to discuss. 
 
    When the sun had set and they were yawning they decided to christen another room. They headed upstairs, chose another bedroom, this one with posters but no canopy, and undressed. 
 
    Jack took Becky in his arms and they made slow, sweet love, and…they were disappointed. 
 
    Afterwards, laying in each others arms, Becky said, “We’re too thrilled by fucking as the opposite sex.” 
 
    Jack nodded. “All I could think about was being screwed by you, with me as a woman.” 
 
    “What do you think would happen if we lived our lives like that, all changed and everything?” 
 
    “We would just live,” he grinned. “Until we were bored with sex that way, then we’d want to change back until we were bored with the original way, and then—“ 
 
    “All right! I get the idea!” She giggled as she clapped a hand over his mouth. 
 
    They lay there, listening to the night, the sighs of the old house, and Jack said, “Well, tomorrow is another day.” 
 
    “That it is, sunshine. Have you ever wondered what it would be like to make love as a lesbian?” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh.” 
 
    They were silent, thinking, dreaming, then Jack said, “But, please, no gay sex. I don’t think I could handle that!” 
 
    “Homophobe,” and they laughed. Gay, lesbian, either or, they were sure they would explore every variation. 
 
      
 
    The next day they got up, and they didn’t bother getting dressed. They just rolled out of bed, brushed their teeth, and padded—naked—upstairs. 
 
    In the little room the panties awaited. They hung, pristine and bland, and Jack and Becky stared at them. 
 
    “Did you want to change today?” 
 
    “Why don’t you change. Then we can do some fun things.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I’ll show you the joy of shopping.” 
 
    Jack laughed. With 80 million in the bank they didn’t need anything. But he intuited that Becky had plans for them. 
 
    He stepped into the panties and the change occurred. He stepped out of them, and looked down at his body. 
 
    Female. Large boobs. And as a female he was downright…cute. 
 
    Becky hugged him, and he felt her bare tits against his, and there was an excitement there. 
 
    Lesbian? Hmmm. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend. Let me fix you up, then we’ll go to town.” 
 
    Becky grabbed Jack’s slender hand and pulled him down the stairs. They locked up the cupola, pushed the boxes back in place, and headed down to the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom Becky got out her make up kit and went to work. 
 
    She started with nails, painting Jack’s toes red, then she applied half long ovals to his fingers and giggled. “You’re going to be weirded out when you realize that you have to use your hands all differently.” 
 
    Jack sniffed her hair and sighed. “I think it’s better to be a female.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. You’ll get tired of it. Having to ask people to reach the groceries on the highest shelf will cure you, if nothing else does.” 
 
    They laughed at that one. 
 
    Betsy painted his finger nails to match his toenails, then started on his face. 
 
    Jack was enthralled, and made extra horny, by having his face played with. “Do you think, when I change back, the fingernails will…I don’t know…not change? Disappear?” 
 
    “Oh, they’ll probably come with you. But…maybe they won’t. That would be convenient, wouldn’t it? We wouldn’t have to do this every time you became a female.” 
 
    “Interesting idea,” Jack mused. 
 
    Becky primed him and foundationed him and added all sorts of color. There was a big mirror over a dresser and Jack kept glancing at himself. 
 
    He really was a beautiful woman. And as Becky worked on him he became more and more beautiful. 
 
    Or, as Alice in Wonderland might say, beautifuller and beautifuller. 
 
    Becky worked on his eyes along time, then plumped his lips and painted them. They were face to face, literal inches apart, and Jack found himself staring at Becky as she concentrated on the delicate details. 
 
    “You really are beautiful.” 
 
    She focused her eyes on his, smiled, and pecked his lips lightly. 
 
    “We’re going to get your ears pierced and get you some expensive jewelry. And we need to get your hair trimmed and styled.” 
 
    “This is all so scary.” 
 
    Becky showed her teeth. “Scary is what I’m going to do to you when I change into a man.” 
 
    “You’re not going to be a man for our shopping, are you?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no. We’re girlfriends for today. But maybe you should stay a woman tonight, and I can change into a man for this evenings festivities.” 
 
    “I’d like that.” 
 
    Another quick kiss, then Becky was done. “Okay, let’s go dress you and have some fun.” 
 
    They went upstairs and chose some kinky underwear. 
 
    “I’m going to be embarrassed even wearing this under my clothes.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    Then dresses, and though they were feeling warm and horny underneath, on the surface they were just two beautiful girls about to go shopping. 
 
    Becky drove the new Tesla and Jack read the owners manual. 
 
    “Wow! This is like a spaceship!” 
 
    “It handles so smooth.” 
 
    They laughed, turned on the radio and enjoyed life. 
 
    “Hunh! There’s that Volkswagen again.” 
 
    Jack looked back and, sure enough, the rusty Volkswagen, a pukey red color where it hadn’t rusted, had come out of a side street and was heading towards their end of the island. 
 
    Yet, even though they had smelled body odor the day before, and conjectured about the Volkswagen, neither thought much about it.  
 
    It was just so exciting to go shopping! 
 
      
 
    They spent the morning walking, hand in hand, through trendy shops. 
 
    They didn’t see much that excited them, and that was because they had a mansion with more stuff that they had never explored. 
 
    Still, it was fun, and the wind rustled their hair, and they made their way to a beauty salon. 
 
    Jack got his hair done, and his ears pierced. He walked out with a set of squares dangling from his ears. The squares were set inside one another, and they turned this way and that as he walked. 
 
    Then they spent some time at a shoe store, shoes do change with the times and they wanted something modern and sexy for Jack’s feet. 
 
    Finally, they headed for the car. 
 
    They drove slowly up Long Island, enjoying the beautiful mansions, appreciating the long lawns and the glimpses they got of the beaches. 
 
    Finally, a bit tired, but exulting, they pulled into their driveway. 
 
    Jack got out and opened the garage door and Becky pulled in. They closed up the garage and sauntered towards the house. 
 
    They walked in and Becky stopped. “That odor is back!” 
 
    Now Jack smelled it. He was female now, and his smeller was top notch. “That’s rank.” 
 
    “Disgusting.” 
 
    They walked through the ground floor. Now they could see evidence of things being moved. Not a lot, and normally it wouldn’t have been noticed, except they had just looked at some of this stuff the d ay previous. 
 
    “Do you think he’s still here?” Jack whispered. 
 
    He was undergoing some unsettling feelings. He was a woman. He no longer had the muscle. Even as a slender young man he at least had a helping of fast twitch muscles and a male’s perspective on combat. 
 
    As a woman he had none of those advantages, and if it was a male that was stinking up the place he knew he would have a rough time. 
 
    Men are just stronger than women. 
 
    “I don’t know. That smell is pretty pervasive.” 
 
    They walked up the stairs to the second floor. They walked down the hallway, staying close together, and looked into each room. 
 
    Nothing. But there was more evidence of somebody having searched the place. Drawers were left half open, closet doors were open. Inside the drawers underwear was messed up. In one closet shoes had been scattered. 
 
    “This is freaky,” said Becky.  
 
    “I think I should change back.” 
 
    “I think you should, too. And so should I.” 
 
    They headed upstairs, and made a big mistake. If they had ascended near to where the stairs led to the attic they would have made it. But they climbed the stairs at the other end of the house. 
 
    They moved down the hallway, then froze. From the doorway on the right, just ahead of them, they heard a voice. 
 
    They moved up next to the door and listened. 
 
    “Where is it…fucking…I know they found it…where…” And the sounds of drawers being opened, the rustle of cloth as clothes were rearranged. 
 
    Jack looked at Becky. He motioned her back, towards the stairs. 
 
    She motioned towards the other end of the hallway, towards the door behind which were the stairs upward. 
 
    Jack shook his head. 
 
    Becky stared at the end of the hallway. 
 
    If they crossed in front of the doorway they could be seen. 
 
    Jack waved her back again. 
 
    But Becky couldn’t do it. Not when the attic was so close. If she could just reach the panties then…she darted across the doorway. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Jack groaned and waited. He could hear the footsteps as the intruder ran across the room. The scrungy fellow with the Van Dyke beard appeared in the doorway and Jack swung his fist. 
 
    Except he couldn’t really make a fist. Not with the long fingernails on his digits. 
 
    Except that he was female slow, and the intruder was male fast. 
 
    “Ha!” The Van Dyke man caught his hand, then he punched Jack with the other hand. Bang. Right in the face. 
 
    As a man Jack would have been able to take it. As a woman he couldn’t. He went down, the world spinning, and groaned. 
 
    He heard the running footsteps as the Van Dyke man ran after Becky. 
 
    Becky reached the door to the attic, gripped the knob and pulled, and ran up the stairs. 
 
    Van Dyke was right behind her. 
 
    Jack sat up, held his head, and struggled to his feet. He had weight on his chest. He was in a male fight mode, but he was encumbered by breasts, and he didn’t have testosterone flowing through his veins. Still, he followed the Van Dyke man. He had to protect Becky. 
 
    Becky ran up the stairs. She made it halfway across the attic before the Van Dyke man caught her. 
 
    “Come here, you bitch!” 
 
    He grabbed her shoulder, spun her, and slapped her. 
 
    Becky sat down abruptly. She held her hands to her face, and she began to sob. 
 
    “Interesting that you came up here. Is that where it’s hidden?” 
 
    Jack heard the man’s voice as he slowly climbed the stairs. He had smaller bones as a woman, and he wondered if anything on his face had been broken. 
 
    “Come on, tell me. Where’s the panties?” 
 
    So that’s what he was after! He knew about the magic panties! Jack reached the attic and staggered across the room. 
 
    The man turned to him, grinned, and slapped Jack. 
 
    Jack’s world spun, and he tried to sit up. He was hazy on how he had come to be on the floor, but…oh, yes. The Van Dyke man. 
 
    “Okay, bitches. Time to answer some questions.” 
 
    Jack came to himself and he managed to sit up. He was against the attic wall, next to Becky. The Van Dyke man was standing in front of him, and now he was holding a pistol. 
 
    “Who are you?” Jack muttered. 
 
    “Who am I? You mean to tell me you don’t recognize your old cousin Ralph?” 
 
    Jack blinked, stripped off the man’s beard in his mind, and… “Ralph?” 
 
    “That’s right, cuz. And I’m here to get my rightful inheritance. Oh, I don’t care about eighty million. I want those panties. The ones that changed you into a girl. Those are worth a lot more than a paltry eighty million dollars. 
 
    Ralph moved the gun back and forth as he talked, aiming first at Becky, then at Jack, then at Becky, and so on. 
 
    “We haven’t—“ 
 
    “You’re a fucking girl. I watched you. I have a couple of cameras in the house. I watched you. You became a girl…and I know about the panties.” 
 
    “How do you know?” Jack played for time. Becky was aware now, and if they could get past the gun, maybe together they could overpower Ralph. 
 
    “My mother told me. But Granny didn’t want to play ball. She wanted to hog those panties all to herself. Now, come on. Give. Where’s the panties?” 
 
    Neither Jack nor Becky said anything. 
 
    Ralph raised the pistol. “I can shoot you both, take my time, and I know that they’re here so I’ll find them. No matter how long it takes, I’ll find them.” 
 
    He aimed the gun at Becky. 
 
    “Okay!” Jack blurted. 
 
    “No!” Becky objected. 
 
    But Jack saw no other way out of it. Still, if he stalled, played the game, maybe he could figure something out. 
 
    “Upstairs, in the attic.” 
 
    “I been there!” 
 
    “There’s a hidden room. I can show you.” 
 
    Ralph was suspicious, but he motioned with the pistol and Jack and Becky got to their feet. 
 
    Jack led the way, Becky right after him, and went to where the crates were piled up.  
 
    “You better not be messing with me,” Ralph warned. 
 
    Jack tugged on the crates, and Becky helped him, and they cleared the space in front of the small door. 
 
    “It’s locked.” 
 
    “I know.” Jack picked up the screwdriver, which caused Ralph to gasp and aim the pistol at him, and unscrewed the screws holding the hasp to the wood. 
 
    “Fuck me,” whispered Ralph. 
 
    Up the narrow stairs they went, Jack and Becky first. They stepped into the little, round room and Ralph followed them. 
 
    Ralph’s beady, little eyes took in the panties hanging on the sole hanger in the room. “Now we’re talking.” 
 
    Jack waited, and when Ralph crossed to the stand he made his move. He jumped forward and—Ralph slashed him across the forehead with the pistol. 
 
    “You fucking idiot!” Ralph laughed, and he took the panties down and examined them. 
 
    Jack lay on the floor, Becky seeing to him, and they watched Ralph. 
 
    Ralph, his breath rasping, his body odor never more apparent, put the panties back on the hanger and pulled off his clothes. 
 
    He was an ugly man. Hairy and bony and smelling. His hair was lank and his eyes were pinched and too narrow. 
 
    You’re not going to get away with this.” 
 
    “Of course I will. Once I see how this thing works…” 
 
    He moved to the center of the room and plucked the panties off the hanger. For a brief moment Ralph’s vision was obscured by the panties, and Becky made her move. 
 
    The zoot suit was still lying on the floor and she whipped the pants at Ralph. 
 
    Ralph should have just pulled the trigger, but he was too male confident. After all, these were only bitches! 
 
    He moved his hand to brush the long pants aside, but they wrapped around his hand. 
 
    Becky shot forward, Jack, seeing the moment, a hair behind her. They tackled Ralph, drove him to the floor, and he lost grip on the gun. 
 
    His hand with the panties was up, however, and Jack grabbed the panties and, a moment of inspiration and positioning, pushed them down on Ralph’s head. 
 
    “FU-U-U!” Ralph screamed. the panties went over his head and Jack saw an expanse of bare flesh. 
 
    A change was happening. Not the normal change, but some kind of weird change. 
 
    “Help me!” grunted Jack, and he pulled on the panties harder. 
 
    The panties went down Ralph’s body, and one leg opened, stretched, and the panties kept going down…down. 
 
    Ralph screamed, struggled, then stopped screaming as the panties went down onto his shoulder. 
 
    What was above the panties was a butt. An ass. Complete with asshole. 
 
    Ralph now essentially brainless, Jack and Becky pulled harder. 
 
    Over his chest, the leg hole stretching to accommodate, and the body was white and hairless and…upside down! 
 
    Then they were pushing the panties down over his waist. 
 
    The back of his head was revealed, and they turned and pulled and forced the panties further. 
 
    Down the legs. 
 
    Then, as they pulled the panties off, Ralph was fully revealed. 
 
    His ass was his head, and his head was his ass. His eyes stared out, shocked and terrified and still evil and squinty. Then, for some reason his penis hadn’t migrated with his butt, his nose was the penis. Right below his penis/nose was his open mouth. If he pissed he would likely pizzle right into his mouth. 
 
    Up above his asshole was perched on his shoulders, looking slightly forward, red and brown and oozing. 
 
    He was an upside down asshole man, perched on hairless, weak legs. 
 
    He tried to walk around the room, but his perspective was truly skewed, and he walked into walls. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” whispered Becky. 
 
    “Double that from me,” breathed Jack. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
      
 
    They turned Ralph loose on the streets of New York. He couldn’t talk except for making farting sounds. He was aware, his eyes showed this, but not aware enough to take care of himself, and certainly not aware enough to reveal the secret of the magic panties. 
 
    He somehow found his way to Times Square, people shrieking and running from him, before the police picked him up. 
 
    The police didn’t know what to do with him, and he ended up being sent to Bellevue. The psychiatrists there were quite happy to see him. 
 
      
 
    Jack was able to turn back into a man, but he spends most of his time as a woman. Only changing back when Becky wants some cock. 
 
    They live their days happily, and the world is their oyster. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
    Imagine waking up to find out that you’ve been changed! 
 
    Imagine having to learn how to be a girl! Your life is uprooted! The shame…the embarrassment. 
 
    Well, it ain’t that bad. I’ve been a girl a long time now, and I find it’s sort of fun! In fact, tonight at midnight I’m going to rub a lamp and change…THE WHOLE WORLD! 
 
    I mean, why not? 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
     
 
    “Hey, babe!” Tom entered the house, put his keys in the bowl, and gave his wife a kiss. 
 
    It was a good kiss, a soft splat that created heat and moisture and…and Ann knew Tom had been cheating. 
 
    How do women know such things? 
 
    Not by the faint whiff of some mysterious perfume. Not by lipstick on the collar or even whether their dick is hard. 
 
    Women know when men have been cheating because they have an undeniable and always accurate sixth sense. 
 
    “Hey, hon. How was work?” Ann’s heart broke into little pieces, and if she was a lesser person she would have broken into tears and accused Tom and they would have had a donnybrook right then and there. 
 
    But she was not a lesser person. She kissed him, held nothing back, and smiled, and scrutinized him minutely for signs of his affair. 
 
    He was tidy. His zipper was up. His buttons were in the right holes, his tie was tied…everything was fine. 
 
    But she knew. 
 
    He didn’t know she knew, of course, for men can be dumb creatures, especially when they are cheating, holding information inside, thinking they are clever, and unaware that their wives have a female intuition which makes all things easy to know. 
 
    Ann fixed dinner, they chatted, had a drink, then Ann told him she had to go see Greta, her best friend. 
 
    “Poor Greta,” Ann said. “I think she’s having male problems.” 
 
    “Male problems? With her looks? Ha!” 
 
    Ann kissed him, looked him in the eyes, willed him to come clean with her. Mistakes could happen, she could be forgiving, but Tom just turned away and went about his business. 
 
    And Ann went to see her best friend. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Greta!” Ann wailed. “He’s cheating on me!” 
 
    “How can you be sure?” Greta asked. 
 
    “I just know!” 
 
    That was enough for Greta. She commiserated, held her friend’s hand, and…plotted. 
 
    “We need proof,” Greta mentioned.  
 
    “I just want to be done with him.” 
 
    “I know, and you will be, but you need proof so you can stay in the house, get alimony, drive his car, and everything else.” 
 
    Ann didn’t care too much about those things, but she heeded Greta’s advice. Besides, those who just know things always want to prove the intuition. 
 
     
 
    The next day Greta followed Tom to work. Tom only knew her in passing, she wore sunglasses and a scarf, so she was pretty sure she could spy on him. 
 
    Of course she wasn’t going to spy on him all day. She knew better than to waste her time. 
 
    When Tom parked his car and went into the building, Greta pulled up next to his car, got out of hers, and opened his car with a key Ann had given her. She placed her cell phone under the seat, closed the door, locked it, and went to Ann’s house. 
 
    At Ann’s house the two women sipped wine spritzers and watched Ann’s phone. They had hooked up the ‘Find My Phone’ feature, and if tom took off during the day they could find him easily. 
 
    “Do you think he’s going to cheat today?” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe not,” Greta answered, “But we can do this for a week or two, and if it doesn’t work then he’s cheating in the workplace.” 
 
    “But what do we do then?” 
 
    “You go in after he’s gone home for the day. You tell anybody who asks that he forgot something, and you plant a camera.” 
 
    Ann stared at her friend. 
 
    “But I don’t think we’ll have to go that far.” 
 
    They didn’t. 
 
    That day, at precisely eleven o’clock, Greta’s phone started moving, which meant that Tom’s car was moving, which meant that the cheater was on the move. 
 
    “Here he goes,” muttered Greta. 
 
    Ann picked up her phone and they headed out the door. 
 
    Greta drove, Tom wouldn’t recognize her car, and she followed the app to a restaurant in front of a motel. Ann saw Tom’s car in the parking lot. 
 
    Greta parked across the street. She was in her sunglasses and scarf mode, and Ann sank down in the seat and waited. 
 
    “I can’t believe it,” Ann was close to sobbing. She was hoping this wasn’t…but it was, for suddenly Greta said. “You can look.” 
 
    Ann popped up and looked past her friend. 
 
    Tom and a woman were walking across the parking lot. They were next to each other, and talking, and not looking back. 
 
    The woman was about five foot six, and she was a looker. From the rear her ass was round, rotund, a bubble of delight. When she turned sideways and touched Tom on the arm Ann could see her large breasts. 
 
    Tom seemed to be laughing, and he led the way up stairs. They went to room number seven and Tom opened the door and the woman, showing appreciation, entered the room. Tom glanced around, then entered after her. He closed the door, and that was that. 
 
    “Oh, my god! What am I going to do?” 
 
    “Well, we’ve got proof.” Greta had been taking pictures with Ann’s phone. “Let me go get my phone.” 
 
    A minute later Greta was back, her phone in hand. “Send me the pics. You don’t want them on your phone.” 
 
    Ann did, and Greta started up the car. She drove slowly down the street, listened to her friend cry, and she said, “Whatever we do, get your crying out this afternoon. We can’t let Tom know that you know anything, and if he sees you on a crying jag,” she raised her shoulders dismissively. 
 
    They drove to a restaurant, Charley Coyote’s, and took a table out on the patio. 
 
    Ann had a couple of drinks, drowned her sorrows proper, then Greta ordered lunch. 
 
    “We need to fill your belly, make sure you’re sober. And we need to plan.” 
 
    Ann nodded, and shifted to plain, old Coke. 
 
    “Okay. What do we do,” mused Greta. 
 
    “Who is the woman?” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter,” answered Greta. “Even if it’s her fault, it’s really Tom’s fault.” 
 
    Ann nodded. 
 
    “I just wish I could do something to make him know how much he has hurt me.” 
 
    “Chopping his dick off?” 
 
    Ann gave a rueful laugh. 
 
    “No. But if I could just chop it off a little. Make him understand.” 
 
    “You know, there might be something…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “But if we do it, we’re going to have to go whole hog. We can’t just half castrate a man.” 
 
    “Castration? But I thought…” 
 
    “You’re okay. This will just be a severe emasculation. And it will even be fun.” 
 
    Ann tilted her head in query. 
 
    Greta was grinning now. She took a glug from her wine, then pushed the glass aside. She leaned forward and assumed a conspiratorial attitude. 
 
    “Now listen, I know a doctor, and I’ve got a couple of friends, and they might want to have a little fun, especially if there is a lesson in it. Also, it might cost a little, but you’re going to have a hefty divorce settlement, right?” 
 
    Ann, for the first time, smiled. “I can take it out of Tom’s account. He’ll get the bill a month later, and by then it will be too late. What do you have in mind? 
 
    “Well, first we have to…” and Greta outlined the big plan. 
 
      
 
    Tom whistled as he walked up the walk. Life was fine. Work was great. Then he stopped whistling and frowned. The only fly in the ointment was Ann. She seemed on edge the last few weeks. He loved his wife, and didn’t want to see her unhappy. If only she would talk to him. 
 
    But she was close mouthed and just…unhappy. 
 
    He sighed, opened the door and called out, “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    “I’m getting ready,” came the answer. 
 
    Getting ready? Tom sauntered back to the bedroom. 
 
    Ann was dressed up and sitting at her vanity table. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    A pinched look on her face. “We. We’re going to Charley Coyote’s to celebrate Greta’s birthday.” 
 
    “Oh, I forgot. Who is Greta?” 
 
    “You’ve met her a couple of times.” Ann was a bit silent, almost grumpy. Tom sighed and backed off. It was the weekend, and if he was going to have to do things he better juice up. He entered the kitchen and poured a bourbon and Coke.  
 
    “You want a drink?” he yelled. 
 
    No answer. 
 
    “Damn,” he muttered. 
 
    Then Ann entered the kitchen. “You don’t have to go if you don’t want to.” 
 
    He smiled. “Damn, lady, you sure look good.” They hadn’t had sex for a couple of weeks and he was hurting. The front of his pants made a little tent. 
 
    She smiled, but only to the eyes. “This is going to be more of a girl thing, so why don’t you stay home and watch a game or something.” 
 
    “Well, actually, that sounds great. It’s been a long week…” 
 
    Yeah. Fucking your little tart at the motel! 
 
    “…and I could use a little drink your fill time.” 
 
    So it was settled. Tom took his drink into the entertainment room and turned on ESPN. In short order he was gripped by the sight of millionaires floating through the air and busting backboards. 
 
    A half hour later Ann entered the room. “I fixed you a drink, honey. Have a good night.” 
 
    She placed the drink on the end table, didn’t offer to kiss him, and was out the door. 
 
    Tom sighed. What was wrong with that woman?  
 
    But, a drink is a drink, so he picked up the fresh bourbon and Coke and drank it. 
 
    And ingested all those funky, little white crystals that were called flunitrazepam. Roofies. 
 
      
 
    A half hour later Tom was out of it. His mind was thinking, but it was like he was a half mile out and just watching those thoughts. 
 
    His head lolled on his shoulder and he felt hot. 
 
    He stood up, almost fell, and thought about going to bed. 
 
    But he didn’t have the strength for that. He sat back down, lowered his head, and listened to the buzz of the eternal TV. 
 
    People walking around him. He could see their legs from his downcast peripheral vision.  
 
    Girl’s legs. Nice legs. A couple of heels, a few athletic shoes. 
 
    “Up we go,” a voice said, and hands inserted under his armpits and lifted him. 
 
    He came up easily. While he didn’t have much gumption for self motivation, he seemed to have energy for following orders. 
 
    “To the front door, Tom. Let’s go.” 
 
    Two women, one on either side of him, supported him and helped him to the front door. 
 
    “Over the threshold.” 
 
    He lifted his feet and stepped, and tried to see the women who were guiding him. 
 
    He had never seen them before. At least, he didn’t think he had. They all wore dark glasses and scarves. They had on lots of make up, which changed the shadows and shapes of their faces. 
 
    “Heh. You ninjas.’ His voice felt so awkward, so alone in the night. 
 
    Down the walkway they took him, then he was facing a panel van. It was white, and the door was open, and they moved him into the thing. 
 
    Once he was in the vehicle the door slid shut and the van backed into the street. 
 
    “Where…where…?” Tom muttered into the darkness. 
 
    “Shush, Tom. You’ll find out.” 
 
    Tom sat, cross legged on the floor, and swayed as the van went around corners. The van wasn’t moving fast, and the two girls on either side of him made sure he didn’t fall over. 
 
    They drove for a half hour, and Tom drifted in and out of awareness. He was always awake, but there is a difference between awake and aware. 
 
    Finally, they drove down a dark street. The van stopped for a moment, doors opened and closed, and they drove over a potholed yard. Then the van stopped. 
 
    “Here we are, Tom. We’re there.” 
 
    The door slid open and Tom was helped out. He stood, wavering in the darkness, and realized that he was standing in front of a warehouse. 
 
    Not that he cared. He was just way back in his mind watching. 
 
    The women walked him into the warehouse and sat him down in a chair. 
 
    His body was tired, but he was awake, wondering vaguely what was going on. 
 
    “How is he?” 
 
    “Give him another pill. He seems a little restless.” 
 
    “Take this, Tom.” A hand with long, slender, red tipped fingers pushed a pill into his mouth. 
 
    He swallowed without being told. It was all automatic. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, are you ready to go to work?” 
 
    Small cheers. Tom saw slices of smiles through the heavy make up.               Though Tom had the feeling that he knew some of these women, he couldn’t make connections. 
 
    “Okay, Tom. You have to do what we tell you, and we’re telling you you have to have a good time. Do everything we say and you’ll just feel happier and happier. Okay?” 
 
    “Happy, okay,” his voice slurred a little bit, but he was happy that he could say what he had said. 
 
    “Now, Tom, you’ve had the desire to be a woman for a long time. You contacted us, a very secret organization…” somebody snickered and somebody else shushed, “…to help you make your dream come true. Got that?” 
 
    “Unh…” 
 
    “Tell me about your secret dream, Tom.” 
 
    “I want to be a girl.” 
 
    “And who are we?” 
 
    “You’re a super shecret organizashun.” 
 
    “You don’t even know who we are.” 
 
    “No,” he shook his head slowly, sad that he didn’t know any of the people who were standing around him. 
 
    “Good, Tom. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Tom stood up and took his shirt off. Red tipped hands took his shirts. 
 
    He took off his pants, and had trouble getting them over his shoes. 
 
    “Sit down and take off your shoes, Tom.” 
 
    Tom sat, removed shoes and socks—it was so much easier that way—then removed his pants. 
 
    He stood, naked, and his cock was standing up. Apparently being drugged didn’t depress all body reactions. 
 
    “Hey, he’s got a nice one.” 
 
    “Too bad he used it on the wrong woman.” 
 
    Tom frowned. Something was wrong with that statement, but he sure didn’t know what. 
 
    “Hold still, Tom. We’re going to put some Nair on you.” 
 
    Tom remained motionless, even when the slimy stuff was wiped over his body. He felt hands in gloves smoothing the goop on him, then smushing it into his groin. Finally, somebody put goggles on his eyes and his hair was covered with Nair. 
 
    Minutes passed. Long minutes that passed rather fast. Then hands started washing him off. He stood in the center of the warehouse and wash clothes ran over him. Soap and water, and his limbs were revealed as hairless. 
 
    “Over here, Tom. Lay down on this table.” 
 
    The table was shiny. It was a doctor’s table. Or a patient’s table,. Or something. The surface was cold, but Tom just lay on it and waited. 
 
    Faces above him. A circle of faces, then hands were touching his pectoral muscles. 
 
    Tom wasn’t a large man, and the hands pushed his pectorals this way and that, then a needle was inserted, pressure in his chest. Another needle and more pressure. Another needle. 
 
    The pricks in his flesh seemed to circle first one pectoral, then the other. Then there were more pricks, and somebody was murmuring something about ‘evening them out.’ 
 
    Evening what out? 
 
    What was going on? 
 
    But Tom didn’t have enough awareness to frame his questions. 
 
    “Okay, he’s officially stacked now.” 
 
    Tom stood up. A circle of a half a dozen women, unrecognizable women, stared at him. 
 
    He looked down, he had tits. Breasts. Big uns. 
 
    Why? Something bothered him, but it was a little bother and a long way a way. 
 
    “Do we have a bra big enough for those?” 
 
    “I’ll give him my bra if I have to.” 
 
    “Heck, he might even be bigger than you!” 
 
    “Well…he’ll have to go shopping.” 
 
    Assorted jibes and giggles rose up. 
 
    “Come along Tom.” 
 
    Tom was led to a vanity table and his shoulders were pushed on. He sat and stared at himself in a mirror. There were circular bulbs around the mirror and his face was brightly illuminated. His face with no head of hair. 
 
    “Okay, girls.” 
 
    Hands pulled his own hands out to the sides of the vanity table. 
 
    Hands pulled his feet out. 
 
    Hands trimmed his nails, sanded them, worked the cuticles. 
 
    Tom watched himself in the mirror without interest. He knew he should be interested, something was happening, but he just couldn’t summon the interest. 
 
    Hands plucked his eyebrows, made pretty, little arches of them. 
 
    Sponges scrubbed across his face, and the sponges turned dark. 
 
    Primer was applied, and his face turned white. 
 
    He glanced down at his fingernails. The women were putting long, fake fingernails on his digits, then painting them a bright red. He started to move one hand, to lift it up and look at it, but one of the women said, “Don’t move your hands, Tom.” 
 
    Tom didn’t. But though he was drugged and didn’t care, it seemed like there was a faint shriek happening somewhere behind him, or maybe just in the back of his head. 
 
    The mirror was obscured as somebody sat on the vanity table and began coloring his eyes, mascaraing them, outlining them. 
 
    Behind him a woman pulled a wig over his head, glued it to his flesh. As the woman working on his eyes shifted around he could see his long, dark locks. 
 
    “Put the plumper on his lips first,” someone commented. 
 
    A small applicator brushed across his lips, then they began to burn. Not bad, but…burn. 
 
    Then his lips were coated with lipstick. Or, he thought he heard someone say ‘lipstain.’ Beause it lasts longer. 
 
    Finally, his make up was done, and he didn’t recognize the person in the mirror. Except that he knew it was him. But he was…different. 
 
    “He’s still got a hard on.” 
 
    “Not for long.” 
 
    He was lifted out of the chair and a brassiere was fitted around his chest. Good. The new tits on his chest were sagging a little and causing a little pain. 
 
    Panties.  
 
    “They don’t fit. Give him the shot now.” 
 
    “Okay, stand back. 
 
    Tom stood in a silent daze and felt the needle being injected into his groin area. 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “Fifteen minutes. Maybe less.” 
 
    “It only seemed like a second to Tom, but it was probably a few minutes, and a voice said, “There he goes.” 
 
    A face filled Tom’s vision. Unrecognizable face. 
 
    “You won’t get erections for a year, Tom. Small price to pay, considering where you’ve been putting that thing.” 
 
    Tom wished he knew who had said that to him, but the faces, with all the make up and dark glasses and similar lipstick, were all the same. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s see how those panties fit now.” 
 
    They fit fine. His penis was now as big as a pinkie, and about as stiff as a drunken worm. The women shoved it into his panties, pulled it down between his legs, and taped it in that position. 
 
    Giggles. “He’s not going to have a boner bump now.” 
 
    More giggles. 
 
    “Okay, Tom, we’re putting nylons on you.” 
 
    Several sets of hands rolling the stockings up his legs, then snapped garter straps to them. 
 
    “Good thing he’s so slender.” 
 
    “Makes his boobs look even bigger.” 
 
    As if they aren’t big enough already.” 
 
    Somebody pinched his cheek and called him cute. 
 
    A dress was put on him. It was pulled up and he was told to wiggle as hands pulled it up over his rump. 
 
    “Jeez! Look at him! He’s sexier than I am?” 
 
    “And that cleavage. Ooh la la!” 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    Tom caught a glimpse of himself in the vanity mirror. Yes. He had a female form. Round rump, tight waist, big boobs. Really big boobs. 
 
    “Aw, look. He’s starting to cry.” 
 
    “Big baby.” 
 
    “Dont’ cry, Tom.” 
 
    Tom, still under the drug, stopped crying. 
 
    “Okay, girls, last thing. Who’s got his heels?” 
 
    They held him up and slipped open toes, sling back, patent leather classics onto his feet. 
 
    Tom stared down, looked over his boobs, at the shoes. 
 
    He felt funny. What was he doing?” 
 
    “Let’s take him home.” 
 
    Tom was walked out of the warehouse and to the van. The women had to help him, to hold him up, because he couldn’t walk in high heels. Even with commands enforced by drugs, he wobbled and staggered. 
 
    “Wow. He really is beautiful.” 
 
    “Too bad he’s such a cheater.” 
 
    Tom blinked. What? There was something here he should remember. Cheater? But the words faded into the short time scheme of his awareness. 
 
    The van drove through town, and this time Tom was allowed a seat. He sat and looked out the window and wondered what was going on. The drugs were starting to wear off, but he was having such a hard time thinking. 
 
    The van arrived at his house and Tom was helped out of the van. He stood in the dawn and looked around, and realized that Ann was getting into the van. In fact, she had several suitcases, and the suitcases were being loaded onto the van. 
 
    “Where…where?” Tom mumbled. 
 
    But everybody ignored him. 
 
    He turned and stared at the van. “Why?” 
 
    Then Ann came up to him, slapped him in the face, hard, and said, “Remember that, you damned cheater!” 
 
    Then she got into the van and the van backed out and zipped down the street. 
 
    Tom stumbled down the driveway and looked after it. He was so confused. All those women. Cheater? And Ann…Ann… 
 
    He began to shed big tears in the dawn. 
 
      
 
    The women had timed the drugs well. Within fifteen minutes of coming home Tom was starting to figure things out. 
 
    He had been kidnapped and feminized. 
 
    But he was Tom, and he was a lawyer, and…Ann had left him. 
 
    But he didn’t know why! 
 
    He came to himself and found himself staggering around his house. 
 
    He was tired. Tired but wired, and he sat in the living room and watched the sun rise. 
 
    Orange light lit up his face, and he could see his reflection in the big picture window. 
 
    A beautiful woman. Long, dark hair. Perfectly made up face. 
 
    And his body was to die for. Svelte but abundant where it counted. Whatever the women did, they were good at it. 
 
    Time passed. He got up and went to the bathroom. There was a smell, and he thought it might be the drugs being exuded from his pores.  
 
    He took a sponge to parts of his body he could reach, then went to the kitchen. 
 
    He needed food. 
 
    He drank Coke and fixed a mess of sausages and tater tots. The food settled his stomach, helped him recover more, and he found that he was crying a lot. His make up was running, and he needed help. 
 
    But who would help him? He didn’t know any women outside his wife, and her friends were probably in on it, or at least knew what she had had done to him. 
 
    Then he had a thought. He picked up the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” came a sleepy voice on the other end of the line. 
 
    “I’m sorry to call you this early, but…” his voice sounded strange to him. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “No. I’ve had an accident and…I need help.” 
 
    “Can you come over or should I come to you?” 
 
    “I think you need to come to me…they…they glued the shoes to my feet.” 
 
    What a strange remark, and the woman on the other end of the line was puzzled, but she was also efficient. “Just stay where you are, I’ll be over as soon as I can get an Uber. 
 
    Tom hung up the phone and went back into the living room. the sun was now much brighter than orange, and he watched it and tried not to cry. 
 
      
 
    Her name was Shyla Bright, and she hung up, called an Uber, and got dressed. Five minutes later she was sitting in the back of a Prius, being transported to Tom’s house. 
 
    Tom sat in the living room, didn’t look around, felt the last effects of the drugs. His mind was working okay now, but his body was sluggish. 
 
    “Tom?” 
 
    “In here.” 
 
    Shyla entered the room and gasped. She was a good looking woman, a beautiful woman, and she stared at the new Tom. 
 
    “What…did you…what…” 
 
    Tom said, “I think my wife thought I was cheating. She had a bunch of her friends do this to me. I’ve got real tits now, and…I’m supposed to be limp. And…I’ve got tits. 
 
    Shyla came in front of him, she reached down and lifted his head. 
 
    Tom had big smears of mascara on his cheeks. His eyes were big and wet. A more miserable human being Shyla had never seen. And she had seen a lot of them. 
 
    “Oh…my, Lord… come with me.” 
 
    The layout of the house was easily diagnosed, and she led him down the hallway towards a back bathroom. 
 
    Tom continued rambling. “Of course I don’t know, but somebody said…they called me a cheater, and for this to be done…she had to have known…she left me…I’ve got tits.” 
 
    “Okay, Tom. I want you to relax. Take it easy, and I’m going to examine you. That means we’re going to undress you and I’m going to make sure you don’t need a doctor.” 
 
    “You don’t have to worry,” he said bitterly. “They gave me a shot, made my dick go down. They said I’ll be limp for a year.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Let me help you with this…” 
 
    Moving slowly, Shyla undressed Tom. She examined him all over. He had bruising in circles around his pectorals, and his cock truly was limp—she picked it up and shook it at one point—but other than that he was fine. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” he asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll help you.” 
 
    “Help me what?” 
 
    Shyla thought fast. 
 
    “I’ll help you adjust to this new body of yours. It looks like you’re going to have to learn how to be a woman for a while, and…and I’ll call the marshal’s service. 
 
    The marshal’s? He looked up at her, his eyes innocent and hurt at the same time. 
 
    A half an hour later two stocky men showed up. They wore blue wind breakers and carried Glocks in their side holsters. Their faces were blunt and it was plain that there wasn’t any nonsense about them. 
 
    One of them talked, the other checked the house, and even the immediate neighborhood. 
 
    Tom explained what had happened. When he was done the marshal he was talking to shook his head. “This is the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen. And I’ve seen some weird shit.” 
 
    “What am I going to do?” asked Tom. 
 
    “Well, first off, this should not affect the WitSec. Shyla is still under our department, and we need to finish the proceedings.” 
 
    “But…but I’m a woman now!” 
 
    The marshal nodded. “Don’t worry. We’ll go have a talk with your boss. Transitioning is not unheard of, and the people in your company will just have to accept the fact that you’ve transitioned.” 
 
    “But I didn’t transition?” 
 
    “”Okay, but whether you like it or not, you’ve been transitioned, and you’re going to have to get on with your life.” 
 
    Tom wasn’t happy, but what could he say? Or do? 
 
    The marshal picked up his phone and started making calls. 
 
    The other marshal came in and stared at Tom. He shook his head. 
 
    “What?” asked Tom. 
 
    “At least they made you beautiful.” 
 
    Tom snorted. He’d rather be ugly than be a girl, but it didn’t appear that he had that option. 
 
    The second marshal quietly observed, “You know, this might be better in the long run.” 
 
    “He’s been abused,” stated Shyla. “How’s that better?” 
 
    “We can move you into this house. Better security. More comfort. Not just for you, but for us.” 
 
    “But what if my husband finds me?” 
 
    “We can give you better security in this house than we could in a motel. 
 
    Shyla bit her lip, then she turned to Tom. “Come on, honey, let’s go take inventory. We’ll see what your wife left, then we can go shopping for you.” 
 
    She held out her hand and Tom reached out and took it. 
 
    Warmth in a world gone cold. 
 
    He clutched her hand and followed her to his bedroom. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Shyla moved in that very same day. The marshal’s took her back to the motel and gathered up her belongings and returned within two hours. 
 
    Tom was alone for that two hours, and it was the bleakest two hours of his life. He sat in the backyard and stared at the foliage and wondered whether he should go shoot himself. 
 
    There was no way he could hide what had been done to him. His hair was glued on, his nails were glued on, his make up was permanent. He couldn’t hide his tits, and…his cock was Mr. Limpit. He could feel it, but there was no way it was going to get hard. 
 
    For a guy who liked his dick…this was all pretty difficult. 
 
    But, two hours later Shyla moved in, as did the two marshals and life resumed. Sort of. 
 
    Tom slept in the main bedroom, and he had his own bathroom. He also had the swimming pool outside, but he wasn’t feeling like swimming. He had no idea what to do about his wig, or how to care for it. 
 
    Fortunately, Shyla took control. 
 
    While the marshals sat around and discussed basketball players and statistics, Shyla explained how to care for a wig, and explained that hair grew fast so just go with it and within a month or two things would be a different. 
 
    Then she gave him a lesson on make up, and they discussed clothes. 
 
    At first, Tom found it difficult. He had never been interested in such things as fashion and cosmetics, but now that he was under the gun, so to speak, he found that he had to be interested. 
 
    “Nylons last longer if you wash them by hand. This is true for all lingerie. just a quick wash, then leave them hanging up.” 
 
    Tom nodded and held a nylon. It felt smooth, slick, and he felt his own nylons. “This is so weird.” 
 
    “I know. But you’ll get used to it. Now as to whether you should wear panty hose or nylons that have to be held up with garters, the reasoning is that…” she continued, almost like a professor lecturing a student. 
 
    After an hour of this Tom blurted, “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    She heaved a sighed, which caused her chest to rise and fall admirably, and said, “You’ve been a big help to me. You know what my husband was like. But you’re helping me find a new life. Actually, I’m enjoying this. I’m helping you find a new life, and it’s sort of like having a younger sister.” 
 
    Tom snorted. 
 
    “Younger sister. Hunh! I’m the man who isn’t. and…” he fixed his eyes on her, “the weirdest thing is that we’re talking about sexy things, and my penis…my penis…” 
 
    “But those women told you you would get it back.” 
 
    “But…a year?” 
 
    “You went all the way to puberty and didn’t care about your dick. What’s a year?” 
 
    “A long time.” 
 
    She smiled. “Make the most of it. After a year you’ll go back to being the same old boorish male with no consideration for the finer things in life.” 
 
    He grunted. He wasn’t convinced. 
 
    Her kind words, however, were reassuring in a way. 
 
      
 
    The next day they went shopping, and this was a terrifying experience. 
 
    To the mall, dress shops, lingerie shops, cosmetic shops, jewelry shops. 
 
    Shyla ran interference for him, hinted that when he did speak he should speak in a higher voice, and gave him hints about how to walk in high heels. 
 
    They accumulated bags, and had to make a trip out to the car and back. 
 
    They ate lunch at a corner in the food mall, and Shyla explained about the different things women did when they ate. Taking small bites, not messing up the lipstick, not eating too much. 
 
    Then, more shopping. 
 
    By the end of the day Tom was exhausted. 
 
    The high heels he had been put into had been glued onto his feet. The marshals could get them loose, but it would take a day for them to get the solvent. 
 
    So Tom had been forced to walk in high heels, and his calves ached like the devil and his feet felt like somebody had pounded on them with a sledge hammer. 
 
    He entered the house, dropped bags, and went into his room and collapsed on the bed. 
 
    In a way, he was empty. He had cried, he had obsessed, he had been taken into public and forced to buy feminine clothes and accoutrements, and there was just nothing left in him right then. 
 
    Shyla entered the room and sat on the bed. She rubbed his back gently. “I know it’s tough, Tom. But everything gets better. Think about it like this: If you wake up feeling good, the day can only get worse. But if you wake up feeling grumpy, it can only get better.” 
 
    Her hands smoothed over his shoulders, brushed his hair and straightened it out. 
 
    Tom had thought he was empty, but he wasn’t. He began to cry. 
 
    Shyla turned him over and he cried in her arms. He cried and cried and cried. He had lost his wife, and he didn’t really understand why. His life had been totally turned upside down, and he hadn’t done anything to deserve it. 
 
    He cried, and she held him, and soothed him, and…he cried himself to sleep. 
 
    An hour later he woke up. The room was dark, for it was dusk. 
 
    He got up, felt oddly refreshed. Shattered and destroyed, but refreshed. 
 
    And he realized that from this point he had nowhere to go but up. Shyla was right. And he better get on with it. 
 
    He washed briefly, then walked out of the bedroom. 
 
    The marshal’s names were Fred and Donny. They greeted him, and he saw no condemnation in their eyes, or judgement. Nothing but a greeting. And they understood what he was going through. they must have heard him crying, but…could he be blamed. 
 
    “You’re just in time for Goop,” said Shyla, giving him a hug. 
 
    “What’s Goop?” 
 
    “Come on, I’ll show you.” 
 
    Goop was a mix of hamburger, Cream of Chicken soup, onions, celery, and a few spices. It was easy to make, served a lot of people, and delicious. 
 
    The two marshals and Shyla and Tom sat at the dining table and talked. Well, Shyla and the marshals talked. Tom sat and listened. And thought. 
 
    “Who was better, Shaq or The Bird.” 
 
    Tom realized he had been brooding when he heard the question, and he blurted, “The Bird.” 
 
    He was welcome in the argument, and the men hashed it out vigorously. 
 
    Shyla smiled. 
 
      
 
    The next day Shyla helped him get ready for work. She helped him into lingerie, helped him select a dress, fixed his make up, and even tucked his limp weenie into his panties and taped it in place. 
 
    She looked up when she was done and saw the expression on his face. “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “No lies between girl friends,” she spoke wryly, making him accept the situation. “Now, what?” 
 
    “It’s crude.” 
 
    “I’ve just handled your cock. What?” 
 
    “Well,” oddly, he wasn’t embarrassed, “I was just thinking that the last time I saw a woman’s head, like I just saw yours, was when she was giving me a blow job.” 
 
    Shyla stared at him, and he was afraid she had taken offense, then she grinned. “See? You’re already horny for blow jobs.” 
 
    He managed to widen his lips a little. “Isn’t that weird? I’m actually feeling horny.” 
 
    “Sex is in the mind, honey. It’s your mind that’s got a hard on.” 
 
    He chuckled, finally. 
 
    Over the last day the Marshal’s had handled his work. 
 
    He walked into the office and people tried not to stare at him. Women glimpsed, their faces froze, and they continued typing. Some of the lawyers at the drinking fountain actually managed to greet him. 
 
    He waved a hand, was too scared to talk, and went into his office. 
 
    Alan Baxter, the boss, entered his office. “Hey, Tom. I just wanted to tell you that every one understands. Any problems you come straight to me, got it.” 
 
    Tom nodded, and managed to haltingly whisper, “Th…thanks.” 
 
    “Now, is there any case you’ve got that needs extra attention, or even for you to recuse yourself?” 
 
    Tom shook his head. 
 
    “What about the Shyla Morgan situation?” 
 
    “Not a problem. The marshals actually moved her into my house. Better security.” 
 
    Alan nodded. “Unorthodox, but it makes sense. Well, you let me know if there is anything you need.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    That broke the ice for Tom. He had regained his power of speech, a very necessary thing for a lawyer, and he went to work. 
 
    All that day he interacted with fellow employees, and it wasn’t difficult. Get past the double takes, the hidden thoughts that weren’t so hidden, and it could have been fun. 
 
    During lunch some of the girls came into his office and talked to him. He was somewhat shocked when he was complimented on his looks. 
 
    “You’ve got such wonderful skin,” burbled Shelly from Receiving. 
 
    “And his hair is going to be perfect when it comes in.” 
 
    And the day passed. 
 
    Tom was still hurting, but life was taking over. He was starting on the road to recovery. 
 
     
 
    “How’d it go?” Shyla asked at dinner. 
 
    The two marshals looked up from cutting their pork chops. 
 
    “I survived.” 
 
    “Speak softer, higher tone.” 
 
    “I survived.” 
 
    One of the marshals, Donny, grinned. “You’re a natural.” 
 
    Which embarrassed Tom, but…so what? 
 
    “Okay, then, tonight we’re going to have a fashion show.” 
 
    “A fashion who?” 
 
    “You did well. Good. But you’ve got a lot to learn. Doing well as a man is nowhere near doing well as a woman.” 
 
    The two marshals were listening. 
 
    “So we’re going to go through all the stuff you bought yesterday, and you’re going to show them to our captive audience.” 
 
    The marshals looked at each other and shrugged. 
 
    So after dinner Shyla helped Tom change, and he showed outfit after outfit to the two marshals. 
 
    They often complimented, but what Shyla said, when they were changing in the bedroom, was fascinating. 
 
    “Fred was just talking. He doesn’t like that outfit.” 
 
    “He was? He sounded sincere to me.” 
 
    “Sounded, but wasn’t. He’s a polite man, but not forthcoming.” 
 
    Tom walked another outfit past the two marshals. Fred seemed happier this time, and Donny actually whistled. 
 
    Tom was terribly embarrassed. “These are guys whistling at me.” 
 
    “These are guys appreciating you as a female. Tell me, would you rather be appreciated for a babe? Or looked down upon as a skank?” 
 
    Tom blinked. “That certainly twists my mind.” 
 
    “Good. Hopefully it will twist you from being a stodgy, old male into a breath taking female.” 
 
    Tom was zipped up and showed off another outfit. 
 
    He was just getting ready to step into the front room when…DING DONG!               
 
    He panicked. He was dressed like a woman. He was going to have to answer the door. He was going to be seen by— 
 
    Shyla giggled. “Stop worrying. The marshals will get it.” 
 
    Donny answered the door and came out of the foyer with a thick letter. He handed it to Tom. 
 
    Tom wielded his fingernails and slit the envelope open. He looked at his nails, which had bugged him all day, and said, “There’s a use for these.” 
 
    “What’s in the letter?” 
 
    Tom read, and his face dropped, dropped, dropped. 
 
    Shyla touched his arm. “Bad news?” 
 
    “My wife. Ann. She’s suing. She wants the house, the car, alimony.” 
 
    Fred muttered, “Women. They’ll take your left nut if they—“ He looked around and realized he was being inappropriate. “Sorry.” 
 
    “No prob,” whispered Tom. 
 
    “So where does this put you?” 
 
    Tom actually smiled. “She screwed up. She walked out, she abandoned me, and I know every judge in the county.” 
 
    “So does the marshal’s service,” murmured Fred, probably trying to make up for his earlier remark. 
 
    Tom’s smile went away. “Still, I’d rather this whole thing never happened.” 
 
    There were nods around. 
 
      
 
    Time passes. A month passed. 
 
    Shyla began sleeping in Tom’s bedroom. 
 
    First it happened because they got a little too drunk and just passed out on the bed. 
 
    The marshals, professionals that they were, didn’t seem to notice. 
 
    Tom woke up, then Shyla woke up, and they had dry mouth and dizzy heads. 
 
    Yet, giggling, they made breakfast and kept chuckling whenever they looked at each other. 
 
    “Maybe I better sleep with you more often.” 
 
    “Maybe you better,” he agreed. 
 
    That was on a Saturday morning. That day they went out for shoes, Tom was getting used to high heels and he needed some more and better ones. Afterwards they stopped for a quick lunch. 
 
    Two guys came up and tried to pick them up. 
 
    “Sorry, guys,” said Shyla, stepping in for a tongue locked Tom, “but we’re lesbians.” 
 
    The guys laughed, and one said, “Well, can you make out for us a little?” 
 
    Shyla laughed, leaned over to Tom and took his mouth for a ride. 
 
    The guys were appreciative and left. 
 
    “That’s one of the things I miss most about being married. I miss being able to just make out, to kiss, to…” he trailed off. 
 
    “Honey, you can take advantage of my mouth whenever you want to,” Shyla drawled. 
 
    That night, after dinner, they were watching a movie. After the movie Tom decided to turn in, and Shyla, ignoring the raised eyebrows of the marshals, held his hand and walked him down the hallway. 
 
    Inside his bedroom they kissed. Long and passionate. Their mouths, searching out nooks and crannies, were moist and warm. 
 
    Shyla ended up sleeping in Tom’s bed again. 
 
    And did so every night after that. 
 
    They lay, and cuddled. Were entwined. They felt each others hearts pounding. 
 
    Shyla examined his dick minutely. “It’s so soft.” 
 
    “It’s like a worm on downers.” 
 
    “It’s cute.” 
 
    “Will you say that when I get it back?” 
 
    “Do you wonder, sometimes, whether it will come back?” 
 
    “Every day. It’s a constant fear. Yet, in a way…I sort of like it.” 
 
    “You do? Why?” 
 
    “Because there’ no sexual pressure. I don’t have to perform. When I sleep with you its better than when I slept with my wife. We’d fuck till dawn, but…it’s better.” 
 
    Shyla went up on an elbow. She played with his dick, gave it a little suck, which made him sigh, but that was about all. 
 
    He bent to her and began sucking on her breasts. Then he was fingering her, and finally he was down there, eating, slurping, making rude sounds that she loved, and which turned her on. 
 
    She began to think about cuming. And she thought about it more and more. 
 
    He worked her body, polished it with his hands. He plumbed her plumbing with his tongue. He felt every square inch of her. 
 
    The cum got closer, and closer, and she didn’t say anything. She didn’t want to jinx the moment. 
 
    It hit, a big, warm wave of oneness with the universe. It went on and on, more than a normal ‘dick inspired’ orgasm. 
 
    Finally, she went limp, lay there, staring at the ceiling. 
 
    “Oh, my forkin’ Lord.” 
 
    “I did all right?” 
 
    “Oh, baby. You did.” 
 
    They lay there in the silence for long minutes. Then she said, “I can do that to you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Make you cum.” 
 
    He looked at her. “Not for a year.” 
 
    “There’s other ways of making love.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “We need to get a strap on, for me, but there’s no reason we can’t use it on you.” 
 
    Tom stared at her face. 
 
    She kissed him. She said, “Why do you think gays like anal sex?” 
 
    “I’ll feel gay.” 
 
    “You’ll feel gay if you’re gay. You don’t feel like a gay to me.” 
 
    Tom was thoughtful for a long moment, then Shyla said, “I read that anal sex was quite common in Roman times. It was considered okay to be the one doing the fucking, not so honorable for the guy on the bottom. Considering your situation, it doesn’t matter. Are you still horny?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Then we should consider this. There’s nothing wrong with getting a little relief, and, judging from history, you’ll probably like it.” 
 
    A very long moment after that Tom said, “Okay.” 
 
    Shyla kissed him. “I want to do this for you. I’ll see to get the strap on.” 
 
      
 
    Tom had to go to the courthouse occasionally, and he kept track of the filings, so he knew when Ann got a date for the divorce hearing. Thus far he hadn’t responded. And he didn’t intend to. 
 
    He would look at the legal documents he had received, and he had received telephone calls from her lawyer, but he refused to talk, simply said, “See you in court.” 
 
    He did, however, set a private investigator on the trail of the women who had transitioned him. 
 
    They had thought they were clever, that they could do bad things and stay hidden. They were ill informed and over confident. 
 
    Tom found the warehouse, found the landlord of the warehouse, found who the renters were, went through layers of subterfuge, and it was easy. 
 
    Tom wound up with a folder with the details of the six women who had kidnapped and feminized him. 
 
    He sat through many a night, sucked many a glass of whiskey, and pondered what to do about the women. 
 
    He still didn’t know why they had called him a cheater. 
 
    Months passed, and legal proceedings take a long time to come to fruition. 
 
    Tom kept dropping by the courthouse, and he noticed a man watching him. The man was five foot ten, had narrow features and slicked back hair. He sometimes wore sunglasses, and he frequently read a newspaper, seeming to cover his face with it. 
 
    Tom walked out of the courthouse and the man sauntered after him. 
 
    Around the block, looking in windows, seeing the reflection of the man trying to be inobvious.  
 
    He was definitely following Tom. 
 
    Tom went into the courthouse again, acting like he had forgotten something. He went to the cafeteria and sat at a far table. 
 
    The man sashayed in, looked around, spotted him, and sat behind a rubber tree at the other end of the room. 
 
    Tom dialed a number and waited. 
 
    “Donny here.” 
 
    “Hey, Donny, this is Tom. Somebody is following me.” 
 
    Tom could almost feel the grin coming through the phone lines. 
 
    “Describe him.” 
 
    “Dark suit, five ten, slender but not skinny. Wide shoulders, mean face.” 
 
    Tom went on and on, as a lawyer he was used to detailed descriptions, and he heard the scratchings of a pencil through the phone as Donny made notes. 
 
    “Can you stall for an hour? Then come on home?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Tom hung up, then began reading a book on his phone. 
 
    His shadow, whoever he was, wouldn’t know whether Tom was reading legal briefs or novels, and Tom didn’t care. 
 
    An hour later Tom shut his phone, stood up and stretched. 
 
    He walked out of the courthouse, and was aware that men were checking him out. Looking at his fanny. His boobs. His made up face. 
 
    He kept his smile on the inside. He was used to it now, and he even thought that men were sometimes foolish.  
 
    What did the shape of a woman’s ass tell you about her personality? 
 
    Nothing. But it told the woman something about the man. 
 
    Tom headed for his car and drove home. He made a quick call to make sure they were ready, then turned up his street and into his driveway. 
 
    But the man didn’t follow him. 
 
    There were four more marshals in the house, and men on phones indicated there were three cars on the streets with more marshals. But the fox had escaped the trap. 
 
    Shyla was scared, and Tom took her into the bedroom and they had a long talk. 
 
    “You think it was him?” 
 
    “Pretty sure, but you have nothing to worry about.” 
 
    “You’ve never seen how mean he can be.” 
 
    “You’ve got eighteen US marshals and me.” He grinned. 
 
    “You!” she chuckled. 
 
    “Hey!” he protested humorously, “I’ve still got a little male muscle left.” 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed him. “I don’t think I want your male muscle.” 
 
    Tom held her, and whispered. “My boobs are getting smaller again. Do you want me to get more shots?” 
 
    “How about full on implants?” 
 
    Tom nodded. Then, “What about my dick? It’s going to come back one of these days.” 
 
    She backed away from him, bit her lip. “We’ll handle that when the time comes.” 
 
    “You don’t want me with a dick?” 
 
    “I do! But…there’s a part of me that’s scared you’ll turn into a hairy chested child.” 
 
    “I would never abuse you.” 
 
    She said nothing. But she was worried. 
 
    “I’ve learned since Ann dumped me.” 
 
    “I don’t think she dumped you because you were a brute.” 
 
    “Maybe not. But being a woman…I’m a softer person.” 
 
    “Well, you’ll recover your penis, and then we’ll make up our minds.” 
 
    Tom nodded, and they kissed again. 
 
      
 
    Midnight is the quiet time. Midnight is when the day changes. Midnight is when the sneaks come out. 
 
    Tom was sleeping, Shyla was sleeping with him. Their limbs were entwined. They breathed each others air. 
 
    Fred and Donny were asleep in the spare bedroom. A third agent had been called in, but he was slumbering  in the front room. He wasn’t very good at night watch. 
 
    Click. 
 
    The garage door opened. A shape slunk through the kitchen. 
 
    The man in the front room stirred, but didn’t awake. 
 
    The shadow slunk closer, raised a hand, dropped it. 
 
    CLUNK! 
 
    The night watch man was going to be slumbering for a few extra hours. 
 
    In the bedroom Tom awakened. Something in the night. Hairs shivering on the back of his neck. His eyes were wide open and he knew something was wrong. 
 
    The shadow man slithered down the hallway, listening at the door behind which the marshals slept. 
 
    Tom stood up and walked softly to the door. He listened. 
 
    He was unaware that at the exact same moment the shadow was listening on the other side of the door. 
 
    Tom turned and opened his mouth. He was going to wake Shyla. The motion of the door opening stopped him. 
 
    He turned and the shadow moved into the room. He was holding a knife in his hand. 
 
    Tom tackled, wrapped his arms around the shadow. The knife went back and forth. Tom felt a few cuts and he tried desperately to contain the attack. 
 
    “TOM!” 
 
    The sound of feet in the hallway. 
 
    Suddenly the light went on and two US marshals were pointing their guns at the shadow. 
 
     
 
    “You did good, Tom,” Fred said as the paramedics taped up his arms.” 
 
    “I took a couple for the team.” 
 
    “Yep. Better you than me,” Donny quipped. 
 
    Shyla was sitting next to Tom. 
 
    The shadow sat on the floor, his wrists handcuffed behind him. If looks could kill… 
 
    Shyla looked at the shadow. “Why didn’t you just go away?” 
 
    “You’re mine, you bitch.” 
 
    “And if you can’t have her then nobody else can have her. Right?” 
 
    The shadow, whose name was Ernie Morgan, glared at the marshal. 
 
    Donny smiled, “Well, now you got problems. With the charges testified to by Shyla for your racketeering, and your current little escapade, you should be in jail for a good, long time.” 
 
    “Ah…fuck you.” 
 
    At that moment more marshals entered the room. They bundled up the gangster and walked him out of the room. 
 
    “So that’s it,” said Shyla. 
 
    Fred knew what she was referring to. “By tomorrow noon we’ll have new assignments. We’ll be watching over some other witness in the program.” 
 
    “I won’t see you again.” 
 
    “Don’t say never, but…no.” 
 
    “Well, thanks.” 
 
    He grinned. “My job, missy.” Then he turned to Tom. “Good luck, man, or ma’am, or whichever you prefer.” 
 
    Tom shook hands, was aware of his long nails in the other man’s hand. “Thanks.” 
 
      
 
    Tom was okay, only a couple of surface slices, but he spent the day ‘recovering.’ 
 
    Shyla happily helped him. 
 
    They talked, they drank, they ate, and the evening came. 
 
    “Okay, Tom. Are you ready to fuck?” 
 
    “Who’s first?” 
 
    “Up to you.” 
 
    They were in the bedroom and Tom was holding the strap on. He stood up and put it on. 
 
    “Let me use it first, then, if I’m still brave…” 
 
    Shyla was in a gown, no lingerie beyond that, and she lay on the bed. 
 
    “How does it feel to have a hard on again?” she teased. 
 
    “Weird. Good. Weird.” 
 
    They laughed, and Tom moved onto the bed and took her in his arms. 
 
    Making love with a dildo is far different than with a dick. 
 
    A dildo is unforgiving, even the softer latex kind. 
 
    Sometimes the sensations are better, sometimes worse. You have to find the tool that suits you. 
 
    Shyla knew what she was doing when she picked out a dildo for Tom. It was just hard enough, just flexible enough, and it had little nubs on the shaft. 
 
    Tom warmed Shyla up. He kissed her everywhere, fingered her, and she was moist when he finally put the tip to her pussy. 
 
    He slid in, and Shyla gasped. 
 
    He took his time. He was female gentle, and Shyla quickly relaxed. 
 
    “Oh, Tom…” he was balls deep in her, and moving so softly, and she groaned as he made love to her. 
 
    For Tom it was otherworldly. He had a dick, but couldn’t feel it. In a way he was scared of wielding it. He wanted to feel, to judge, to adjust his motions to the moment. 
 
    She ended up being hungrier than him. She turned him over and rode the dildo. She grasped his boobs and tilted her hips and drove up and down. 
 
    And she came. A good, hard, insistent cum that ravaged her body and turned her inside out. 
 
    They lay there, him playing with her breasts, and her just recovering. 
 
    She looked at him. “Well?” 
 
    “A very deep subject.” 
 
    She took off the strap on off him and put it around her own waist. 
 
    Tom scooted back on the bed. 
 
    “Turn over. All fours.” Her voice, though she had just cum, was a sexy growl. 
 
    Tom turned on all fours and Shyla rubbed lubricant into him. 
 
    Tom sighed. He wasn’t scared so much as nervous. 
 
    She rimmed him with lubricant, pushed gobs of the s tuff into him. 
 
    “I’m going to be pooping lube tomorrow.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Then she put the tip of the dildo to his butt. She gently moved forward. “Relax, honey.” 
 
    He tried his best, but it took a while. He kept feeling little squirts of sharp pain, and she would caution him to relax, and they kept going and going, and eventually the tip of her cock was in him. 
 
    He sighed, and that was the sign. She gently pushed into him. 
 
    He felt the nubs on the dildo rubbing against his anal nerves, and it was like somebody had electrified his ass. It felt good. It felt so good it was scary. but in that moment he stopped resisting. 
 
    Shyla moved in and out. She reached around and cupped his breasts. He could feel the plastic balls moving up against his own balls. 
 
    For long minutes they screwed. At one point he felt like peeing, and the sensation whelmed over him. Then he was done peeing, and he said, “I think I’m done.” 
 
    Shyla pulled out of him and noticed the cum under his slack penis. 
 
    “You came.” 
 
    “I did?” 
 
    “All over the place.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “You’ve been officially relieved. Of course it will only last a day or two, then you’ll be hornier than ever.” 
 
    “Then you’ll have to screw me again.” 
 
    “Oh, no. I’m going to make you beg.” 
 
    Shyla put a towel over the wet spot and they went to sleep.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Ann and Greta stood on one side of the court. Tom and his lawyer and Shyla stood on the other side. 
 
    The judge recognized Tom immediately. He didn’t say anything, but he knew Tom. 
 
    Ann got up and made her case. She wanted property, cars, alimony, and a slice out of Tom’s ass. For proof she presented pictures of Tom walking Shyla to a motel room door. Number seven. 
 
    The judge studied the photos. “Tom?” 
 
    Tom and his lawyer stepped up to the bench. “We’d like to request an in chambers conference, your honor.” 
 
    The judge frowned, but so ordered. As the lawyers filed into the judge’s chambers Greta could be heard saying, “Where are they going?” 
 
     
 
    “Okay, gentlemen. Make it good.” 
 
    Tom’s lawyer stepped up. His points were clear and succinct. 
 
    “Your honor. The woman in that photo is Shyla Morgan, who is present in court today. She is in the witness protection program, and Tom was assisting her in her efforts to enter the community. He was liaising with the US marshals over such things as residence, licenses, work programs, and so on. 
 
    “Because she is in the witness protection program we ask the courts understanding in dismissing this case, without the possibility of bringing it up again. 
 
    “Tom’s wife jumped to a conclusion, has no real evidence, compromised a federal program, and had her friends kidnap Tom and feminize him. She then abandoned him, and has made no effort at communication this entire time.” 
 
    The judge was leaning forward no, and he wasn’t looking too friendly. 
 
    There was more, a lot of little bits and pieces. There were affidavits from two US marshal’s who thanked Tom for his help in assisting their client, and then in helping in the arrest of Ernie Morgan, a notorious criminal. 
 
    And there were six files describing the maiming of Tom for the purposes of feminization. 
 
    Finally, the behind the scenes conference was at an end, and the men, and one woman, marched back into the court room. 
 
    The judge sat up straight. “It is the finding of this court that Thomas Bensen is guilty of all charges.” 
 
    Ann and Greta sat up straight and grinned. 
 
    “It is decided that Ann Bensen will be awarded the sum of $1.” 
 
    Ann and Greta’s faces fell…fell…fell. 
 
    “Furthermore, bailiff, please take those two women into custody. And we will be issuing warrants for five other women.” 
 
    The deputies moved forward and surrounded Ann and Greta. 
 
    Ann was stunned, and she was moved along without incident. 
 
    Greta, on the other hand, was outraged. “What happened? What is this? What did you do?” 
 
    But nobody would tell her. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
     
 
    I loved the Squid Games. Imagine being in one of those? Putting your life on the line? What fun, eh? 
 
      
 
    Of course, there are more important things than life, and in this tidy, little tale Beau Dandy is about to play the game, and he is about to make decisions concerning those most important things. 
 
      
 
    Come on, kids, let’s go along for the ride and see how Beau fares! 
 
    And remember…STAY HORNY! 
 
      
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Beau, we’re letting you go.” 
 
    Beau stared at his boss. “But, Shiela, I’ve been working…” 
 
    “Yes, but it’s pretty obvious that you’re at a disadvantage, and your sales numbers are not as high as the girls. 
 
    The girls. That was the key. They were girls, good looking, and men bought in bulk from them. They would bat their eyes and giggle and…CHING! Another order. CHING! Another order. CHING! 
 
    “But, Shiela! I’m a great salesman! I’ve had the highest statistics for ten years running! Surely—“ 
 
    “But the other salespeople are winning, and you’re no longer the top dog.” 
 
    “But my sales are still high!” 
 
    “But not as high as the others. Sorry, Beau. You’ve got two weeks notice. You’ll get a month vacation pay, and…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    Beau stood on the carpet in front of her desk and knew what had happened. 
 
    The firm had started hiring women, and he wasn’t a woman, and he couldn’t compete with tits and ass and a smile that promised delight. 
 
      
 
    Three minutes later Beau walked out of the office. 
 
    He had two weeks, and then what would he do? 
 
    Live off his wife.  
 
    Unemployment. 
 
    Foodstamps. 
 
    Shame. 
 
    He drove home slowly and pondered his future. 
 
    He was a soft man. Slender, long hair, an oval face with petulant lips. He could probably get a job at MacDonalds, but…he liked sales. Unfortunately, companies wanted sexy women. 
 
    What was he going to do?
A half hour later he pulled into his driveway and stopped. 
 
    He had a house, and house payments, and insurance, and…what was he going to do? 
 
    He stepped out of the car and walked slowly to the front door. He opened it and walked in, and almost tripped a suitcase. 
 
    “Oh, good! You’re home! I thought I was going to have to call an Uber!” 
 
    “What…what is…” 
 
    “I’m leaving you, Beau. I want more.” 
 
    Nora pulled on her gloves, picked up her purse and keys and grabbed the handle of the suitcase. She brushed past him and out the door. 
 
    “More what?” He followed her out the door. 
 
    She spun on him. “I’ve fallen in love.” 
 
    “What? But…we’re married!” 
 
    “We’ll get a divorce. I’ll expect alimony.” 
 
    “But…but how can you leave me? Who is he?” 
 
    She looked at him sadly. “Beau, Beau. It’s not a he.” 
 
    His mouth dropped. 
 
    “That’s right, sweetheart. I’ve fallen in love with another woman.” 
 
    “But…but…but…” 
 
    She explained the facts of life to him. 
 
    “You don’t make enough money. You aren’t much of a man. Your dick is even…small.” 
 
    “But a woman has no dick at all!” 
 
    “Women know about dildos and such. Face it, honey, you can’t even compete with a dildo.” 
 
    She put her suitcase in the back seat, her purse in the front, went around and got behind the wheel. 
 
    “You can’t leave me!” he wailed.  
 
    She smiled, backed out, and zoomed down the street. 
 
    Beau stood there, slump shouldered, and whispered, “But that’s my car!” 
 
    For a long minute he stood there, watching the empty street as if his wife would suddenly return, laugh, and tell him it was all a joke. 
 
    Suddenly, he smelled something. EW! He turned. His neighbor, Josh, had let his big Rottweiler take a big dump on his lawn. 
 
    Josh was standing at the corner of his property, holding the leash. When Beau saw him he stepped off the property and gave a low whistle. 
 
    The Rottweiler, scratched his feet, tearing up a little lawn, and left the big, pile of smelly poop. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Sorry, neighbor.” But it looked like Josh was snickering. 
 
    Beau walked over to the big, steaming pile and looked down at it in disgust. He swung his foot to kick the feces into the street, but his foot slipped, swung up into the air, and he fell, his butt landing right in the warm goo. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” he blurted. 
 
    On the other side of the fence Josh laughed just loud enough to be heard. 
 
      
 
    Beau took his pants off in the garage and put them in the washer. The washing machine working, he stepped into the kitchen and poured himself a drink. Bourbon and Coke. A libation that he sorely needed. 
 
    He swirled the liquid in the glass, heard the ice cubes clink, and lifted the glass… 
 
    TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT! 
 
    He lowered the glass and picked up his cell phone. He didn’t recognize the number, and he almost hung up, but… “Hello?” 
 
    “Hello, Mr. Dandy. I know that you’ve lost your job, that your wife has left you, and that you just sat down in a stinking pile of shit.” 
 
    Beau stared at the phone. He looked around. WTF? 
 
    “Who is this?” 
 
    “The question isn’t who is this, it’s what can I do for you. And I can give you ten million dollars.” 
 
    Again, Beau almost hung up. This had to be a joke. This had to be…but the voice was an even baritone, sounded sincere, and… “And why would you give me ten million dollars?” 
 
    “I represent a group of elite citizens. We are bored, and we want entertainment. So we hack into security systems, CCTV, all that sort of thing, and we give contestants a chance to entertain us. If you can entertain us, if you can do the ten things that we ask of you, we will put ten million dollars into your account.” 
 
    Beau thought of several movies with that premise. For the third time he was tempted to hang up, but the temptation to end the call was growing weak. After all, ten million dollars? 
 
    He gavein with a weak chuckle. “What, you’re going to ask me to kill somebody? I’ve seen that movie.” 
 
    “Oh, no. We aren’t interested in pain and torture. That’s another show. What we are interested in is if you can become another person. We give you tasks, you perform them. It will entail a bit of humiliation on your part, and some sacrifice, but, if you have the courage…ten million dollars.” 
 
    Beau stood, looked down at his glass. 
 
    “Go on, Mr. Dandy. Take a drink. Think about it. Ask your questions.” 
 
    Beau tilted the glass and took a big glug. The liquid burned down his throat and splashed in his stomach. Suddenly everything felt surreal, out of control, like somebody was pushing the buttons of his life. 
 
    He lowered the glass. 
 
    “I hope that helps, Mr. Dandy.” 
 
    “It does,” he admitted. “Now who is this?” 
 
    He could almost feel the smile on the other end of the connection. On later reflection he would realize that this was the moment the person on the other end knew that he was hooked. 
 
    “I want you to think about something, Mr. Dandy. Ten million dollars will pay off your bills. With proper investments you will never have to work again. And, here is the sweet part…your wife has left you, abandoned you, and abandonment releases you from such bothers as alimony. That ten million will be yours to keep. All of it. And your wife can go piss up a rope.”               
 
    A blurt of a laugh erupted from Beau’s throat. He thought he loved his wife, but—she fell in love with a woman? She had left him! She had walked out and…and told him his manhood was too small. 
 
    “There are conditions, of course, Mr. Dandy.” 
 
    “What conditions?” 
 
    “You must complete all ten tasks. If you fail to complete you lose everything you have won.” 
 
    Beau took another sip of bourbon. This time it didn’t burn. Things were happening in his mind and he was too distracted to feel the hot liquid. 
 
    “So you give me things to do, and I do them, and…it’s like I get a million dollars for each task.” 
 
    “It sounds like you don’t believe me.” 
 
    “You’ve got to admit, it sounds a bit ludicrous.” 
 
    “You’re right, it does, so how about if I prove it?” 
 
    Beau was silent for a moment, then: “How?” 
 
    “We’re going to put a million dollars into your bank account. We will give you the task, and then you can make up your mind. Will that be proof enough?” 
 
    Beau nodded, then realized that he needed to speak up. 
 
    “Are you watching me right now?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Hang up and we will take that million dollars out of your account.” 
 
    “You already put it in?” 
 
    “Check your bank, Mr. Dandy.” 
 
    Beau tapped his cell phone, looked at his bank account. He had had $473.28 in the account that morning, and he hadn’t spent anything, and…his eyes opened wide. 
 
    “$1,000,473.28.” 
 
    “Of course, if you don’t do the task, that money will disappear. But if you do, and you complete the following nine challenges, you would have $10,000,473.28.” 
 
    Beau was convinced. He lifted his glass and drank the rest of the bourbon. He felt nothing. It was like drinking soda water. It was real. $10,000,000. Pay off his bills. And Nora couldn’t touch it. Then he had a thought. 
 
    “Is this tax free?” 
 
    The voice laughed. It was a good laugh, an honest laugh. “No. But now that you’ve brought it up…we’ll pay the taxes for you. So you will be guaranteed the complete $10,000,000.” 
 
    Beau stared at his cell phone. He stared at the numbers. He considered the freedom this would give him. 
 
    “What say you, Mr. Dandy? Would you like to keep that money in your account? And earn nine million more? Or would you like to hang up. 
 
    Hardly daring to breath, Beau whispered, “What do I have to do?” 
 
      
 
    Beau hardly dared breath. He giggled. He had to…what the fuck? And…he wanted to! Badly! 
 
    And, fortunately it was dusk. If it was broad daylight he couldn’t have done it. But it was dusk, and he had a full load. He could do this. 
 
    But the dog…hmm. 
 
    He went to his office opened a drawer and took out a taser. A tiny light indicated it was at full charge. 
 
    He walked to the front door, not much daylight left, all gloomy. He could do this. 
 
    He walked to the end of the driveway and turned left. Around the corner and up his neighbor’s driveway. 
 
    The lay out of the land worked for him here, too. The driveway curved, there was a short hedge at the front of the property, and a tree. He could still be seen from the street, but they would have to look carefully. And he wasn’t going to be taking his own sweet time. 
 
    In front of Josh’s house was a three foot length of rose garden. The porch was brick, and there was a little patio in front of the roses.  
 
    Right behind the porch was the kitchen window and Josh could be seen talking to somebody. Laughing. No doubt at how he had let his killer dog dump a load on his neighbor’s lawn. 
 
    Beau stopped in the middle of the patio area, and at that moment Josh saw him. 
 
    Beau smiled, pulled his underpants down, and squatted. 
 
    The panic on Josh’s face was a delight. He could hear him yelling, “Hey!” 
 
    Beau grunted and pushed out a log. 
 
    Oh, God it felt good. Not just the relief, but knowing that he was finally getting back at his stupid neighbor. 
 
    The front door opened and Josh came out, Brutus on a short chain. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing? Get out of my yard!” 
 
    Josh loosed another log. It criss crossed over the first one. He giggled. He felt like he could build a log cabin house. 
 
    “Do you hear me! Damn it! I’m going to turn my dog loose!” 
 
    Brutus was snapping and snarling and barking and generally going wild. 
 
    Beau held up the taser so Josh could see it. 
 
    Another grunt. 
 
    Josh held onto his dog tightly, and Beau was glad. He liked animals. It was the owners that he sometimes had the upset with. 
 
    “You…you…you…” Josh sputtered. 
 
    Beau finished, stood up and pulled his pants up. Now he noticed Josh’s wife staring out the kitchen window. He gave a cheerful wave, turned around, and went home. 
 
    Behind him he could hear Josh’s wife saying, “I told you not to…” 
 
    Well, he probably wouldn’t again. Brutus would be finding other places to shit. 
 
     
 
    “Congratulations, Mr. Dandy. You will notice that your one million dollars stays in your account. But if you can’t complete the next nine tasks it will. By the way, we will be blotting out names and posting your little trick on Facebutt.” 
 
    Beau grinned. He felt like a million dollars. 
 
    “Now, as to your next task.” 
 
    “Sure,” Beau said expansively. He felt like he could do anything. The unknown caller’s next words, however, made him pause. 
 
      
 
    Josh walked through the CVS pharmacy and had no idea what he was really looking for. Sure, he knew the words, and he knew what his wife bought, but it was the first time he had ever…there it was! 
 
    He selected a bottle of Nair, went to the counter and paid for it. Mildly embarrassing, but not really a big deal. 
 
    And, at home, he undressed, read the directions, and applied the Nair to his whole body. It didn’t take long for the burn to start, and he hopped into the shower and washed all the ugly, squiggly, little hairs down the drain. 
 
    Stepping out, he toweled himself off, and he felt truly weird. 
 
    One would think he would feel less, depriving himself of hair, depilating himself like that, but the opposite was true. 
 
    His skin felt electric. All his nerves seemed to be firing, and he had never felt his flesh feel so alive in his life. 
 
    And his skin now appeared white! Almost feminine. That was weird. 
 
    The phone rang. 
 
    “Congratulations, Mr. Dandy. You now have two million dollars in your account. Please use your cell and verify that this is true.” 
 
    Beau did, and he was delighted. Two million freakin’ dollars! 
 
    He took a screen shot. When this was all over he was going to send Nora a picture that would make her fill her panties! 
 
    “All right, Mr. Dandy. Are you ready for the next challenge?” 
 
    “Sure.” His confidence was climbing and he felt like he could whip a wild cat with his bare hands. 
 
    “Very well. Here are your next instructions…your next challenge. 
 
      
 
    Beau returned to the store, but now he was not feeling so confident.  
 
    First he went to a little rack on aisle 18. A the end of the rack, on a hanger, was a pair of shorts. They were real short, and a small size, but they were right where his mystery caller had said they would be, and he picked them up. 
 
    Next he headed for the cosmetics section, and his face started to glow a bit. 
 
    Nail polish. 
 
    His face red, Josh selected ‘Sally Hansen Insta-Dry,’ the color red,  and marched up to the front counter. 
 
    There were three people in front of him, and as the people were checked out more people came up behind him.  
 
    He kept his fist tightly closed over the polish and the enamel, but then his turn came and he had to open his hand and place the polish on the counter. 
 
    One time he had bought his wife Tampons, and this was just as bad. 
 
    His face bright red, he mumbled. “I’m buying this for my wife.” 
 
    The girl behind the register glanced at him, didn’t seem to care, and rang it up. 
 
    Beau studied faces in the display window behind the counter. Nobody in line seemed to care.  
 
    He took the little plastic bag and tried to walk slowly and confidently out of the store. 
 
    He felt about as confident as a poodle sitting on a chair made of cactus. 
 
    Outside, he breathed a huge sigh of relief. He had done it. The hard part was over. He headed for his car and home. 
 
    He had watched Nora put on nail polish enough times that he thought he knew what he was doing. 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    First, he wasn’t flexible enough. He could get bent over enough, but it hurt, and he couldn’t hold it long enough. 
 
    Second, the stuff didn’t seem to want to go on smooth and slick like it did when Nora applied it. 
 
    He took a break and watched some girls put nail polish on their toes on the internet. Bless Youtube. 
 
    He went back, took deep breaths, and painted his toe nails. 
 
    It wasn’t a great job, and he knew it, and he was relieved when the phone rang. 
 
    “Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! Please check your account and you will find that you currently have three million dollars in your account.” 
 
    Beau looked at his account, and his heart almost stopped. Three million dollars! He deleted the picture of two million dollars and took a new one. Three million dollars! 
 
    “Of course the next challenge will be a little more difficult.” 
 
    “Okay,” he mumbled. 
 
    “We would like you to…” 
 
    Beau drew in breath. 
 
      
 
    The shorts he had bought had panties in the right pocket, and a boy beater tee shirt in the left. 
 
    Beau took his clothes off and pulled on the panties. They were stretchy, but very tight. And the thong ran right up his crack. It felt sort of cool. But…it was weird. 
 
    He put on the boy beater and it was too tight, too. He didn’t have a big chest, he wasn’t one of these muscular guys, but his slenderness was plain to see. 
 
    He sat on his bed and pulled on the shorts. 
 
    They were, indeed, too small and too tight. The bottoms of the legs were right up against his crotch, and they were stretched so tight a pimple on his ass could be seen. 
 
    He didn’t have a pimple on his ass, thank God, but he did have a groin. 
 
    His penis was outlined by the skin tight clothes. Even his balls could be seen lurking under the material. 
 
    And his panty lines were plain to see. 
 
    It made his ass look…feminine. 
 
    The cut of the pants made it look like he had a small bubble butt. 
 
    Just standing in his bedroom, looking at his wall mirror, he was embarrassed. It was like his clothes were painted on. 
 
    Finally, he put on a pair of shoes. He choose a pair of tennis shoes. At least his toenails would be concealed. Thank God! 
 
    Beau walked down the hallway, picked up his keys and went out to his car. 
 
    He drove downtown and parked in a parking lot. He sat and worried for a long minute. 
 
    He looked ridiculous. He looked like a sissy. He was a man, dammit! 
 
    And he had three million dollars in the bank. And if he walked in and got a pedicure, just a pedicure, he would have four million dollars in the bank. 
 
    Beau made himself get out of the car. He stood still for a long moment, took deep breaths, then walked to the front entrance and entered the salon. 
 
    It was bright and cheery inside the beauty saloon. there were several women at several chairs, women under some weird sort of hair driers, sinks, smells, and happiness. 
 
    Beau stood for a moment, wanting to run out. He watched as the women took notice of him. They looked at him, his shirt and pants, and down his pale legs to his tennis shoes. 
 
    Some of them giggled. Some of them smirked. All of them tried to hold it in. 
 
    Beau was stuck. He was supposed to walk in to this place and somebody would help him, but… 
 
    “You must be Beau.” 
 
    A woman, slightly taller than him and with nice, round globes, wearing a lab type coat, stood behind a counter. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Come along, Beau. Let’s fix those tootsies of yours.” 
 
    She came out from behind the counter, very beautiful, very curvy and  proportioned, and perfectly made up, and led him down the row of chairs. 
 
    It was like he was on parade, and he tried not to look at the workers and their clients. They giggled and made whispered comments, but he let himself be led to the end chair and sat in it. 
 
    “I’ll be handling you myself, Beau. My name is Sophia. Now, let’s see about removing this gunk and I’ll give you a little lesson on how to apply nail polish. 
 
    His face brighter than a stop sign, Beau remained mute for a half hour, listening, watching, learning. 
 
    Women came and went in the little shop, and he was mortified by their inspections. 
 
    Still, it came to an end. He stood up and Sophia smiled at her work. 
 
    His toe nails looked a hundred per cent better. And he even understood the process. It might take a while, but he would be able to paint his own toe nails in the future. 
 
    Not that he would. Once this stupid ten challenges thing was done he would never touch his toenails with a ten foot brush! 
 
    “One last thing, hon.” 
 
    Beau looked at the woman. 
 
    She held out a pair of sandals. They had low heels. His toes would be fully exposed. 
 
    Now he was mortified. He was faint, he was so humiliated. He gripped the arm of the chair he had been sitting in and held himself up. 
 
    Sophia bent down and slipped his tennis shoes and socks off and put on one of the sandals. Then the other. 
 
    “There we go,” she said. “All prettied up and ready to go.” 
 
    Beau stared at his feet, swayed, and sat down. 
 
    “Come on, now. Up and at ‘em.” 
 
    Sophia helped him to stand up. 
 
    “What…what…” Beau was out of it, he was looking at the world but nothing was computing. “What…” 
 
    TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT! 
 
    “It’s your phone,” Sophia observed with a grin as his phone kept singing. 
 
    Dazed, unsure of himself, Beau took out his phone. 
 
    “Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! You are awesome! And…you now have four million dollars in your bank account. Please verify.” 
 
    Beau pressed buttons and his daze of mind lessened. Four million dollars will definitely bring one back to earth. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Sophia was watching with interest, and he couldn’t help himself. He turned the phone and showed her the figures. 
 
    Her eyes went wide. 
 
    “Now, for five million dollars, Sophia would like to take you to lunch.” 
 
    Sophia barely heard the voice, but she nodded. 
 
    “Okay, let me go change and—“ 
 
    “As you are.” 
 
    “As I…am?” Beau’s voice shrunk to a whisper. 
 
    “Come now, Mr. Dandy. The ladies in the salon have all seen you. Sophia is a very nice lady, and she’ll be by your side. And it is for a million dollars, after all.” 
 
    The phone clicked and Beau folded it and put it into his skin tight pocket. 
 
    “Shall we go?” asked Sophia. 
 
    Beau was aware that he was nodding his head, but he really wasn’t sure what was happening. 
 
    But…a million dollars. And he would have five million dollars. 
 
    Sophia led him past the giggling ladies and out to her car.  
 
    He sat down into her car, the passenger side, and shortly the night air was whizzing past his almost tearful face. 
 
    Sophia pulled into a parking lot and found a place.  
 
    Beau was hoping it would be some out of the way restaurant where he could hide his feet in a booth. No way. 
 
    Charley Coyote’s was the big nightspot in town. Celebrities went there, and even had to stand in line. 
 
    Sophia, however, did not have to stand in line. She sauntered past the line of people waiting to get in, dragging Beau by the hand.  
 
    Beau was aware of flashes going off. Paparazzi. Oh, my God! They were taking his picture. 
 
    A couple of women whistled at Beau, and there were some chuckles, but not too much. Beau was over the top, but people of his ilk did frequent the nightclub. 
 
    His ilk. What was his ilk? He looked like a damned fairy! But he wasn’t one! 
 
    Was he? 
 
    It is said that clothes make the man, and maybe they do. But do toenails make the man? 
 
    Sophia led him through the front part of the night club and out to the eating section. Then through the eating section to the patio. They sat at a table located in the middle of the patio, and Beau’s toenails were on full display. 
 
    The table was wrought iron with a glass top. It was small. If people couldn’t see his toenails from afar, they could look right through the glass and see his pretty toe nails. 
 
    “Would you like a drink, Beau?” 
 
    Beau did. Several drinks, and finally the alcohol muted his embarrassment. His face grew less red, and when Sophia asked him to dance he was fine with that. 
 
    Well, not fine, but at least not ready to bolt out of the club. 
 
    They sashayed around the dance floor. Sophia, taller than him, insisted on leading. 
 
    “Get used to it,” said Sophia. 
 
    She held his body in its skin tight pants and boy beater and whirled him around easily. 
 
    Beau could see people smiling at him, and he buried his face against her shoulder. 
 
    Sophia just chuckled, brushed his hair, and kept moving him around. 
 
      
 
    TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT! 
 
    They were in the car, heading back to the salon. Beau figured his challenge was over, and that he would be allowed to go home. And he was. 
 
    “Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! Wonderful. Simply wonderful. Our audience is particularly taken by you. You are, indeed, a natural woman.” 
 
    Beau was a little too drunk to object. 
 
    “You will confirm that you now have five million dollars in your bank account.” 
 
    Beau did so, and Sophia smiled as he grinned. 
 
    “Now then, Sophia will take you home, where you will get plenty of rest. In the morning she will pick you up and start you on the way to six million dollars. What say you?” 
 
    “Sure, yeah.” 
 
    “Or, you could ask her to spend the night. I’m sure she would love to spend the night with a millionaire.” 
 
    Beau hung up the phone. He considered the mysterious voice and what it had said. 
 
    He had suffered through unbelievable embarrassment, and the idea of asking Sophia to spend the night was nothing compared to what he had gone through.  
 
    He turned to her. “You’re going to take me home now.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Would you like to spend the night?” 
 
    Sophia kept her eyes on the road, but glanced at him. She bit her lip. 
 
    “I’m not in the habit of sleeping with men I just met.” 
 
    “Oh,” that actually saddened him. Things were going so well, and this small refusal…it didn’t feel good. 
 
    “However, if it’s NPA, I wouldn’t mind sleeping with you.” 
 
    “NPA?” 
 
    “No Poke Attached.” 
 
    Beau laughed. Was aware that it had been some time since he had laughed. “Sure,” he said. “NPA.” 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Sophia pulled into his driveway. They entered the house and he showed her around. At one point—he was showing her the swimming pool—he felt her eyes on his ass. 
 
    He spun around. “Were you just checking me out?” 
 
    Smiling, she said, “Absolutely.” She took him in her arms and began kissing him. 
 
    Sophia was a world class smoocher. Her lips were hot and warm and she knew how to use them. 
 
    She, being taller, bent him back a little, made him feel smaller, maybe even a bit feminine, and traced his mouth with hers.  For a long minute they made out, then she raised a hand to his chest, his skin tight boy beater, and felt his pectoral. It was like she was feeling his tits, though he didn’t really have any. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she whispered in the night. She grabbed his crotch and gently squeezed his package. He had been somewhat erect all night, but now he was super stiff. 
 
    She undid his pants, then pulled them down. And pulled down his panties. 
 
    In the darkness of the patio she bent to her knees and took him in her mouth. 
 
    “So this is NPA,” wondered Beau. 
 
    “No worry of pregnancy,” she whispered back, hefting his balls, making his knees weak. “And I don’t even care if you cum in my mouth.” 
 
    With such a fine invitation Beau couldn’t help himself. Having bare skin, painted nails, it had made him horny. He had been horny all night, and then Sophia had danced with him, pressing her body against his, and now…now she was sucking on his penis. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. I’m going to cum!” 
 
    Sophia worked even harder, and Beau felt the trigger click. His balls roiled and semen shot up his shaft. 
 
    Sophia sucked him neat, not spilling a drop, and he jerked and twitched and emptied his load. 
 
    Finally he was done, and she wiped her mouth and stood up. She kissed him gently, and he was a bit put off—he could taste the semen on her mouth—but he managed to go with it. 
 
    “Do you…do you want me to get you off?” 
 
    She was holding his penis and she shook it. “Honey, I’m sorry, but you’re just not big enough.” 
 
    He laughed, she laughed, he had just cum and his penis was shrunken. 
 
    But he had the feeling that she was talking about his dick being too small…even when it was hard. 
 
    That was what Nora had said, and now Sophia, and…he was now feeling a certain lack of confidence. 
 
    “Let’s go to bed now, hon. Tomorrow will come early, and I want to ready to rock.” 
 
    “Do you know what my next challenge is?” 
 
    “I do. But I’m not allowed to say.” 
 
    He frowned, but didn’t press it. 
 
    They slept in the same bed, and she masturbated on his fingers, then they slept.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “How was your night, Mr. Dandy?” 
 
    “Oh, it was good.” 
 
    Sophia giggled and ate her cereal. 
 
    “And are you ready for your next challenge?” 
 
    Six million dollars? Yeah! 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Very well. Today you are going to get a…” 
 
    Beau blinked. He hung up the phone. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “You’re going to give me a make over.” 
 
    “Isn’t that going to be fun?” She was cheeriness personified. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Aw, what’s the frown for, my little teddy bear?” 
 
    “I…a makeover? Men don’t get those. We get a hair cut. We cut our own nails.” 
 
    “And now you get to get your very own make over.” 
 
    Beau said nothing. His face could not be said to be happy. 
 
    “Heck, you’ve already got red-tipped tootsies, and you went dancing with me in that silly shorts and boy beater. What’s the big deal.” 
 
    Beau thought about it. She was right. And the contest was only going to last a few more challenges. Then he could wipe off the face paint and undo everything else in quicksnap time. 
 
    “Okay,” he made up his mind. Of course his mind was already made up. Five million dollars makes up a lot of mind. 
 
    They walked into the beauty parlor at nine in the AM, and there were already people there. Three old ladies were getting their hair done, two young women were having their nails done while they talked a mile a minute on their cell phones, and a young girl was cleaning up. 
 
    No sooner had Sophia put him in a chair than a couple of workers showed up to help. 
 
    One went to work on his hands. One went to work on his hair. And Sophia waited a short while, then started his make up. 
 
    Beau sat, and it was sort of peaceful. 
 
    Of course his heart was pounding, and his cock was back up again. He was going to need another blow job. Now if none of the girls noticed his boner in his skin tight clothes… 
 
    
Nice cock,” mentioned Sophia, then she giggled, and the others giggled. 
 
    Beau, planning on sleeping peacefully through the transition, wound up with a face redder than a tomato. 
 
    His toenails were done, so the girls prepared his hands. His fingers were trimmed, sanded, the cuticles pushed back, and they brought out a fake nail kit. 
 
    “Make them long,” said one of the girls. 
 
    “He’s getting used to them.” 
 
    “He’ll learn.” 
 
    They eventually settled on mid length coffin nails. Beau sighed and tried to relax.  
 
    “Use that glue. It’ll hold better.” 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    But he was trying to doze.  
 
    Hands worked on his hair, washing, curling, drying. 
 
    His nails took shape. Long, red shape. 
 
    Then Sophia started cleansing his face, and priming him. 
 
    He couldn’t sleep now, because his cock was really waking up. 
 
    He almost wanted to ask the girls if they got all excited by putting on make up, but he decided to hold his peace. They were already talking about his dick, and one of the girls kept placing objects in his lap, right on his dick, prior to using them. 
 
    The girls chatted, and laughed, and a couple of hours later they were done. 
 
    It was eleven o’clock and Sophia pulled him out of the chair turned him around. 
 
    Beau’s eyes opened wide, and he was aghast. His face was feminized. He looked like a girl. His hair was long and wavy and it looked like they had added extensions to it it, his lips were painted red, his eye’s had dusky eye shadow. 
 
    In fact, the only thing lacking was boobs!  
 
    He studied his body in its tight fitting clothes. 
 
    He murmured. “I can’t go out like this.” 
 
    TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT! 
 
    “Congratulations, Mr. Dandy!” 
 
    “I can’t go out like this!” 
 
    “Check your bank account.” 
 
    Beau worked his long fingernails over the phone with difficulty, but managed to bring up his account. 
 
    He was a mixed man at that point. Six million dollars…but looking like a girl. Fortunately, nobody would see him. He just had to go home and hide. 
 
    “And your seven million dollar challenge is…” and he explained it. 
 
    “No!” protested Beau. 
 
    “Come now, Mr. Dandy. Surely a little embarrassment is worth seven million dollars.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…do I have to?” 
 
    “Nope. You can quit now and all that money in your account will disappear.” 
 
    It took a long second, but Beau finally whispered, “Okay.” 
 
    Sophia’s eyes were alight when she took his hand and led him out of the salon. The girls waved good bye and said they hoped they would see him again. 
 
    Beau hoped not. 
 
    They drove across town to the mall, and the closer they got the more mortified Beau felt. 
 
    Sophia parked at the far end of the parking lot, it was crowded at the mall, and they walked to the entrance. 
 
    Walked amongst all the other mall goers. 
 
    The mall goers who glanced at his skin tight body and giggled. 
 
    Or, and this was a shock, appraised him. 
 
    He did look like a girl, after all. A flat chested one, but still a girl. 
 
    “Cheer up,” said Sophia at one point. “Raise your head and let the world know. There aren’t many as beautiful as you.” 
 
    Beau mumbled something, and now his face was the color of a sun burned cherry.  
 
    Inside the mall Sophia knew where she was going. She led him to a dress shop and bought him several outfits. 
 
    “You should be glad,” she nudged him. “Do you know how many ladies would give their eye teeth for a shopping spree like this?” 
 
    They went to a cosmetics store and bought tons of bottles and tubes and potions and solutions. The women in the store all looked at Beau, and a few of them realized he was a man—he did have the Adam’s apple, after all—but most accepted him as a woman. 
 
    They went to a lingerie store, and now Beau felt like he was out of his body, just a piece of meat being tugged around on a string. He heard a keening in his mind, sort of like tinnitus, but really loud. 
 
    Sophia talked to the girls, asked advice, and the girls spoke to Beau, and Beau suddenly realized people were talking to him. He was the center of a half a dozen beauties, and they were all chatting away, and it was about him. He heard words like transition, and transformation, and…something changed. 
 
    Suddenly the embarrassment faded. 
 
    In fact, it felt like some big piece of his mind had flipped over and proved to be…harmless. 
 
    Sophia noticed it. She noticed him starting to respond to questions, showing his teeth in a wan smile, looking around as if realizing where he was. 
 
    They finished shopping, and he had a big bag of kinky underwear. He had slips and bras and panties and…and bras? And why did they all have such big cups? 
 
    Sophia led him into a shoe store. 
 
    Flats. Low heels. And…high heels!  
 
    Lots of high heels! 
 
    She picked out sandals with heels, patent leather, sling backed, open toed…all sorts of heels. 
 
    He stood, a couple of inches taller, and Sophia had to buy some heels so she would be taller than him, and so she could act as an example when she taught him how to walk in heels. 
 
    They walked slowly through the malls, festooned with shopping bags, so many shopping bags that nobody could see how his ankles wobbled and he fought for balance. 
 
    Out into the parking lot and sunshine, and Beau started to giggle. 
 
    He looked like a girl. He was wearing lingerie and a dress, and nobody cared. 
 
    Oh, they looked at him, but now all the people didn’t even see him as a man. They saw him as a woman.  
 
    And he was learning how to make his heels click. 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    The sound of a powerful woman. 
 
    A sound designed to make men turn and stare because…damn! Look at that babe! 
 
    They stopped at a restaurant on the way home. Beau was loosening up. He didn’t object, he didn’t protest, he just went into the restaurant with Sophia. 
 
    They ate. He learned how to cut his hamburger into small pieces and eat like a lady. Heck, he learned to sit like a lady. 
 
    And he and Sophia talked. They discussed everything from politics to sports to the latest book. 
 
    It was easier being a woman than it was being a man. The words began to flow, he watched women around him, and he started trying to ape their mannerisms. 
 
    Sophia smiled. She was enjoying herself. She was getting paid for this, and it was fun. Beau was a pretty good sort, and he was adapting well to his situation.  
 
    TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT! 
 
    Beau was so into being a woman he was startled. Sophia laughed at the look on his face. “Go on, answer it. A phone is a girl’s best friend. 
 
    “Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! You now have seven million dollars in your account.” 
 
    Numbly, Beau checked his phone. Yep. Seven million smackeroonies. But the real surprise was that he had adapted. Something was different in him now, and he didn’t care about being a woman…except that he liked the feel of the lingerie, the swish of the skirts. He even liked the feel of the make up on his face. 
 
    “Are you ready to go for eight million dollars?” 
 
    “Uh…yes.” 
 
    He was surprised by the certainty in his voice. Yes. He was a different person. He was learning how to not care what other people thought. He was learning to live his own life, free from judgement, free from considerations and other bull stuff. 
 
    Twenty-four hours before he had been fired, his wife had left him, and a dog had shat on his lawn. 
 
    But what did it matter? 
 
    His boss didn’t know him. His boss was a sexist pig. Well, piglet. 
 
    And his wife…after all he had done for her, loved her, supported her, cared for her…and she just up and leaves him? And not even for a man! For a woman! For a lesbian! 
 
    In fact, considering all that had happened to him, considering all that had been done for him, Sophia and the mystery voice seemed to care more for him than those other people. 
 
    “Okay, Mr. Dandy. Going for eight million greenbacks, here’s what you have to do.” 
 
    And then Beau wasn’t so sure. 
 
    And he was. 
 
    And he wasn’t. 
 
    His mind, which had seemed so clear cut and sparkling a moment before, was right back in the muddled up mix of the contest. 
 
    But, eight million dollars, he stood up when Sophia stood up, and he followed her out of the restaurant. 
 
      
 
    “You’re amazing,” Sophia said, gazing down on him. 
 
    Beau lay on a gurney and was being wheeled through a hospital. Two nurses accompanied him, and he had just had a long meeting with a doctor. He had been measured, and given medical tests, and…and he was about to go in for surgery. 
 
    Beau smiled, and watched the ceiling pass over him. Toot toot. The breast implant express. 
 
    They wheeled him into a room filled with machines. Machines to help him breath, to measure his biometrics, machines for everything. 
 
    The doctor walked into the room holding his gloved hands up. His face mask was tied on and he wore a white gown. He smiled at Beau. “Okay, Mr. Dandy, ready to go to sleep?” 
 
    Dandy nodded, the doctor nodded to the anesthesiologist, and the anesthesiologist placed a cup over Beau’s face. 
 
    “Count backwards, ma’am.” 
 
    Ma’am. The doctor knew, the nurses knew, but the anesthesiologist…did he know? Or was he just predicting the future? 
 
     
 
    Beau woke up. One second he was somewhere indefinable, living in grey and experiencing nothing, and the next second he was looking at a recovery room. The room was white, with green drapes, and a monitor over his head beeped continually. 
 
    “Hello, Beau.” 
 
    Sophia was sitting in a chair to the side. She was sitting up and she reached for his hand. 
 
    “Beau looked down. 
 
    His breasts were large under the sheets. 
 
    They would never flatten out and sag, they were too well built for that. 
 
    He would always have to wear a bra. 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    Always? 
 
    But he had planned to get these things taken out after the contest was over, after he had his ten million dollars all sewed up. 
 
    But looking at his new tits, he was suddenly uncertain. He had risked his life for this boobs. Every operation has risks, and he had risked all. 
 
    And they were…big. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    “Those are really beautiful,” said Sophia. “And they’re large!” 
 
    “Are they larger than yours?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You’ve got a pair of mountains to be proud of.” 
 
    A short while later the doctor came in, counseled him, and left. Shortly after that a nurse came in with a wheel chair. 
 
    Just getting out of the bed and into the wheel chair Beau knew he needed to be wheeled out. The boobs were so big he was totally off balance. If he walked he would likely fall. 
 
    So he rode in the wheel chair to the hospital entrance, and Sophia brought her car around. 
 
    TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT! 
 
    Beau answered his phone. 
 
    “Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! Your bank account now has eight million dollars in it!” 
 
    Beau checked, and sighed with happiness. He hurt a bit from the operation, at least felt uncomfortable, but he was rich. And he wasn’t maimed, or disfigured…he was…busty. And sort of proud. In a weird way he appreciated the mounds on his chest. He couldn’t wait to take off the thick bra that was supporting him and see what he really looked like. 
 
    “What’s next?” he asked. 
 
    “What’s next is a day of rest. Tomorrow night we will discuss your final challenges. Until then, rest up, recover, and prepare yourself mentally. 
 
    Beau found himself nodding, then he hung up the phone. 
 
    “Do you know what the challenge is going to be?” 
 
    “I know what nine is, but I have no idea what ten is.” 
 
    Beau sighed. In his mind he thought, I’m going to make it. 
 
    Then he had another thought, and it was a quite serious one. 
 
      
 
    They arrived at Beau’s home and Sophia helped him up the walk and through the front door. 
 
    The old homestead. The same old same old. Except it was all different. 
 
    It was different because he was different. 
 
    The changes in his mind, he looked at his home, his wife—ex-wife—his career…it was all different now. 
 
    Things that had seemed important were no longer important. 
 
    Things that had had him worried all night and throughout his life…no more. 
 
    He was changed. 
 
    He was immune to people and what they thought of him. 
 
    He was different. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Inside the house Sophia let him walk on his own. 
 
    It felt so weird, staggering a bit, his body overbalanced. He had to get used to a whole, new body. 
 
    And that was okay. 
 
    Sophia went back to the bedroom straightaway. When Beau arrived she was taking off her clothes. She smiled at him and revealed her body. 
 
    He sat down on the bed and stared at her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    And the important thought, the only important thought in his life right now, popped out. 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    She was sitting in his wife’s vanity chair and she turned to look at him. She bit her lip and she actually seemed to be worried. 
 
    “It’s not supposed to happen, but it does. I think I do.” 
 
    He nodded, lowered his head and thought. 
 
    His wife didn’t love him. And he didn’t think he loved her. Not after the hateful things she had said, not after the way she had treated him. 
 
    Sophia, on the other hand, treated him with kindness and respect. The question now was…did he love Sophia. 
 
    She came and sat on the bed next to him. “What do you think.” 
 
    He was silent for the longest time, sorting through his thoughts. 
 
    Normally, such a question had to be dealt with quickly, no doubt allowed. But they both knew the reality of the moment. She was his guide, for lack of a better word. She had obligations to the mystery voice and his people. Yet, those obligations would likely be discharged on the morrow, and then…then there were decisions to be made. 
 
    He looked at her. “What about all the stuff I’m going through?” 
 
    She pressed her lips together, gave a wan smile, and said, “What about it? You’re you, no matter what sex your body is.” 
 
    He nodded, and she blurted, “Do you want to fuck me?” 
 
    Then she was hugging him, and she was crying. “It wasn’t supposed to happen. I’ve helped people in these situations before, but you…you’re special!” 
 
    He held her, felt her tears on his shoulder. 
 
    She sniffed. “Can we fuck?” 
 
    He gave a rueful smile. “My dick isn’t very big.” 
 
    “I don’t care.” 
 
    Beau got undressed. He left the bra on, but he took his panties off, and Sophia stared at his little nubbin. 
 
    “You sucked me last night. You know how small I am. How can you fall in love with me when my dick is only this big?” 
 
    “I told you. I’m falling in love with you, not your silly, little penis.” 
 
    The way she said it made him chuckle. 
 
    They slipped into bed and held each other. She felt his dick, and he felt her pussy. They lay there, occasionally kissing, always fondling, and the moment grew. 
 
    Beau put a leg between hers and rolled over. She spread wide, and held him, and they felt the awesomeness of the way their breasts brushed each other. 
 
    “You are so stacked,” she said, and they laughed. 
 
    Then he put his penis in her. Sort of. 
 
    Four inches isn’t much, and it rested just inside her vagina. 
 
    She felt it. And it felt good, but it was frustrating. It was as if, not to make a pun, she was short changed. 
 
    He couldn’t thrust too far, and he couldn’t pull out too much, but he could do those motions a little. So they humped and bumped and made the most of a delicate situation. 
 
    In the end, he squirted, and it wasn’t much. 
 
    But it wasn’t because of the shortness of his dick that made it so…lacking. It was the changes in his mind. 
 
    And, having cum, he began to work on her, and this was when the fun started. 
 
    He slithered down and used his mouth, enjoying the taste of himself in her. 
 
    Then he used his fingers, and his fingers had more girth than a penis. As long as he knew how to use his fingers he didn’t need a penis. 
 
    For an hour they fucked then, him bringing her to multiple orgasms, and him being pleased not by his own orgasm, but solely by the fact of giving her orgasms. 
 
      
 
    TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT! 
 
    It was four in the afternoon, and Beau and Sophia had had a delightful day. They had gone out to eat, come home to swim, and Beau had even gotten out of his bra for a short while. 
 
    It was heavenly to experience his breasts. 
 
    He felt like a real woman. 
 
    But now it was four and the dreaded phone call had come. 
 
    “Are you ready for your ninth million? Mr. Dandy?” 
 
    Beau nodded. “Yes. I am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Get dressed and be ready. Your limo arrives at six o’clock.” 
 
    Beau hung up. “Let’s get ready.” 
 
    They took their time. Beau was still learning, and he would be for a while, and Sophia taught him how to dress up. 
 
    He wore a slinky, black dress with a slit up the side, and cut low enough to show his boobs. He was a few inches taller courtesy of high heeled strappies. 
 
    Sophia brushed his hair out, fixed his make up, and then got ready herself. 
 
    At six o’clock, precisely, the limo drove up. 
 
    Sophia and Beau click clicked down the walk and the driver held the door open. The way he looked at Beau he had no idea he was a male. 
 
    Sophia and Beau sat in the back seat, had a drink, and the limo took them downtown. 
 
    They stopped at a club and the limo driver held the door for them once again. They got out and looked around. 
 
    A line of people waiting to go into a warehouse. But they weren’t just ordinary people. 
 
    They were beautiful men and women, who might be women and men. 
 
    It was difficult to tell, but an Adam’s apple here, a gesture there, a look always…these people were not all that they seemed. 
 
    “Come along, Beau.” The fellow was large and well dressed. He had a squarish face and a sly smile. 
 
    They walked to a side entrance, up a short flight of stairs, and into the back area of the building. A woman was waiting for Beau. 
 
    “Hello, dear. You look lovely.” The woman’s name was Marsha, and she gave Sophia and Beau hugs and air kisses, and led them into a small room. The only thing in the room was a piano. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “Sophia, you may go. You can pick him up after the show.” 
 
    “What show?” 
 
    Sophia squeezed Beau’s hand and left. 
 
    “Beau, your ninth challenge is to go out and entertain the people.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We know you like to sing, and I’ll accompany you on the piano. Any requests?” 
 
    Beau was once again dazed. It was one thing to go out in public, it was another thing to go out in public and demand to be the center of attention. 
 
    “I can’t do this.” 
 
    “A million dollars bets you can.” 
 
    He was silent at that. 
 
    “How about ‘Shot through the heart?’ It’s easy, easy to follow, got a nice, bouncy rhythm, and any mistakes you make will be covered by the music. 
 
    Beau sook his head in the negative, but Marsha kept smiling and nodding in the positive. 
 
      
 
    Sophia went to the bar. This was it. They were getting close now. She was pretty sure Beau would be able to sing on stage. And even if he was terrible, the crowd would love it. 
 
    She wandered through the crowd. She didn’t know anybody, but…oh, fuck! And she suddenly knew what the ninth challenge was really all about. 
 
      
 
    The curtains drew back and Beau stood with a microphone in his hand. 
 
    He was beautiful, and the crowd immediately hushed. 
 
    Marsha played the piano, set up the intro, and before he knew it he was rasping out: 
 
      
 
    You're a real tough cookie 
 
    With a long history 
 
      
 
    The crowd loved it, and not just because they were kind. They loved it because he was doing a good job. 
 
      
 
    Knock me down, it's all in vain 
 
    I get right back up on my feet again! 
 
      
 
    He was doing perfect! He was a hit! And then the other shoe dropped. 
 
    “Beau? Beau?” 
 
    Nora climbed on to the stage. 
 
    Was helped onto the stage, probably by the people behind the mysterious voice. 
 
    “Is that really you?” 
 
    Beau stopped singing, and his heart dropped. From the highest heights he had suddenly been dropped into the proverbial pits of despair. 
 
    “This is what you do?” She was a bit soused, and she was mean and vindictive. “You changed into a woman? What are you? A transvestite or something? I’m ashamed of you.” 
 
    Beau’s face turned grey. His eyes were tormented.  
 
    But, Sophia realized from the audience, If he had any feelings of love left for this monster…they were gone now. 
 
    “Nora,” he mumbled. 
 
    She rode right over him. 
 
    “Your dick is so short. I can’t believe you did this!” 
 
    The crowd was silent. There were a few unhappy faces, but they had been taken by surprise. Given enough time people would have spoken out, but they didn’t need to. From the pits of despair Beau suddenly snapped, “It wasn’t my dick that was small, it was your hole that was big!” 
 
    Nora blinked and stopped, her mouth open. For the years of her marriage she had taken control, but the worm had finally spoken up. 
 
    She tried to gain the upper hand again. “You aren’t even a man!” 
 
    He said, “But I’m better looking than you.” 
 
    That was when the crowd woke up. A smattering of cheers grew, then became a deluge of cheers. 
 
    Nora was confused, and a woman, her new lover, was dragging her from the stage. 
 
    And the music started up again. 
 
      
 
    Hit me with your best shot! 
 
      
 
    When it was over Sophia came back stage and collected Beau. 
 
    She was happy and proud. And so was he. 
 
    They left through the side entrance and the limo driver found them. 
 
    Once in the back of the car: TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT! 
 
      
 
    They got out at the Bonaventure and rode up an outside elevator. They held hands and watched the city reach out to the horizons. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Yes. Wow.” 
 
    At the top they were escorted down a long hallway and into a penthouse. As they entered the hand clapping started. 
 
    There were hundreds of people, all dressed to the nines, all cheering, clapping Beau on the back. 
 
    They were led through the large room to a man sitting on a couch. He was holding a cell phone and he put it aside as Sophia and Beau approached. 
 
    “Congratulations, Beau. Nine million dollars. That’s quite a sum.” 
 
    “I…yes…thanks.” 
 
    Beau stared around the room. He met eyes, received thumbs up, and was the man of the hour. 
 
    “Have a seat, Beau.” 
 
    There were cameras, and the scene was shown on big wide screen TVs around the room, but most people tried to crowd in and listen from as close as they could. 
 
    The Mystery Voice smiled, and said, “As I told you in the beginning. We are a jaded group, always searching for a thrill. We live vicariously through you.” 
 
    Beau nodded, and and Sophia held his hand tightly. 
 
    “This last challenge. If you refuse, you may simply stand up and walk out. Nothing said. Of course your riches will evaporate and you’ll be back to, what was it? $427.28?” 
 
    Again, Beau nodded. 
 
    He was nervous, but not frightened. All the things they had asked him to do, he was different now. Heck, he could walk out without the ten million dollars and still be a winner. The changes in him were that profound. 
 
    But…ten million dollars. It would be better to have it. 
 
    “Your tenth challenge, the one that secures for you all the cash and even the friendship and admiration of all these kind people.” 
 
    “Yes?” Beau raised his sculpted eyebrows. 
 
    “We would like you to…” 
 
      
 
    Beau lay on the table in the center of the penthouse. He was covered with sheets, except for his groin. His legs were apart and his package, small cock and all, were fully exposed. 
 
    Sophia stood next to him, holding his hand. 
 
    Around them were the people, packed together, jockeying for a better view. 
 
    “You’re sure about this?” 
 
    “Yep. I’m too small. I can’t really satisfy you, and, let’s face it, I couldn’t even satisfy my wife.” 
 
    “Yes, but…” 
 
    “Besides. We can always get dildos. Strap ons. Think of the variety we’ll be able to experience. 
 
    Sophia tried her last argument. “But I’m one of these people! I’m rich! You can keep your dick and still be worth ten million dollars. More than ten million dollars!” 
 
    From the crowd a voice yelled. “Doctor coming through!” 
 
    The crowd parted and a doctor, complete with white gown and a very sharp looking scalpel, came through. He stepped up to the table and asked, “Last chance, Beau. Do you want to go through with this and get the ten million dollars? Or do you want to walk away?” 
 
    Beau patted Sophia’s hand and looked the doctor in the eye. 
 
    “Do it, Doc. I’ll be a better person for it.” 
 
    The crowd cheered, and the doctor reached for Beau’s nuts. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, that’s it! No more cums for you!” 
 
    Barry stared at his wife. He was a handsome fellow, but not much in the muscle department. He stood five foot eight, was lithe, and surprised. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    Lexie stood with her hands on her hips. She was the same height as Barry, weighed a bit less, and had a perfect, hourglass figure. 36 by 24 by 36. With large cups, thank you. 
 
    “It’s simple, honey. I’ve been reading, and apparently men only get a certain number of orgasms in their lifetime. They reach the limit and they get sick, wither and die. 
 
    “That’s ridiculous.” 
 
    “You were sick last year.” 
 
    “That was Covid!” 
 
    “Regardless, you were sick, and you took a long time recovering—“ 
 
    “But that’s Covid! That’s the way it works! You get sick, it comes back a bit for a few times, and—“ 
 
    “And you have reached your cum capacity.” 
 
    They were standing in the kitchen of their house. It was a nice house, swimming pool and the backyard stretched into the national forest. 
 
    Barry, his hands suddenly shaking, reached up into the liquor cabinet and took down some Long Branch. Long Branch was good Wild Turkey, and Barry poured a half a glass, threw in some ice cubes and splattered some Coke over the cubes, and sucked a big gulp. 
 
    “I don’t see how you can say that,” he whispered. 
 
    “Like I say, I was reading. I was reading Hindu scriptures, and it is an obscure fact, but according to what I read men only get 5,000 cums in their lifetime. 
 
    “We’ve been married for ten years, you had ten years between puberty and our marriage. That’s 7,300 days. I know you are a lusty man who likes to cum a lot…” 
 
    “Wait a minute! Hold on! If what you’re saying is true, then why aren’t men dying out because of…because of…” 
 
    “They do. Take a look at the statistics. Men die at least five years younger than women. 74.5 years to 80 years. And if you look at the actuarial tables—“ 
 
    “The actuarial tables? Are you kidding me?” 
 
    “I am not kidding you. The actuarial tables show men dying of all sorts of things years before women. They die of kidney disease and cancer and heart attacks…and it’s all because they used up their vital essence. The men who do live longer give up sex.” 
 
    “This is bullshit!” he squawked. “If this is true then why hasn’t anybody else figured it out?” 
 
    “I’m sure they have. Many men do give up sex, no matter how virile  they act. No matter how much they talk…they have secretly given up sex. No more sex in the marriage, and especially no more masturbation.” 
 
    Barry glugged a few more gulps. He lowered the glass. He glared at his wife. “I don’t know what you’re trying to pull, but it won’t work. 
 
    “Honey, I’m trying to save your life.” 
 
    “Well, tough! I like sex! And if my life is at risk…so be it.” 
 
    “But, honey, I’ve figured it out. We make love at least five times a week. Five times a week for 1,000 weeks. You are right on the cusp of having a dread disease, a heart attack, or just having your balls fall off.” 
 
    “What?” His yelp raised up into a squeak. 
 
    “That’s the truth, and it’s a truth you’re going to have to live with.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to live with it.” 
 
    “You’re going to have to, because, honey, I am officially closing my legs from here on out.” 
 
    “I’ll cheat!” 
 
    “You’re not that kind of man.” 
 
    “I’ll masturbate! And I am that kind of man!” 
 
    Lexie frowned. “Well, I don’t want you to.” 
 
    “I do want me to!” 
 
    “I suggest you follow my advice, I don’t want to have to take sterner measures. 
 
    Barry finished his drink. Placed the glass on the counter, and walked past his wife. Lexie looked about to say something, but she held herself back. She knew that what was asking was difficult, and he would need a little time to come to grips with his new situation. 
 
     
 
    Barry couldn’t believe it. Women were weird, they did these crazy diets, and they had strange ideas about what food was, but sex was the end of it. He was not about to let his wife’s ‘bright idea’ ruin his fun. 
 
    He walked into his office and closed the door. He was so put out by what she had told him that he immediately pulled up some porn and began stroking himself. 
 
    He watched Ava and Brandi and Richelle and pouted and stroked. 
 
    He heard Lexie wandering through the house, doing the dishes, getting ready for bed. 
 
    Getting ready for bed. 
 
    Hunh. Bed. His boner got harder. He imagined his wife’s perfect body laying in bed, her big breasts ripe for sucking. Man. He needed that. 
 
    Grinning, he turned off the computer and walked down the hallway. 
 
    Lexie had just turned off the lights. She was laying in the dark and thinking about her conversation with Barry. 
 
    He was so frustrating. Didn’t he understand that she was trying to preserve him? Make him last longer? 
 
    And she knew he was probably at his computer right now, stroking his silly weener and— 
 
    He entered the room and she held her breath. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” and he took off his clothes. 
 
    “I’m serious,” she said.  
 
    But she had a problem. Telling him that he wasn't going to get to cum any more had turned her on. 
 
    Now why would depriving him make her lust more? 
 
    But it had, and she felt her vagina growing moister. 
 
    Barry slid under the covers, gave a sort of a snicker, and cuddled up against her. 
 
    “Stop that!” she snapped as he cupped her breasts and started moving his fingers over the nipples. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, not stopping at all. 
 
    She turned to him, prepared to lecture, but he bent his head down and began sucking on a nipple. 
 
    “Oh! Stop that!” But she lacked the force to make him stop it.  
 
    He gripped her hips and lowered himself. He began to lap at her labia, and she gasped. 
 
    “I told you! No more sex!” 
 
    He stuck his tongue in her hole as he sucked on her clitoris. 
 
    “I know,” he mumbled through her sex. The vibrations of his voice made her even hornier. 
 
    She tried to push his head away, but she was weak. 
 
    Then he was wedged in between her legs, pushing them apart, and suddenly his hard penis was pushing into her hose. 
 
    “Stop it!” But she lacked sincerity. And she wasn’t sure if she was pushing him or pulling him now. 
 
    The head of his peeny slipped inside her slit. She arched her back, beat her little fists on his back. 
 
    But her hands had no strength and he was opening her up more and more and…suddenly she was pushing her hips at him, arching, thrusting, and he was grinding into her. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” she whined, gulping as her excitement mounted. “I forbid it!” 
 
    His answer was to push even harder, to go deeper. 
 
    Then she was cumming, and he was only moments behind her. 
 
    “Oh, stop it! Stop it!” she sobbed. But she couldn’t control her own body. 
 
    And Barry just smiled and kept rutting. He wasn’t supposed to cum, eh? Well, he’d show her. 
 
    Afterwards they lay there, breathing hard, and Lexie said, “I’ve shortened your life by a cum.” 
 
    He chuckled. “What a way to go.” 
 
    “It can’t happen again. We’ve got to stop this.” 
 
    “Sure, honey.” And he gave a snore. 
 
    She lay on her back, satisfied and frustrated all at the same time. 
 
    She simply had to save his life. 
 
      
 
    “And that’s the story,” Lexie concluded. 
 
    The three ladies shook their heads. 
 
    “Men. They just don’t understand,” said one. 
 
    “They understand,” said the second woman. “They’re just stupid,” which was sort of an oblique statement. 
 
    “Your options are obvious,” said the third. 
 
    The ladies were at Charley Coyote’s a night club at night, and a classy restaurant during the day. 
 
    Jen, Barbara and Wendy. Three classy ladies, well dressed, well endowed, and well off. 
 
    They were so well off they didn’t need to have sex any more. 
 
    “What are my options?” asked Lexie. 
 
    “Pain,” said Jen. “When he cums you simply must spank his balls. If he insists on cumming after that, you should move to phase two.” 
 
    “What is phase two?” 
 
    Jose sauntered up to the table to ask if they would like libations. The three women glared at him and Jose beat a hasty retreat. 
 
    “Phase two,” stated Barbara, “is chastity. Forced chastity. And you can escalate that as you wish.” 
 
    She smiled. She was thinking of how her husband had reacted when she had escalated chastity on him. 
 
    “This is wonderful,” blurted Lexie. “I’m sure this will work.” 
 
    “Not always,” pronounced Wendy.  
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Really. Some men are absolute knuckleheads when it comes to doing without sex.” 
 
    “And that is the point at which you use the third method,” chimed in Jen. 
 
    Barbara nodded. 
 
    “What is the third method?” 
 
    “Castration.” 
 
    “What? You mean…cut it off?” 
 
    “Not necessarily. But you can administer certain drugs, like they do to convicts convicted of sexual crimes.” 
 
    Lexie looked back and forth between the ladies. 
 
    Jen said, “Chemical castration can be tailored for a specific amount of time.” 
 
    “That way,” put in Barbara, “you can always let him ‘recover,’ use him, and then administer the chemical again.” 
 
    The three ladies smiled as they considered the frustration a man would go through with this last method of discouraging sex. 
 
    “Oh, it is so wonderful. They still get horny, and they will do anything in their power to get you to let them have their silly, little boners again.” 
 
    “Of course, this is all moot if you haven’t laid the groundwork.” 
 
    “Laid the groundwork?” asked Lexie. 
 
    Jen, Barbara and Wendy stared at her. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you haven’t laid the groundwork!” 
 
    “No wonder he’s being so unreasonable!” 
 
    Then the three ladies proceeded to give Lexie ideas on how to ‘lay the groundwork’ necessary to having a proper husband. 
 
    And Wendy looked around with a frown, “Where is that waiter when you need him?” 
 
      
 
    That very night Lexie went to work. Before Barry got home from work she entered the bedroom and collected all his underwear. She put it in the wash and added a gallon of bleach, and smiled as the machine destroyed his underthings. 
 
    When the now ragged and holed underwear was dried she placed it back in his dresser drawer. 
 
    An hour later Barry arrived home. There was no reason to look in his drawer, and they had a nice dinner and watched some TV, and Barry kept glancing at his wife. 
 
    He, naturally, had a boner. 
 
    Finally, the news over, Barry yawned and stretched and said, “Well, it’s time for bed.” 
 
    Lexie turned to him, “I hope you’ve given up the idea of sex.” 
 
    “Aw, honey!” he whined. 
 
    But, fortified by her talk with her friends, Lexie held out. 
 
    Besides, she had not only gotten off the night before, but while she had been waiting for the laundry to cycle through she had felt a little horny and fingered herself off. 
 
    Lexie went into the bedroom, covered her face with cream, put her hair in rollers, and put on a ragged robe that was, in a word, ugly. 
 
    Still, Barry had an erection. 
 
    When he brushed it against her rump she turned and slapped it. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “None of that!” She commanded. 
 
    Sulking, Barry turned over and tried to go to sleep. Unfortunately, being denied just made him hornier, and it was some time before he drifted off. 
 
      
 
    DING DING! 
 
    Barry jerked awake. It felt like he had just gone to sleep, but the alarm clock was blaring rudely. 
 
    “Get up and go to work!” mumbled Lexie. “And shut that thing off!” 
 
    Barry slapped the alarm clock and struggled out of bed. Damn. He still had a hard on. And it seemed even harder. 
 
    He staggered into the bathroom and almost fell into the bowl. He stood, one hand on the wall, and relieved himself. 
 
    Yep, it was harder. It not only was motivated by sexual excitement, he had his morning woody. Two reasons for being erect made for a double hard erection. 
 
    Heysoos, he wished he could get some relief. 
 
    And, so thinking, he stepped into the shower, lathered up, and lathered off. 
 
    “Well, he tried to lather off. 
 
    Lexie, who usually slept later than him, opened the shower door. “I thought so!” she yelled. And she slapped his dick again. 
 
    “Fuck!” he bleated. “Stop that!” 
 
    “Not until you gain some self control! honestly! You’re just a randy, old goat! 
 
    He slunk out of the shower, past her, and grabbed a towel on the way. 
 
    He dried off while she was washing the cream off her face and taking out the rollers. 
 
    He opened the dresser drawer and picked out a pair of underwear and…”Lexie?” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” She turned her head and looked at him. 
 
    “There’s something wrong with my underwear.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yeah. All my underwear has holes in it!” 
 
    “Must of used too much bleach.” 
 
    “What am I going to do?” 
 
    Lexie sighed and came out of the bathroom. 
 
    Barry’s boner bounced as he stared at her body. Even with that stupid robe on…God! He was horny! 
 
    Lexie reached into her drawer and brought out a pack of underwear. She tossed him a bra and pantie set. “Wear these.” 
 
    “What? I can’t wear women’s underwear?” 
 
    “Why not? Women do.” 
 
    “There’s no place to put my package.” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    Sighing, he stepped into a pair of panties and pulled them up. 
 
    Lexie giggled. Sure enough, his balls hung over the edges of the leg holes. And his dick was downright obscene! It poked the material out like a giant tent. 
 
    “I don’t think this is so funny.” 
 
    “Of course it is.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t wear this.” 
 
    “You wear it today, and I’ll get you some more this afternoon.” 
 
    He grumped, and he huffed and he puffed, but he really didn’t have any other choice. 
 
    He stood in panties and Lexie withheld her mirth. Then she said, “What about the bra?” 
 
    “What about the bra? I’m not wearing that!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because, wife of mine, perhaps you haven’t noticed, but I don’t have breasts.” 
 
    She stepped closer to him. She reached up and touched his nipple. His nipple was highly erect because he was so horny, and he shivered. 
 
    “You need to cover up your excitement.” 
 
    “But a bra?” 
 
    “Why not? Besides, it looks like your pectorals are getting a little flabby.” 
 
    “They are not!” 
 
    She cupped his muscle, her palm rubbed his nipple, and he shivered a little more. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You need a bra.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to get one.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll get one for you.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare!” 
 
    And that was how they left it. He wore panties and went to work, and she went back to bed and had sweet dreams. 
 
      
 
    Work went slow that day. He sat in his office, went through spreadsheets and talked on the phone, and his dick wouldn’t seem to go down. 
 
    Of course it wouldn’t. It was deprived, and he had been stopped from rubbing one off. Under his desk his cock bounced and throbbed and…damn! He decided to take a break. 
 
    He left his office, went down the hall to the men’s room, and stepped into a stall. 
 
    He sat on the thrown, his panties around his ankles—damn, they were pretty kinky, sort of sexy—and stroked his cock. 
 
    He pulled up some porn on his cell and was watching a big boobed woman make short work of a guy’s long cock. 
 
    Oh, God! That felt good. His hand moved back and forth, and just when the semen started to bubble… 
 
    TOOT DA DA TOOTLE TOOT! 
 
    “What the fuck?” he cried out. He was so close! He stabbed the answer button on his cell phone. 
 
    “Hi, honey, I just called to make sure you’re being a good boy.” 
 
    “I’m always a good boy!” he snapped. 
 
    “Uh oh. Mr. Grouchy is here.” 
 
    He controlled himself. “I’m not grouchy. I just need…a little relief.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re not going to carry on about that. Anyway, I just wanted to know what color you want me to buy your underwear in.” 
 
    “What? White! Underwear always comes in white!” 
 
    “Oh, no it doesn’t. You’ve been entirely too bland, and I’m going to spice up your life.” 
 
    With all the talk Barry’s penis was starting to go down. He gave a sigh that was almost a sob. 
 
    “What was that, dear?” 
 
    “Nothing!” He hung his head. 
 
    “Okay. Well, I’ll use my own judgement. Now you go back to work and…remember, no masturbating.” 
 
    Barry nodded, agreed, and hung up. And he went back to his office unsatisfied. Her words had had almost the same effect as her slapping his dick did. He was limp now, so he went to work and actually got something done. 
 
      
 
    Barry drove home that night, and was afraid that he was becoming priapic. His penis was so hard he could hardly stand it. It was difficult to concentrate, and at one point he woke up to mad honking behind him. 
 
    He arrived home and watched a little TV, read a magazine, and was generally nervous. 
 
    He thought about going in and talking to Lexie, but decided not to. She might just slap him on the dick again. 
 
    They ate dinner, and he asked, “Isn’t this a lot of vegetables? No meat tonight?” 
 
    “We’ve been getting too much protein. Now eat your yogurt. And, by the way, I’ve got some pills I want to try out.” 
 
    “Pills?” 
 
    “Yes. New vitamins. Guaranteed to put you in good shape.” 
 
    “I’m already in good shape. I work out three times a week, and…and I think I need more protein than this.” 
 
    He gazed at the nuts and berries, the potatoes and vegetables. Yuck. 
 
    “Furthermore, I’ll be fixing your lunches from now on, and I want you to eat every bite!” 
 
    “But I like getting a hamburger for lunch!” 
 
    “Honey! I’m trying to save your life!” 
 
    “Yeah. I know.” he mumbled unhappily. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing, dear,” and he ate his potatoes and rice. 
 
    The next morning he woke up, and he felt wired and tired at the same time. 
 
    “The clock,” mumbled Lexie’s blanket covered shape. 
 
    He slapped the alarm and stumbled into the bathroom. 
 
    He felt a nervous energy that had to be from his starved cock. 
 
    He felt tired because his lack of protein was already having an effect on him. 
 
    He stumbled into the shower, began to lather up and—the door swung open. 
 
    “I’m not doing anything,” he whispered. 
 
    “Yes, but your penis is too big.” 
 
    “How can a penis be too big!” 
 
    “It just can.” 
 
    “Well, you could always make it small again.” 
 
    “Don’t be ridiculous. Get dressed. I’ll make you breakfast.” 
 
    Barry finished his shower and went to his dresser. He opened it, and stared. 
 
    A bright selection of kinky underwear stared back. 
 
    Pretty designs. Little birdies. Kitty cats. Garish shades of pink. 
 
    But what was even worse was that these weren’t even panties! They were…something else. They would fit over his whole body! 
 
    He grabbed a handful of the things and marched into the kitchen. 
 
    “What are these?” He tried to control his temper. 
 
    Lexie gave him a sharp glance, then smiled. “They’re called tummy shapers. And these are actually corselets.” 
 
    “I don’t need a corset!” 
 
    “Corselet. And of course you do. Have you checked out your little love handles?” 
 
    He felt his body. “I don’t have love handles.” 
 
    “Not yet. But if you don’t change your bad habits you will. Now sit down and eat some of this mush. I’ll choose a corselet for you.” 
 
    Barry sat down, made a face at the mush, and put too much butter and honey on it. 
 
    Lexie picked out a bright red corselet. “This will do just fine.” 
 
    He shook his head. “I can’t wear that! People will see it right through my shirt!” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “So what? So what?” he spluttered mush on the table as he protested. 
 
    Lexie put up her hands. “Okay. I’ve got this one, but it is so bland!” 
 
    She held up a nude colored corselet. 
 
    Barry didn’t want to, but he had to wear underwear, especially with his penis being so out of control. In between bites of mush he stepped into the corselet and pulled it up. 
 
    It was a tight fit. His dick stuck out the bottom and he couldn’t even button up the flap. To make matters worse, the corselet stopped right below his pectoral muscles, and it pushed them up. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed. “Look! It’s pushing my muscles up and making them look like boobs.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” Lexie smiled. “Now they look like real muscles.” 
 
    Barry gazed at his ‘boobs’ and totally disagreed. 
 
    Lexie bent down and pushed his penis between his legs” 
 
    “OH!” 
 
    “She snapped the flap and stood up and patted his cheek. “Now you look like a real man.” 
 
    He was pooched over a little bit to relieve the pressure on his dong. But at least the nude color matched his skin color. Nobody would notice this terrible contraption. 
 
    He tried to straighten up, and his penis felt like it was being bent double. Which it was. 
 
    “Come on, finish your mush and I’ll pack your lunch.” 
 
    Barry scooped out glop and pushed it down his throat. He couldn’t wait to get to lunch. He was going to buy the biggest burger in the world and— 
 
    “And I’ll be checking your credit card, so you’d better not get one of those disgustingly unhealthy hamburgers!” 
 
    It was all Barry could do not to cry. 
 
    “Now eat your vitamins.” 
 
    Sadly, Barry hoped the vitamins would do a little towards filling his belly. Maybe give him a little more protein. 
 
    Unfortunately, they didn’t. 
 
    Barry managed to wear the corselet until morning break, but then he needed a little relief. Not sexual relief, although that would have been nice, but relief from the compression in his crotch. 
 
    He peed, then didn’t button the corselet up. He had a boner, but that was okay. Better than being strangled. 
 
     
 
    The days passed. Sometimes they passed slowly, sometimes they passed fast, but they always passed with a growing frustration. 
 
    Barry was moving slower when he walked. He was missing work outs because he was tired. 
 
    And, oddly, he had extra energy. He had sexual energy. That helped, but it wasn’t enough. 
 
    And he wondered why Lexie wasn’t feeling the frustration. After all, she wasn’t getting sex, so why wasn’t she climbing the walls like him? 
 
    On the day that he wondered this Lexie was once again having a brunch with her friends. 
 
    The four ladies were at Charley Coyote’s, and they giggled and sipped their wine spritzers and talked about men they had fucked and left. 
 
    “How’s it going with Barry?” asked Wendy, at one point. 
 
    “Oh, he’s fine. He’s getting used to having no sex.” 
 
    “And his masturbatory habits?” 
 
    “I call him during break, he’s horny every night, and…I think I’ve got him under control.” 
 
    The three ladies smiled, the Jen said, “You should put an alarm on your cell phone. Just to make sure.” 
 
    “An alarm on my cell phone?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “It’s essential. 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    And the three ladies began to educate her. 
 
      
 
    Barry was getting a little chubby. He attributed it to the lack of working out. But now his little corselet boobs were looking a little larger, and his butt was even getting a little more…rotund. 
 
    But he just didn’t have the energy to work out! 
 
    Oddly, he did have energy, that sexual energy was keeping him up at night, but it wasn’t the kind of energy where you can go out and load bricks. 
 
    It was stay awake and do paperwork energy. 
 
    So he was working harder and making more money, and wondering when he was going to get sex. 
 
    One day he was in the bathroom. He had the runs for some reason—he figured it was his changed diet—but he had gone into the bathroom, and it wasn’t break, and Lexie hadn’t called him, and he stared at his eternal boner. 
 
    It was time to masturbate. He needed to get off. He had to. His balls were going to explode if he didn’t. 
 
    His corselet was unsnapped, and he grabbed his tool and began to play with it. 
 
    That he was reduced to this…but he couldn’t stop. His hand started to blur, and… “AHHH!” his sperm painted the inside of the bowl, and for the first time in months he felt release. 
 
    He wiped the evidence off his weenie and packed it back into the corselet, and he thought that was the end of it.  He was relieved, he could make it through a couple more weeks, but then he would have to do it again. And that was okay. It was worth it. 
 
    Until he got home. 
 
    “You masturbated!” yelled Lexie. 
 
    “What? No!” How the hell had she known he had beat his meat? 
 
    “Well, that’s the last time this is going to happen!” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” 
 
    “No waiting for you. And I was just thinking about making love to you. I figure it would be a nice birthday present. You’ve sure ruined that now!” 
 
    The terrible thing was that his protestation lacked conviction. 
 
    Of course it did. He was guilty, after all. 
 
    But how had she known? 
 
    He would never figure it out, but the answer was simple. 
 
    Lexie had installed a biometric app in his cell phone. It detected when his heart rate increased, when his blood pressure went up, and other pertinent factors occurred.  
 
    The app was particularly adept at noting when his biometrics indicated an orgasm, and when it did it sent an alarm to Lexie’s phone. 
 
    She had been talking to one of her girl friends when the alarm went off, and she knew, immediately, that Barry had squirted. 
 
    Barry gave up trying to hide his crime. “But, honey, I didn’t mean to!” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. You’ve been bad, and you get to choose your punishment.” 
 
    “I…you can’t punish me!” 
 
    “Don’t think about it like punishment. Think about it like I’m saving your life.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Your choices are a ball spanking, or lock it up.” 
 
    “What? Lock it…what are you saying?” 
 
    “Either I spank your balls, punish your unauthorized orgasm…or you wear a chastity device to insure that this won’t happen again.” 
 
    “Who put you in charge of my balls?” he blurted. 
 
    “I did. When I realized that you couldn’t be responsible for them!” 
 
    “But they’re my balls!” 
 
    “No. They’re community property.” 
 
    “Community what?” 
 
    “Property. Now choose!” 
 
    “I’m not going to choose!” 
 
    “Then I’ll choose for you.” 
 
    “You will not!” 
 
    But the argument was done. At least as far as Lexie was concerned. 
 
      
 
    The evening passed. They ate sweet potatoes and broccoli, the kind of foods that increase estrogen, and Barry took his pills, which were estrogen, and they watched a little TV. 
 
    At last they went to bed. 
 
    Barry had cum, so he didn’t feel the need to snuggle. But when Lexie turned to him and wrapped her arms around him he was immediately willing.  
 
    Hey. That’s guys for you. They are the gift that keep on giving. 
 
    Barry smiled and turned over, and…OW! 
 
    Lexie had grabbed his cock and was lifting it. 
 
    Barry had to go with it, that or lose it. She was gripping it like a pitbull grabs a burglar, and she lifted him right off the bed. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Then she dropped him. 
 
    Barry curled up in a ball. His hands held his balls and tears streamed down his face. 
 
    Lexie put her head on one elbow and waited for him to recover. 
 
    “What’d you do that for?” 
 
    “I told you, and you couldn’t choose.” 
 
    “Well, if I had known…” 
 
    “You would like a chastity belt? Okay. I’ll get you one.” 
 
    “Wait! I didn’t mean that!” 
 
    But it was too late. Lexie lay down, turned over, and smiled. 
 
      
 
    Barry made up his mind that he would never masturbate again. He didn’t want to suffer another spanking. No way. So he wore his underwear, and went to work, and was a good boy. 
 
    For a while. 
 
    As the weeks passed his desire to squirt grew ever larger. In fact, it became an obsession. 
 
    He wondered why, and the answer was simple. His body was changing. The food, the pills, his body was turning more and more female. And the last gasp of a male undergoing feminization is a period of rabid horniness.  
 
    After this period, the male would lose a lot of sexual interest. Not all, but this period was unbelievably frustrating for Barry. 
 
    Thus, only a month passed before Barry was desperate to squirt again. 
 
    He went to work and wanted to, but was afraid. Lexie had caught him the last time he jacked off at work. So…when? 
 
    He thought about late at night, but Lexie might wake up and catch him. 
 
    He thought about driving to a park or something, but that was so sleazy. And he certainly didn’t want to risk being caught by the police. 
 
    So…where? 
 
    The answer, when it came was right in his own house. 
 
    “Honey, I’m going out with some girls now. You be a good boy.” 
 
    Lexie was dressed to the nines, and she put on her lipstick and watched Barry in the mirror. 
 
    He smiled. A ‘something hidden’ smile. And she knew he was thinking about getting himself off. 
 
    She smiled. She still had the app in his phone. And she was waiting for him to break so she could chastise him. 
 
    “Who are these girls?” he asked. 
 
    “They’re from my club. Jen, Barbara and Wendy.” 
 
    “Oh. What do you guys talk about?” 
 
    “Oh, this and that.” And how to control men. 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    As soon as she went out the door Barry pulled up porn on the computer. He was so horny he didn’t need porn, but he liked it, and he was going to make the most of this experience. 
 
    Sitting at his computer he got out the lube and greased his hand up. 
 
    Watching the big boobed women suck and fuck, he pounded his pud. He stroked. He jacked. He…enjoyed. Much. 
 
    And, finally, after a little edging, he shivered and shook and had one of the most intense cums he had ever had. 
 
    God! It was good! Amazing! And he put his lube away, washed his hands, and sat down to watch a game on TV. 
 
      
 
    The girls giggled as they watched Barry’s biometrics go through the roof. His blood pressure hit the roof, his pulse raced, and then he peaked, and slowly descended. 
 
    “Oh, Lord. He really abused himself,” whispered Wendy. 
 
    “Just wait until I get home,” smiled Lexie. 
 
    The girls ordered more drinks and toasted again and again.  
 
    “Here’s to Barry’s boner!” 
 
    “May it never cum again!” 
 
    “I’ll drink to that!” 
 
    So they did.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “You masturbated!” Her voice was as cold as ice cubes in a polar bear’s butt. 
 
    Barry’s eyes widened. He had been sleeping the good sleep, but Lexie had shaken him awake and accused him. 
 
    But what was really scary was how had she known? He looked at the clock. He had whacked off at nine, it was now midnight. 
 
    He didn’t even try to lie. “How did you know?” His voice was a soft whisper of disbelief. 
 
    “I know because I’m your wife and it is my duty to know things.” 
 
    Which actually scared Barry. 
 
    “But…how…I don’t…” 
 
    “Since you are now empty, and therefore limp, put this on.” She held out a box that was six inches cubed. 
 
    Barry held the box. “No, wait. What is…you’ve got to tell me!” 
 
    “I am not the criminal here.” A rather strong word, but all Barry could do was wince. “So you put that on right now or else.” 
 
    Barry opened the box, took out a small velvet bag, opened the bag, and dumped out the parts of a chastity tube. 
 
    “I can’t do this!” 
 
    “I am saving your life and you’re telling me you would rather die?” 
 
    “No! It’s just that…how did you know?” He was not begging. 
 
    Lexie pushed him back on the bed and picked up the ring. She roughly pulled his dick through it, then his balls. 
 
    “Please don’t!” Little tears issued from the corners of his eyes. 
 
    She pushed the tube over his cock and fit the ring and the tube together. 
 
    “You don’t need to do this! I won’t masturbate again!” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    She clicked the padlock closed. 
 
    Barry looked down at his prison. His cock was starting to stir now. Even though he had just beat off, his penis was reacting to being manhandled. 
 
    Lexie stood back, hands on hips, and watched his weenie come awake. She had a small smile of satisfaction on her face. 
 
    Barry lifted the tube, which made his dick want to get harder even more. “Take it off.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Lexie began undressing for bed. 
 
    Barry sat and stared at his package, then looked up at Lexie. 
 
    Lexie stripped to her underwear. Barry was having a hard time breathing, seeing her in panties and bra. 
 
    Lexie glanced at him, smiled, and took off her bra and panties. 
 
    Barry couldn’t take his eyes off her body. And his dick wouldn’t stop wiggling and trying to push the cage off. 
 
    Lexie crawled under the sheets, pushing him back to his side, and closed her eyes. 
 
    Barry lay back, his groin a battle zone, and covered his eyes with a forearm. 
 
    “Come on, honey, let’s cuddle.” 
 
    She pulled on his arm and he turned on his side and held her. 
 
    And suffered. 
 
    He could feel her breasts, his caged cock was up against her boobs, and he felt light headed. 
 
    She turned and kissed him. 
 
    “Just think,” she said. “You’ll live to a ripe old age now.” 
 
    Barry thought of the old Gershwin song, and he sang sadly, “Who calls that livin’ if no woman will give in.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Oh, I’ll give in. Just not until you’ve had a chance to get over your life shortening masturbation.” 
 
    She slept, and Barry’s eyes were open late into the night. 
 
      
 
    Life in chastity was insane. 
 
    Barry’s dick was awake and trying to get free 24/7.  
 
    He couldn’t touch himself. 
 
    He had to sit down to pee. 
 
    It was terrible! 
 
    “You know, I like it,” murmured Lexie. “In your panties it makes it look like you have no lump in your pants.” 
 
    “I like having a lump in my pants,” Barry answered. 
 
    “Oh, you silly man.” And Lexie began to kiss him. 
 
    That was another bad thing about this whole situation. Normally Barry liked to make out. It was fun to kiss and fondle. But now kissing and fondling made his dick hard, which made it painful in his cage. 
 
    “Come on, honey. A little more passion.” 
 
    “It hurts!” 
 
    “Or I’ll make you eat me out.” 
 
    Barry shuddered inside and tried to create more passion. Now that he was locked up Lexie was demanding more oral sex, and having his face smell of her pussy made Barry even harder. 
 
    “You could just unlock me!” 
 
    “Not yet. You’d just masturbate again.” 
 
    “Well, how long until you trust me not to jack off?” 
 
    “Oh, years and years,” she giggled. Then she answered seriously. “I really don’t know. Maybe once you stop acting like such a horn dog.” 
 
    “But it’s being in chastity that makes me act like a horn dog!” 
 
    “More discipline, honey. Now put that tongue to work.” 
 
    Lexie unzipped her skirt and pulled her panties down. 
 
    Sobbing, Barry lowered himself and pushed his tongue into her. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she groaned. “Do it, baby!” 
 
    When they were done Barry lay on the sofa while Lexie sighed and put herself back together. 
 
    “Honey?” said Lexie, as she zipped up her skirt.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I think you need to wear a bra.” 
 
    Barry put a forearm over his face and sighed. 
 
    “No, I’m serious. Come with me.” 
 
    He followed her into the back room where she reached into his drawers and took out a brassiere. 
 
    “I’m a man,” he tried. 
 
    “Well, you don’t look like it.” 
 
    She held the bra up to his boobs. 
 
    Barry had to admit that it did look like he had tits. Over the past months it seemed that his body had changed. His waist was actually slender, which might be the effect of always wearing corselets. His chest was larger. His pectorals pushed up and very flabby. They did look like tits. And his bottom was unduly round. 
 
    What had happened to his male physique? 
 
    “Take off your clothes and let’s try this on.” 
 
    Defeated, Barry pulled off his clothes and corselet. He was very feminine looking in just his chastity tube. 
 
    Lexie handed him panties and he pulled them on. They fit almost perfectly. Even his cock looked better, shoved back between his legs as it was. 
 
    She handed him the bra, and he stared at it. 
 
    A bra. The mark of femininity. What the hell had happened to him? 
 
    Sighing heavily he figured out how to put the bra on.  
 
    It looked right on his body. Had he lost that much weight? 
 
    He had, except for the ass. When he put pants on they were baggy, except for the tightness around his butt. 
 
    “Wonderful, honey!” 
 
    He put on his jeans, and he felt how they didn’t fit. 
 
    “I think you’re going to need new jeans,” Lexie murmured. 
 
    He put on a shirt, and he could really see his tits. 
 
    “And you need blouses. Not those stupid flannel shirts.” 
 
    “I like flannel shirts!” he tried. 
 
    “Nonsense. Here, try my blouse on. 
 
    She held a white blouse up and he pushed his arms into it. It buttoned up the back, so he had to have her help him. Though, to be honest, he had lost so much weight, and even seemed a little more flexible—no muscles, but more flexibility, weird—so he was able to button a couple of the buttons. 
 
    He looked in the mirror and caught his breath. 
 
    With no buttons on the front his boobs really stood out. And you could see the lines of the bra easily. 
 
    “No!” he whispered. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “Come on.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To the mall.” 
 
    “I can’t go with…wearing…this…!” 
 
    “Well, put a jacket on over it. Wear your bomber jacket. That will hide your bra.” 
 
    She helped him into the bomber jacket, and it did help. The jacket bulged a little bit and would hide everything. 
 
    “But I don’t want to go to the mall!” 
 
    “You have to go.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I can’t size you unless you’re right there.” 
 
    Lexie led him out to the car. Dragged him out to the car, and made him get into the passenger seat. 
 
    The fact that he wasn’t driving wasn’t lost on him, but he was so upset he didn’t complain. In fact, he sort of huddled down and tried not to be seen. 
 
    At the mall Lexie took his hand and controlled him. They entered shops and she selected blouses and something called a culotte. It looked more like a dress, but it had separate legs. 
 
    Then they picked out jeans, but no matter how many he tried on they didn’t fit. 
 
    Finally, she gave him a pair of slacks and sent him back into the changing room. He came out and was surprised to find out that the pants fit! 
 
    Of course the zipper was on the side, and there were no pockets, but it contained his ass, and his legs were sheathed properly. 
 
    Still, he felt there was something wrong about the pants. 
 
    And, she went into other stores, and a shoe store and bought a couple of pairs of shoes. She bought something called ‘Mary Janes,’ and some low heels. If two inches is considered low. 
 
    They went out to the car and he sat in the passenger seat. She stood outside the car and held the two inch heels out. “Try them on.” 
 
    “What? Those are heels!” 
 
    “So are cowboy boots, and you’ve worn them before. Now try them on. And take off your socks.” 
 
    Disgruntled, he slipped his shoes and socks off and slipped the heels onto his feet. 
 
    They fit. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    He looked around nervously, then stood up. 
 
    “Take a few steps.” 
 
    He did.  
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Prefect. Wait here.” 
 
    He stared as she went back into the mall. She came back a few minutes later and she was holding a shoe box. “Try these on.” 
 
    She held out a pair of heels. What they call ‘spikes.’ He stared at the things and shook his head. 
 
    “Honey,” she spoke warningly. 
 
    “I know what you’re trying to do now. And I’m done.” 
 
    There was something in his voice that told her she had pushed far enough. 
 
    At least for today. 
 
    She got into the car and started it up. She turned to him and said, “I don’t see what the problem is. Your laziness has ruined your male body. And if you’re going to be that way then you have to wear the clothes that fit you. These fit you. Get over it.” 
 
    His mouth was open to speak, but she backed the car out of the slot and zoomed through the parking structure. 
 
    At home he changed into his male clothes. He wore the bra—he needed it—and the panties, but that was all. 
 
    Lexie decided to try that old faithful method, liquor. 
 
    She poured him a tall glass of ice, added equal parts bourbon and Coke, and placed the drink in his hand. 
 
    Barry needed a drink. He had finally reached the point of no return, but he couldn’t get across it. 
 
    So Lexie took him out on the patio and played with his cock cage. And kissed him. And kissed his breasts. And gave him another drink. 
 
    Four drinks later Barry was feeling okay. He still gave lip service to ‘no,’ but it was only lip service. 
 
    Lexie got out one of the blouses they had bought and helped him into it. She put him in a skirt, helped him with nylons, then put his new high heels on. 
 
    “Beautiful,” she breathed. 
 
    Barry knew it was wrong. He knew he should be fighting, but he couldn’t. He was drunk, his dick was crazy in its cage, and Lexie was manipulating him most expertly. 
 
    “I can’t do this,” he kept saying, and she finally realized that it wasn’t going to work. 
 
    Barry had gone as far as he could go. 
 
    He looked heavenly, quite feminine, but…he was done. And she knew he was going to revert just as soon as he sobered up. 
 
    Which meant there was only one thing left to do. 
 
    “Honey,” she said. “Would you like to cum?” 
 
    He looked at her. Oh, baby, did he want to cum! 
 
    “You let me dress you this weekend, and Sunday night I’ll have a surprise for you.” 
 
    Gulping, he nodded. 
 
      
 
    “So I had to promise him a cum. It was the only way.” 
 
    Jen, Barbara and Wendy stared into their drinks gloomily. Giving in to a man. It was shameful, yet what could Lexie do. 
 
    Finally, after a bit of brainstorming and a few more drinks, Wendy said, “I have an idea.” 
 
      
 
    The weekend started on a Friday night. In fact, Lexie had Barry take the last half of Friday off so she could really get to work. 
 
    Barbara showed up at One, and Wendy and Jen arrived at one thirty. 
 
    Barry was confused, he hadn’t expected any visitors, especially to see him prance around in female clothes. What he didn’t know was that Lexie planned to go a lot further. 
 
    “Wendy is going to be in charge of your nails. Barbara will do your face, and Jen will do your extensions.” 
 
    “Extensions? Face? What are you—“ 
 
    “Shush, Barry. If you ever want to cum.” 
 
    That statement made the three woman smile. Lexie, of course, was already smiling. 
 
    She was about to have the husband of here dreams. 
 
    The girls went to work. Wendy painted his nails, gave him long fingernails, and painted those. “You really should appreciate your wife more,” she mentioned as she applied enamel. “Do you know how much work she has to do to take care of you?” 
 
    Barbara worked on his face. She applied plumper to his lips, then worked on cleansing and primer, then applied more plumper, and worked on his foundation, and so on. 
 
    “Honestly, Barry. You really should get with the program. She’s just trying to make sure you live as long as a woman.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—ow!” 
 
    “Sorry,” said Jen. she had pulled on his hair suddenly. “But you need to listen to reason. You get to look pretty. People will treat you differently. I tell ya, there are a lot of men who would die for a chance at a make over like this.” 
 
    Time passed, his nails were now long and sharp, and his face was bright and colorful. His hair was down to his shoulders, and it looked like it was all his own. 
 
    “Well, I didn’t think—“ 
 
    “That’s right. You didn’t. But men rarely do. If you had been thinking we wouldn’t have to be over here making you into a better person. You would have done that all on your own. Here, take this pill.” 
 
    Wendy held out a little pink pill. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “See, there you go again! Asking questions when you should be following our advice. Now open your mouth…” 
 
    He did, and she popped the pill onto his tongue. 
 
    “What’s it going to do?” 
 
    Wendy laughed. “He just doesn’t get it, does he?” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “It’s called Lupron. It will help balance your hormones.” 
 
    Barry frowned. He had never heard of Lupron. 
 
    Finally, the girls were done, and they stood back and told Barry to stand up. 
 
    Barry looked at himself in the mirror, and he was stunned. 
 
    He no longer looked like a male. 
 
    He was a female. His hair, his face…his whole body. It looked like he was a real woman. 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Now I hope this ends your little rebellion against your wife.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “She really loves you, and she has done all this just for you.” 
 
    “But I look like a woman!” 
 
    The three ladies looked at each other sighed, shook their heads. 
 
    Wendy spoke up. “Barry. You’re going to live a long time now. Now that you’ve put this silly idea of cumming aside.” 
 
    “But I want to cum! I like to cum!” 
 
    Jen, Barbara and Wendy shook their heads in dismay. 
 
    “Well, you may like to, but you won’t be cumming for the next year.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s what Lupron does. No longer will you be begging for sex.” 
 
    “You’ll still want it,” put in Wendy. 
 
    “But you won’t be able to get it up.” 
 
    “What?” His voice was a high pitched squeak. 
 
    “Oh, goody. Speak like that all the time!” 
 
    Barry was now officially speechless. 
 
    He was a woman. 
 
    And he wasn’t going to have an orgasm. 
 
    “You can have Lexie take off that chastity device now. You won’t be needing it.” 
 
    Barry ran into the bathroom and stuck a finger down his throat. He barfed, but there was no sign of the pink pill. It had had enough time to dissolve. 
 
    The girls followed him, were amused by his antics. 
 
    He straightened up. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Do you still feel your little weenie?” 
 
    He looked down. He was bumpless in his skirt. “No.” 
 
    “Works pretty fast.” 
 
    “But…but…” and he began to cry. 
 
      
 
    The girls took him out for a celebration that night. Once again they went to Charley Coyote’s and they had drinks and steaks, and they ordered Barry a salad. 
 
    “A salad?” he whimpered. 
 
    “You’ve got to watch your figure.” 
 
    “But you girls are eating steaks!” 
 
    “We already watched our figures. Now eat your salad like a good, little girl.” 
 
    He nibbled at the lettuce. 
 
    The good news was that he was allowed as much whiskey as he wanted. So he ordered bourbon and Coke after bourbon and Coke. Within an hour he was properly sloshed. 
 
    The girls ignored his rude ways and chatted and giggled, and every once in a while glanced at Barry. 
 
    Finally, Lexie asked him, “Are you ready for your cum?” 
 
    Barry looked at her dourly. “I think you’ve fixed that.” 
 
    “Oh, no. I promised you an cum, and I intend to deliver. Girls? Are you ready to head for home?” 
 
    “What? You’re going to let them watch?” 
 
    “Of course. They’ve been so helpful. If it wasn’t for them I never would have been able to get you to this point.” 
 
    “Well, I guess it won’t matter. After all, my weenie is pretty limp.” 
 
    The girls all chuckled. 
 
    Lexie held out the key to his chastity tube.  
 
    In spite of the fact that his dick was limp, Barry ran for the bathroom. He came out a minute later, the chastity tube left behind in the trash can. 
 
    He sat down, and his face showed a mix of emotions. Relief at having the tube off. Sadness, because his peeny wasn’t trying to get hard anymore. 
 
    “Aw, poor Barry,” and the girls all snickered. 
 
    They returned to Barry’s house and entered the bedroom. 
 
    Wendy mixed some more drinks, and Barry sat on the bed. He lifted his skirt and pulled down his panties and gazed at his limp dong. 
 
    “Cheer up, Barry. You’re about to cum.” 
 
    “I don’t see how.” He said sadly. 
 
    “Oh, Barry. You silly girl. Of course you can cum.” 
 
    “How? With this?” He held his weenie towards the girls. 
 
    “Like this,” they said, and they lifted their dresses. They had been wearing dresses that weren’t tight, that billowed out, and now Barry saw why they were billowing. 
 
    They were wearing strap ons. They had each tied a plastic prick to their legs. They undid the little ties and the pricks stood up in a row. 
 
    Wendy came in with the drinks. “Hey! You’re not starting without me!” She handed the tray of drinks to Barry and lifted her own dress and revealed her own penis. 
 
    Barry sat, his mouth open, then he picked up a drink and drank it. the whole thing. Fast. 
 
    Lexie took the tray away from him. “Easy honey. You don’t want to get so drunk you miss out on all the fun.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” His voice made a high pitched wail. 
 
    “Now honey, relax. You’re going to like this. And you will release your semen.” 
 
    “Of course it won’t be like a male orgasm, but that’s okay.” 
 
    Gently, the girls maneuvered him, pushed him back on the bed and pulled his panties down. 
 
    Barry was burbling nonsense. things like, ‘I’m a man!’ And, ‘Women aren’t supposed to fuck men!’ 
 
    Wendy perched on his stomach and began playing with his tits. 
 
    Barbara went to the other side of the bed and kissed him. Jen moved between his legs as Lexie greased him up. 
 
    “Please…I don’t…you can’t…OH!” 
 
    Barry’s eyes opened and he stared at the ceiling. 
 
    “That’s just the head honey.” 
 
    Barry gulped. 
 
    Lexie grabbed his cock and held it up. It was a limp, little worm in her warm hand. 
 
    “But…you…” 
 
    Jen pushed in slowly. 
 
    Barry grunted and arched his back. He felt himself opening up. He felt that wonderful sensation of pooping, but in reverse. And it was double wonderful going into him like that. 
 
    The girls swarmed his boobs, chewed on his mouth, and the big penis went in and out, and he stopped resisting. 
 
    This felt…GOOD! 
 
    And the girls took turns, loving him, introducing him to womanhood, and somewhere in there his limp dick began to release semen. Long drools of shiny strands. And he began to feel so good, so loosy goosy, and he wondered why nobody told him about this before.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Barry sat on the couch, his legs crossed at the thigh, reading a fashion magazine. He was wearing a dress and full make up. He was getting very good at applying his own make up. 
 
    Suddenly Lexie rushed in. She was holding a book. 
 
    “Honey!” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “Guess what I just read!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I came across this book that holds that women can extend their lives by having more sex. The more times I orgasm the longer I’ll live!” 
 
    “Oh, uh…great.” He looked down at his pud. No sign of a bump. And wouldn’t be for another eleven months. And then he might get another shot. After all, he liked sex. “But…what about…I’m so limp.” 
 
    Lexie frowned. “I guess I’ll have to get a surrogate.” 
 
    “A surrogate lover? Somebody to take my place?” 
 
    “Well, if you can’t do it…” she shrugged. 
 
    Barry frowned, twisted his mouth in a moue. Then he said, “Do you think you can get one for me, too?” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Floating on the ocean for 73 days is not fun. 
 
    No shade but what the occasional cloud offers. 
 
    No water except for squalls and storms, and then you lay on your back and open your mouth and drink enough to last until the next squall. 
 
    Your eyesight becomes fuzzy and the world becomes ill defined shapes.  
 
    You look at your mates, the other four poor souls who survived the sinking of your ship, and you see pork chops. Literally, cuts of meat upon which you wish to dine. 
 
    You imagine ships picking you out of the brine, of being seen by a plane 30,000 feet up. 
 
    And when you finally get a glimpse of an island you think your problems are over. 
 
    They’re not. 
 
    They’re just starting. 
 
      
 
    “Land!” Jimmy croaked. He was the strongest of the five men. He could still sit upright and gaze across the thousands of miles of empty sea. 
 
    “Fuck you,” whispered Danny, through cracked lips. 
 
    Johnny and Jerry ignored the weak signal. They had all but given up hope. They were sure death would simply creep over them in the night and that wold be it. 
 
    Bob, who was second strongest, pulled himself upright and gazed over the gunnels. “Land!” he whispered, which caused a stir. 
 
    Could it be? Were they going to get rescued? Or was this one more foul trick played by fate upon them. 
 
    CAW! A bird sailed by. 
 
    Heads rose. Even the weakest of the men responded to that faint hope. 
 
    “Slowly, hands pulled sailors up, and they stared at the island. 
 
    It was actually a fair sized hunk of land. Maybe a mile wide with a peak in the center. Coconut trees rose up out of a jungle and waved in the wind.  
 
    The sound of monkeys screeching occasionally wafted over them. 
 
    In those first few giddy moments the island seemed the answer to their prayers. The men waved their arms and even slapped salt water into their mouths, not to drink, but to moisten the tissues that they might speak properly. 
 
    “My God!” 
 
    “We made it!” 
 
    “What do you think it’s called?” 
 
    “Lesbian Island!” 
 
    The others looked at the one who had spoken. 
 
    “Because with out luck any women on the island will be lesbians.” 
 
    Everybody smiled. Even a bad joke could be appreciated now. 
 
    And so it was christened. Whatever name the little atoll actually possessed was pushed aside in favor of: ‘Lesbian Island.’” 
 
    The only problem was that it was a couple of miles away. 
 
    The sailors stared across the expanse, the roll of waves and white caps as the ocean broke over a coral reef. 
 
    “We got to row,” blurted Danny. 
 
    Lacking the strength to argue, accepting the logic of desperation, the five men began to scoop with their hands. 
 
    The oars had been lost during a storm and all they had was their bony fingers slicing through the water. 
 
    Still, Lesbian Island was hope, and hope awakens the beast in any man’s soul, so they lined the sides of the lifeboat and began pulling water past them. 
 
    The boat was sluggish. They hadn’t bailed out the last storm, and the extra weight sloshed around on the bottom of their vessel. It wallowed as the waves lifted it, glanced off it, slowed it. 
 
    They pulled, their eyes gleaming, their skinny arms going forward, pulling back, going forward, pulling back. 
 
    Slowly, like molasses flowing in winter, the boat angled towards the island. 
 
    It would be a close thing. The current was pulling the boat slightly sideways, and they were in danger of being slipped around the side of the island. 
 
    It was Jimmy, Jimmy Ahern from Chicago, never been to sea and the first time he goes he is shipwrecked, who made the difference. 
 
    “I’ll kick us!” 
 
    He slid over the stern, held to the back of the boat with his hands and started kicking. 
 
    The boat picked up just enough speed to escape the current. The men gave small shrieks of delight, and because they were looking toward the island they didn’t see the sharks swarming in the calm water of the coral formed lagoon. 
 
    “AAIIIEEE!” 
 
    Four men turned as one, then looked down, saw the two foot bodies, scores of them, nibbling at poor Jimmy Ahern. 
 
    They rushed to the rear of the boat, reached for his arms, but it was too late. Bitten to pieces, blood frothing in the water, he sank below the surface where the sharks had more access to his flesh. 
 
    The four men, stunned, stared as Jimmy became a torn rag of bloody flesh, screaming even under the water, flailing at the sharks. And they sharks ignored his protestations as they ate him alive. 
 
    The men watched, were not sickened for the simple reason that there was too little spirit left in them. It was the judgment of the sea, an eternal judgment, and there was nothing they could do. 
 
    One by one they turned to the island. It still beckoned, but not so happily. 
 
    They were afraid to put their hands in the salty water now, and they took off what was left of their shirts and slapped the water, pulled with tangled, ripping thread, and once again the boat moved, more drifted, towards the sandy beaches. 
 
    Inch by inch, the day whiled, and the boat drifted. 
 
    Every once in a while one of the men would, pushed beyond reason, reach their hand into the water, risk the snapping sharks, and give a pull. 
 
    Then fear would overcome them. 
 
    Still, they progressed, and when the water was but a foot deep the sharks were not a bother. The men staggered out of the boat and onto the shore. 
 
    The sand was white, like powdered sugar. 
 
    The shore had been been bleached, likely for millennium, by the sun. It had been scoured by wind and rain. It was soft, trapping the foot. 
 
    Twenty yards, then the jungle started. 
 
    The jungle, with screeching monkeys, parrots, and perhaps larger creatures. 
 
    The men lay on their fronts and backs and gasped for breath. They were alive! They had made it! 
 
    And only slowly did the sound of the screeching disturb them. 
 
    “Buggers,” groaned Jerry. “Won’t they ever shut up?” 
 
    “How you think they got here?” mumbled Bob. 
 
    “Sailed a boat themselves. Buggers.” Came the answer. 
 
    After an hour or so, the men stirred. They were on solid land, but they still needed food and water. They still needed to survive. 
 
    One by one they got to their feet and walked towards the jungle. They trailed into the cool shade of the foliage, and there their prayers were answered. 
 
    Just twenty yards in was a pool of clear water. Storm water dripped off the fronds, pure and delicious. 
 
    They fell to their hands and knees and immersed their faces. They drank, feeling the cool liquid trickle down their throats, sooth their cracked, parched throats. 
 
    They lay on the edges of the pond for a half hour, just breathing. Just thanking God. 
 
    Finally, Jerry crawled to a tree. At the base of the tree were the cracked husks of coconuts. The meat eaten out of the things, the milk evaporated. 
 
    He looked up, and a monkey looked down. 
 
    It was a spider monkey, not much mass, just a scrawny stick of a figure. 
 
    But there was meat in the coconuts up high, and the idea that there was meat on that little monkey’s frame drifted through their senses. 
 
    Food. 
 
    Jerry started to climb the tree. It was slanted a bit, and he dug his fingers in and clasped his arms around, and he reached a cluster of coconuts. 
 
    One by one, he ripped the coconuts free of the grip of the tree. Coconuts dropped, and the others each grabbed one and began bashing them on the rocks set in the sand. 
 
    Jerry descended, picked up his own coconut, and cracked it open. 
 
    They sat, four men, and drank the milk and chewed the chewy meat. 
 
    It was their first real food in more than two months. They had run out of rations. They had lived off fish they had caught, until they lost the line. But now…now…Lesbian Island had provided. 
 
    Bob threw up. Waited a while, and continued eating. 
 
    At the far end of the small pond was a bush with berries on it. Danny was recovered enough to explore, and he headed for the bush. 
 
    Another source of food. 
 
    He reached up and plucked a berry, and the limb holding the berry bent with his pull. 
 
    The shades of color, the shape of the foliage, it all resolved until Danny saw the eyes. 
 
    “FUCK!” 
 
    Danny jumped back and let the limb slap back into the bush. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There’s somebody here!” 
 
    The men got to their feet. They advanced as a group; there is strength in numbers. 
 
    They gathered at the berry bush. Danny pulled the limb back. 
 
    Nobody. 
 
    But there were footprints in the sand at the bottom of the bush. 
 
    Small footprints. 
 
    It was Jimmy, horny Jimmy who used to masturbate on the deck late at night and let his seed spew into the ocean, who made the connection. 
 
    “It’s…it’s a woman.” 
 
    The men looked at each other in wonder. 
 
    They had been rescued. They had food and drink. And now…women! 
 
      
 
    They stuck close to the shore. They caught lobsters and ate them. Danny made fire with a stick and a block of wood, spinning the stick between his palms until he caused a bit of coconut fur to ignite. 
 
    Bob found a mango tree and brought in an armful of the delicious fruit. 
 
    They had berries. And they could fish…if they wished to eat shark. 
 
    But they looked up at the trees, saw the chattering monkeys swinging from tree to tree, and they wanted meat. 
 
    It was Jerry who came up with the idea. 
 
    “Cover me with fronds,” he said.  He nestled down in the sand and the others covered him with large leaves. On his belly they placed three, juicy Mangoes and a handful of berries, and a coconut split in two. 
 
    He could feel the juice of the coconut on his belly. He could smell the coconut’s peculiar smell. He could see strips of light through the fronds.  
 
    He waited. 
 
    The men retreated to the beach and waited. 
 
    It didn’t take long. The monkey ate from the trees, but the sight of a dinner all laid out, was something a curious monkey could not resist. To not even have to pick their dinner! 
 
    One monkey, braver than the rest, scampered around Jerry. He plucked at a big leaf, ran away. 
 
    He smelled something, but…all that food! 
 
    He came closer. He reached for a mango. 
 
    Jerry clapped his arms together and caught the little thief. 
 
    The monkey bit, but fortunately he only bit into frond and the tattered remnants of Jerry’s shirt. 
 
    Jerry swung the monkey as he sat up, managed to trap his limbs in a way that the monkey couldn’t bite him. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” He yelled. 
 
    The others burst through the jungle and stopped in front of the grinning Jerry. 
 
    Monkey! 
 
    Food! 
 
    Meat! 
 
    A feast for starving men! 
 
    Protein and— 
 
    “Let go.” 
 
    As one, four heads swiveled. Across a short expanse of sand, across the pond, in front of the berry bush, stood a woman. 
 
    She was moderate heigh, maybe five foot six. She was naked, and her brown skin shone in the sunlight. Her hair was long, probably never been cut, and it curled down over her shoulders to her waist. 
 
    Her breasts were large and her hips round. Her lips were full, plump and soft and moist looking. 
 
    Her eyes were dark pools of liquid brown. 
 
    “Let monkey go.” 
 
    Jerry wasn’t about to let the monkey go. This was their first meat in over two months. He held it, keeping the frantic, little creature’s teeth away from his forearm. 
 
    “Gawd!” said Danny, his eyes captured by the woman’s curves. His penis began to erect. 
 
    Johnny reached his hand down. His pants were so ragged his hard on burst through the mangled material. 
 
    Jerry, even while he held onto the monkey, grew a boner. “Fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    Bob still had enough pants left that his excitement was concealed. 
 
    The woman circled the pond, her delicate feet lightly touching the edge of the pond, leaving a slight ripple. “You let monkey go. No eat.” 
 
    Jerry muttered, “Lady, we’re hungry.” 
 
    The woman was close now, and she suddenly slapped at Jerry’s arm. The sudden impact loosened his grip just enough that the monkey could escape. It fell to the ground and scampered back to a tree. In a moment it was 20 feet up, shrieking and complaining at the men who had so cruelly trapped it. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The men started after the monkey, but only took a few steps. Bob turned and growled at the woman. “That was our dinner, bitch!” 
 
    The woman snapped, “Eat berry, eat bush. Eat fish. No monkey. Monkey forbidden.” 
 
    SCREEEEE!” 
 
    The men jumped at the sudden shriek. 
 
    Behind the woman two leopards slunk out of the undergrowth, they approached, as if stalking, but only took a place at the woman’s side. 
 
    The woman patted the heads of the big cats. “No eat leopard.” 
 
    The men looked at each other. Leopard? No fucking way they were going after a leopard! 
 
    The woman nodded. “Eat monkey…leopard eat you. You eat berries, fish, coconuts. No eat monkey.” 
 
    She turned quickly and marched back around the pool. 
 
    “Hey!” Jerry yelled. 
 
    She turned at the bush on the far side of the pond. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Amphitrite.” 
 
    “How’d you get here? Can you get us off here?” 
 
    She watched them and there was a humorous quality to her eyes. 
 
    “You stay. Eat. Fish. Play.” 
 
    “Play?” Danny muttered. “We need to go home.” 
 
    Amphitrite’s lips curved gently.She stepped into the bushes, the leopards, growling , followed her. 
 
    The men immediately started discussing her. 
 
    “God! She’s beautiful!” 
 
    “Where’d she come from?” 
 
    “I’m more interested in where she’s going!” 
 
    After a minute the men followed her. 
 
    They looked for footprints, but there were lots of footprints, and they couldn’t be sure which were the ones she had just left. 
 
    For hours they traipsed through the jungle, but there was no sign of her. Just screeching monkeys, and the occasional scream of a leopard. 
 
    And once…the throaty growl of a gorilla. At least, they thought it was a gorilla. It could have been some other kind of beast. But gorilla came to mind, so gorilla it was. 
 
    Finally, they had rounded the mountain and come to the ocean on the other side of the island. The blue waves marched away, little white caps here and there. Clouds in the distance. 
 
    No sign of the women. 
 
    The four men sat down and made a fire. Food was now no problem. they might get tired of mangos and berries and fish and such, but they wouldn’t starve. 
 
    “She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” muttered Danny. 
 
    Johnny nodded. “But where did she go?” 
 
    “How did she get here? She’s got to have a boat or something.” 
 
    But there were no answers. The night arrived, the sun set, and the men leaned against trees and talked. And, finally, went to sleep. 
 
     
 
    Two weeks later they talked about getting another monkey. 
 
    “I’m tired of coconut. I want meat!” griped Bob. 
 
    In truth, he had another idea percolating in the back of his skull. The woman had shown up when they had threatened to eat a monkey. Maybe she would again. And, at the very least, they would have a meal of roasted monkey. 
 
    The others weren’t excited about the idea. They were thinking about pleasing the woman, they didn’t want her mad at them. They had only seen her for 30 seconds, and already they were in thrall to her. 
 
    Bob wandered off into the brush. He knew the others were going to catch lobster today, but he wanted monkey.  
 
    He found an isolated spot, collected long leaves and spread them over him. He piled a bit of fruit on his belly, and he waited. 
 
    The monkeys chattered in the trees. He heard the leopards, but he wasn’t worried about them. The leopards seemed to be in hiding. They had yet to see one. 
 
    He heard a monkey complaining in a whiny voice, he felt the thing approaching him, then the monkey sat on him, right on his chest, and picked up a piece of fruit. 
 
    Bob clamped his arms together and the monkey screeched. 
 
    Bob sat up, holding the little things arms out, avoiding his sharp, little teeth. 
 
    He sat, and waited. Either the woman was going to show up, or he was going to have a meal of monkey meat. 
 
    Time passed, and just when he thought he was going to have to bash the little creature’s brains out and cook it: “Let go monkey.” 
 
    He turned and saw the woman. She was half behind a bush, staring at him with those deep, knowing eyes. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She frowned. She tilted her head. “You want monkey? Or you want me?” 
 
    Bob’s breath caught. He stared at the woman and his penis was suddenly feeling like it was ten feet long. 
 
    The monkey stopped struggling and look at the woman, then at Bob, then at the woman. 
 
    The woman said, “Put monkey down. Come me. We go…we…” she apparently didn’t have a word for fuck, but that was obvious in her look. 
 
    Bob let the monkey go, and the woman held out her hand. 
 
    Bob rose, brushed himself off, and took her hand. 
 
    She led him through the jungle, towards the center of the island, towards the peak. 
 
    Bob followed along. He could smell her. His boner was thrust out. His heart was pounding. 
 
    They moved slightly uphill, at the base of the small mountain. The woman glanced back at him from time to time. Her look was mysterious, enigmatic. 
 
    Then they were climbing up the scree. She led him around a large boulder, and behind the boulder was the entrance to a cave. 
 
    Into the cave, and the light faded. 
 
    Her hand was light, but controlling. “Watch head.” 
 
    He put his other hand up and realized the low roof. 
 
    They wound through the tunnel, and Bob knew he would never be able to find his way back. There were other tunnels branching off. Every once in a while he caught a glimpse of light twisting through the caves. 
 
    Then the voices began. Soft whispers with an edge. Exclamations of alarm. Like people woken up suddenly, shocked to awareness, and their voices complained and filled the cavern, and his ears. 
 
    Voices that were ancient. Languages that had been forgotten. Yet their meaning was clear. Fright, terror, fear. Bob held to her hand harder, and he felt like she was smiling in the darkness. Showing teeth that could not be seen. 
 
    After a half hour they came out on a small ledge. It was not visible from the rest of the island, but Bob peaked over the edge. He was on the far side and he could see his friends, his fellow castaways, on the beach. Scrambling among rocks, looking for edibles. Clams, lobsters, even eels. 
 
    One need not go hungry on the island…if they stayed away from the monkeys. And whatever else is here, Bob thought, and was actually a little scared of the concept filtering through his mind. 
 
    “Come.” 
 
    He turned, and she stood in front of a cave. Naked, her breasts out thrust, the look in her eyes demanding, hungry, wanting him. 
 
    He crossed the little area and entered the cave. 
 
    Her bed was a stone slab. The slab was worn smooth by…what? The motions of her body over an eternity of sleep and rest? Motions of hips wiggling, buttocks pressing down as an eternity of men wiggled their dicks into her. 
 
    She sat on the slab and motioned to him to come to her, to sit next to her. 
 
    He pulled off his threads, ripping worn material in his anxiety. His penis was as hard as the slab she was sitting on, and he wanted to put it in her. 
 
    Yet it was a fight to fuck her. He took her in his arms and she wiggled free. Her arms were like oiled snakes and her legs were vines thick as elephant trunks that tripped and twined at him. 
 
    He held her face and tried to kiss her, but she laughed and pulled his arms aside and snuggled in against him. 
 
    He grabbed her hair and pulled it back. She yelped and laughed and pulled his hands from her hair. 
 
    It was like fucking a Tai Chi master, her eternally giving way, never presenting a target for his lustful attacks. 
 
    “Please…please,” he begged. 
 
    Then she had her hands on his face and her lips to his. She kissed him, chewed on his mouth until he had no words. She pushed his arms out to the side and mounted him. 
 
    He felt like a cloud of swirling juices had engulfed his manhood. He struggled, felt like he was on a raft that was sinking into the ocean. 
 
    Yet he kept begging. “Please…please…” 
 
    His voice died out, muted, and his arms became thin and spindly. 
 
    He came, but it wasn’t like it was supposed to be. He was supposed to give up his essence, spit in her, and instead, she lifted him by the arms, his spindly, little arms. She walked out of the cave, to the edge of the clearing. She turned and whipped him into the air. 
 
    Flying…drowning…circling through the air, his penis flinging off little dribbles of squirtem. 
 
    Then he hit the jungle, the trees, and gripped a branch. 
 
    He screamed at her, his chattering, little voice echoing up the sides of the mountain. But she no longer stood at the edge. She had gone back to her stone slab. To sleep, to masturbate, to dream of flying, little monkeys that did her bidding. 
 
    Bob Johnson, who was once a shipwrecked sailor, was now something else. 
 
      
 
    There were three men fishing for lobsters and clams and what not. 
 
    “I heard you can eat seaweed.” 
 
    Johnny looked at Jerry and snickered. “Well, knock yourself out. Eat hearty.” 
 
    Danny said nothing. He was standing on a rock that was a yard from the shore. Beyond the rock the lagoon was calm. Sharks would occasionally swim through the little space in front of the rock. 
 
    They had caught a couple of sharks, but almost by accident. They didn’t have a way of netted them, or hooking them. 
 
    Jerry had been standing in the shallows and a shark had swum past and he had just bent over, grabbed it, and thrown it to the beach. 
 
    It had wriggled for a long time, gasped, and died. 
 
    Shark shish ka bob that night, and it wasn’t bad. They chewed on the tough pieces of meat and renamed the dish ‘shark ka bob.’ 
 
    Now Danny stared at the sharks swimming below him. A simple jump and he could grab one, but he didn’t dare. He would have to carry a wiggling bag of snapping teeth, teeth that could sever an arm, back up on the rock, or around the rock, and every shark in the lagoon would be after him. 
 
    He thought about a spear, and made up his mind. He would spear the little darlings. Yes. Spear them and flip them onto the beach. 
 
    So thinking, he went to the jungle, broke a straight limb off a tree, and sharpened it by scraping it on a rock. 
 
    Shark ka bob. Yes. When his weapon was properly sharpened he made his way back to the rock and waited. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s Bob?” 
 
    The others didn’t know. They focused on tearing pieces of meat off the little shark. 
 
    “Why the monkeys?” asked Jerry. “Why not the sharks?” 
 
    Danny and Johnny knew what he was asking: why were the monkeys sacred. 
 
    Suddenly a mango hit Johnny in the head. 
 
    “Fuck!” He leaped up, picked up the fruit, and looked into the trees. 
 
    It wasn’t quite dusk, and one monkey was scampering in the trees above. It was chittering and screaming at them. 
 
    “Eeee. Eeee.” 
 
    It was almost like it was trying to talk. 
 
    “Hey! That’s part of Bob’s shirt!” 
 
    The scampering monkey had a ring of collar around his neck. The collar looked like Bob’s It was the same blue color that a sailor’s shirt was, and it was worn, like Bob’s had been. 
 
    The three men stood and stared at the monkey. 
 
    For long minutes the monkey swung through the trees above them. It screamed it’s little shrieks. It shook its tiny fists. It acted like it wanted to tell them something, but was forbidden. 
 
    The men chuckled.  
 
    “Hey, Bob. What you doing there?” 
 
    The monkey stared at Johnny. Then it shook its head and disappeared into the treetops. 
 
    The men sat down and resumed their meal.  
 
    The subject of Bob would come up again, over time, and the men discussed the disappearance of their mate, but there was no conclusion to be had. 
 
    Bob had disappeared. He had swum into the sea and been swept away. He had tempted the lagoon and met the sharks. Or perhaps that screaming leopard had caught him alone. 
 
    Whatever. Aside from a point to obsess on, the disappearance of Bob held not much significance for them.  
 
    They had their own survival to think about. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think we’re on the shipping lanes,” Johnny put forth. 
 
    “Probably not,” said Johnny. 
 
    They stared at the fire on the beach. The weather was mostly pleasant. Every once in a while it turned cold for a couple of days, and once there had been a hurricane. They had climbed the mountain and hid behind rocks to avoid being blown away. 
 
    When the hurricane was over there was almost no damage to the forest. Just a little trimming of trees, a little sweeping away of debris. 
 
    “I’m going to hunt the woman,” Jerry announced. 
 
    Johnny and Danny studied him. 
 
    “She’s got those leopards,” observed Danny. 
 
    “Don’t care.” 
 
    “What if she’s got other animals? Maybe a gorilla, or some other other kind of monster?” 
 
    Jerry scoffed. “Monsters. If there was monsters on this island they would have eaten us by now. 
 
    The other two weren’t convinced. 
 
    “You can do it alone.” 
 
    Jerry nodded. He had expected that. 
 
    Jerry left camp with three spears. The wood was good, the spears were sharpened, and he thought he was prepared. He could penetrate shark’s hide with the spears, so why not a leopard’s skin? 
 
    The ship wreck victims stayed mostly on the beach. That was where the fishing was, and the trees and fresh water just inside the jungle. That left a lot of island unexplored, and that was where the leopards were. 
 
    Jerry pushed through the brush. Being on the hunt relaxed him, reassured him. Now he was doing something about the situation on the island. Find the leopard. Eat the leopard. Wear his skin for a coat. Ooga booga. 
 
    He wasn’t in the deeper jungle for more than a minute before the monkey with the blue collar passed overhead. 
 
    He looked up, studied the little beast. 
 
    “Hey, buddy.” 
 
    The monkey ran down a tree and sat down in front of him. It chattered. It shook its head. It made wild gesticulations. 
 
    Jerry wasn’t interested in hunting the monkey. Something about that woman…let the monkeys be. 
 
    But what was this little character carrying on about? 
 
    “Nice talking to you, buddy, but I’ve got to be going.” 
 
    Jerry advanced, and the monkey danced out of the way. It climbed a tree and screamed at him. Then it threw a bit of fruit at him. 
 
    Jerry turned and drew his arm back. He didn’t intend to kill the monkey, just frighten him, and frighten him he did. The monkey ran screaming through the jungle. 
 
    Jerry continued through the jungle. He came to the foot of the mountain and began circling it. He heard shrieks, screams, as of leopards, and a couple of times he heard the deep, throaty grumbling of what he thought were gorillas. 
 
    He held to his spears and worried, but kept going. 
 
    He made his way through a thick bit of brush, came out on a stream that was coming down from the heights of the mountain, and stopped. 
 
    On the other side of the stream was the woman. Naked. Large breasts and deep, deep brown eyes. Eyes almost black. Peering at him. As if they were looking right through him. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” he whispered. 
 
    She shook her head. “No hunt cat.” 
 
    He showed her his teeth. “Why not, honey? Big cat would be good eating. Want to go to dinner with me?” 
 
    He stepped into the stream. It was shallow. He crossed, stepped onto her side of the stream. 
 
    He was taller than her, yet there was a confidence exuding from her that was…powerful. 
 
    “Monkey mine. Leopard mine. Everything mine. You eat fish…you eat berry off tree. Monkey and Leopard mine.” 
 
    Jerry reached forward and gripped her arm. 
 
    She glanced down at it, then smiled. She had clean, white teeth, and he felt a wonderful desire rise up in him. 
 
    His dick had been hard from his first sight of her, and now, touching her, seeing her smile, his penis felt gigantic. 
 
    “We…you and me?” she asked, her eyebrows arching up. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. Now we’re talking.” 
 
    “You come me.” 
 
    She peeled his hand off her upper arm, held it in her own, and turned and walked through the jungle. 
 
    He heard monkeys and leopards screaming, he even heard what he thought was a gorilla, but he didn’t care about all that now. He followed her up the base of the mountain, and there was a cave behind a large boulder. They entered the cave and it grew dark. 
 
    Whispers. Dull murmurs, forgotten voices. Ancient languages that no one knew. Guttural promises. Warnings that curled his gut. 
 
    Yet she held his hand, and he thought that maybe he couldn’t get loose, and he followed her through the darkness. 
 
    “Watch head,” she said at one point, and he kept his head low. 
 
    They traveled through underground grottos where giant leopards lay on shelves. The leopard’s eyes glittered as he, a real meal, walked under them. 
 
    Yet they bothered him not. Perhaps they merely looked to envy the woman. Jerry didn’t know, but he was frightened in a way that mere sharks and leopards couldn’t scare him. 
 
    They came out on a ledge, and behind the ledge was a clearing. 
 
    From the ledge, so close to the top of the mountain, he could see the endless waves rippling unto the horizon. 
 
    “Come. You and me.” She showed her very sharp teeth. 
 
    Yet he saw a darkness in that smile, a promise of torments. 
 
    But he couldn’t not go with her. He was enthralled. He could not turn back. 
 
    Besides, even if he traveled back down through the tunnels and caverns, he had a feeling the leopards wouldn’t be so friendly now. 
 
    So this was it. 
 
    She walked into a cave and inside the cave was a slab of stone. The stone was worn shiny. He could imagine her writhing on the stone, screwing hapless sailors endlessly. 
 
    Yet, he smiled. 
 
    She sat down on the slab and beckoned to him. “Take off clothes.” 
 
    His clothes were mere threads and tatters, and he stripped them off easily. 
 
    For a brief second he thought of the monkey with the blue collar, then he shrugged the thought off. 
 
    He came to her, and she opened her arms. She kissed him, felt his penis and stroked him. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he mumbled, losing himself in her brown skin, her black hair, her endless eyes. 
 
    He felt her arms around him, squeezing like an octopus, squeezing the life out of him. He breathed in her hair, winsome tornadoes of strands that encircled him like a black fog. 
 
    She held his balls and chewed on his lips. She leaned down and kissed the tip of his penis, then engulfed it with her mouth. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    It had been long, and she was so  beautiful, so he came fast. 
 
    An urgent spitting of seed, then she was pressing him back, bending him over. His legs folded back, reshaped, and he felt fur growing out of his flesh. He looked at his fingers and they turned into talons. 
 
    He curled on the slab of stone, he screamed a scream of anguish and didn’t understand. 
 
    Then she picked him up by the scruff of the neck. She danced out of the cave, holding him, spinning him in a circle, and she approached the edge of the clearing. 
 
    He screamed, and the air came up to meet him. He plummeted, automatically twisting his tail, his spine, trying to land on this feet. 
 
    A fall from that height should have killed him, but it didn’t. 
 
    She didn’t want him to die. He was hers. He landed, scrabbling frantically, on the scree, and slid all the way down into the jungle. He screamed yet again, then he was bounding through the jungle.  
 
    He was terrified. 
 
    His name was Jerry Slater, and he had never been owned like that.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Something’s wrong,” Danny said. 
 
    The two sailors sat across the campfire and nibbled on lobster and munched on mangos. 
 
    Jerry hadn’t come back from the big leopard hunt. 
 
    “He tried to eat something that ate him,” observed Johnny. 
 
    There wasn’t much Danny could say to that. He wasn’t about to let up, however. “First Jimmy, then Bob, now Jerry. Something is wrong on Lesbian Island.” 
 
    “This island is dangerous,” Johnny agreed. He picked apart the lobster with his fingers and ate it. “Still, as long as we stay out here, maybe a ship…” He shrugged. 
 
    “I don’t think a ship is coming.” 
 
    Johnny frowned. He couldn’t disagree. 
 
    “I’m going to take a look see tomorrow.” 
 
    “Look for what?” 
 
    “I’m going to find out what happened to the others.” 
 
    Johnny thought about it. He didn’t like the idea that the others were disappearing. He also didn’t like the idea of exploring. If only there was a way to find out what was happening without…having whatever happened happen to him. 
 
    “There’s got to be something out there.” He jerked a thumb towards the jungle. Signs of a struggle, abandoned spears. Something. 
 
    After dinner the two men lazed around, watched the sun set, and talked about exploring the island, hopefully without getting killed. 
 
      
 
    Danny held a sharp stone in one hand and a sharpened stick in the other. The stick was for protection. The stone was for marking. 
 
    He walked through the jungle, and to any observer he looked like he was touching tree trunks for balance. He was actually making a quick scrape on the trunk. Very unobvious, but plain to see if the person following knew what they were looking for. 
 
    He made his way through the thick growth, picked some berries at one point, and fed himself. 
 
    A hundred yards behind him, walking much softer, and carrying a couple of spears, Johnny followed. 
 
    He skulked, tree to tree, trying to stay hidden and yet still see the little marks on the trees. 
 
    Monkeys chattered. And, at one point the blue collar flew down from a tree and struck Danny on the shoulder. 
 
    He looked up. Monkeys. He thought he saw the one that had been wearing the blue collar, but he wasn’t sure. Monkeys looked all the same. 
 
    Still, that one monkey seemed intent on yakking at him and gesticulating wildly. 
 
    Two minutes later Johnny came across the discarded bit of cloth. He toed it aside, frowned, and kept going. Every once in a while he could hear Danny making noises, shaking bushes, and the foot prints were easy to follow. 
 
    For an hour they made their way through the jungle, then Johnny caught up to Danny. 
 
    Danny was in a clearing, and on the other side of the clearing a leopard crouched. 
 
    The leopard shifted its head and Johnny knew he had been spotted. He stepped out of the foliage and took a place next to Danny. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “This bugger is stopping me. Watch.” 
 
    Danny took a step. The leopard gathered muscles under its hide, its tail twitched nervously, and it growled. 
 
    Then, amazingly, it shook its head. A very human motion, a warning motion. 
 
    Don’t come forward! Stay back! 
 
    What the fuck?” whispered Johnny. 
 
    “Move to the other side of him. Let’s double team him. 
 
    Johnny stepped sideways. 
 
    The leopard shifted, squirmed, was suddenly unsure. 
 
    And it kept waggling its head as if in the negative. 
 
    Danny lifted his spear, and the leopard darted into the undergrowth. Like that, he was gone. 
 
    Then, a moment later, a scream. 
 
    The two men looked at each other. Danny shook his head. “Weird.” Then: “I’m going to keep going.” 
 
    Again, the two slunk through the jungle. Danny led the way and Johnny trailed along, following the signs and making no noise. 
 
    Danny came to a stream. He could hear birds in the trees. The monkeys had receded, and it was suddenly silent. 
 
    On the other side of the stream was Amphitrite. She was naked, her breasts high and her nipples erect. Her flesh was lush, and she stood in a spread legged stance which exposed her vagina. 
 
    Danny licked his lips and felt his boner rise up. Too loudly, warning Johnny, he said, “Hey, baby. What are you doing here?” 
 
    “You go back.” 
 
    “Go back where? It’s an island. Don’t see too many super highways around here, or grocery stores.” 
 
    “You eat fish. Eat berry. Leave monkey alone. Leave leopard alone.” 
 
    “Sorry, sister, but I want to know what’s going on here.” 
 
    She frowned, was silent, and Danny crossed the stream. When he walked he dug his feet in and made sure he left foot prints. He stopped in front of Amphitrite. 
 
    She stared up at him, her flesh so flawless, her eyes so deep they were downright magical. As in a daze he reached out and touched her hair. 
 
    She smiled, reached down and touched him, stroked him, felt his testicles. “You want me?” 
 
    Danny couldn’t help himself. He wanted to find out what was happening on this island, but he couldn’t refuse the request. No matter how much he wanted to keep exploring, to solve the mystery, the heat of this girl in front of him was toasting him. 
 
    She turned and led him by the penis through the foliage. 
 
    Not ten seconds later Johnny appeared. He had heard part of the conversation, and he read the footprints. Fucking Danny was going to go get himself laid! 
 
    Still, he had a duty to his friend. Something bad might happen, even with the native girl, so he followed the footprints. 
 
    Danny was exalted. His cock was roaring with blood. His heart was pounding out of control. Still, he dug his feet into the sand, and every once in a while he scraped the rock against a tree. 
 
    Amphitrite didn’t notice. Or perhaps she didn’t care. She held to him, pulled him, and Danny found himself on the edge of orgasm. 
 
    Yet, he couldn’t get over the edge. Something in her grip stopped him. A subtle tightening when he got too close. Something. 
 
    She led him up a slope of rocks and behind a boulder. He was swallowed by the darkness of the tunnel, yet he couldn’t loose her hand. He had to follow her. 
 
    She led him through the tunnels, and said, “Watch head.” 
 
    He ducked, and the roof of the tunnel scraped his hair. She could walk upright, but he had to walk bent over. Like a caveman, or some lesser creature. 
 
    He heard a sound. He knew that Johnny was following him, yet that was the last thing in his mind. All he could think about was the firm grip on his handle, the way he could hardly breath. Taking step after step behind this siren. 
 
    They passed through caves with ledges and leopards glared down at him, licked their paws, and he wondered, in his sexual delirium, whether he was just being set up to be lunch. 
 
    Then, out onto a ledge, and behind the ledge, up a slight slope, was a clearing. 
 
    From here he could see the vastness of the ocean. The eternity of the sky. That he was a lone figure in a never ending cosmos. 
 
    She led him across the clearing and into a cave. In the cave was slab of stone, well worn from fucking. Actual indent marks from buttocks sliding back and forth and humping. 
 
    The woman sat down, pulled him to her, and swallowed his penis. 
 
    He stared at how his root disappeared into her throat, and his legs shook so he could hardly stand. 
 
    Just when he was about to loose his load she whispered, “Off clothes.” 
 
    Trembling, he took off his rags. He was a scrawny man, ribs showing, yet in good health. His hair was grown long, as was his beard. But the most remarkable thing was the way his penis bounced and throbbed. 
 
    “Come,” she said, patting the slab, and he went to her. 
 
      
 
    Johnny followed the path through the jungle. They were moving faster than him, but that was okay. As long as he could read the trail…. 
 
    The trail led up to an expanse of stones that had gathered at the base of the mountain. Here the trail ended. The path led up through the tumble of stones where no tree could be marked, and the slide of foot was no longer visible. 
 
    But some twenty yards up the slope was a large boulder. Johnny decided to go that far. 
 
    He crept up the incline of stones, felt them shift under foot, and rounded the boulder. 
 
    His eyes opened. A cave! 
 
    He entered, the light faded, and the cave became a tunnel. 
 
    He could hear them now, walking through the maze of mountain, and he followed them by sound. 
 
    He bumped his head, felt it, and realized he had cut himself. He pressed where he thought the wound was and tried to make sure he wouldn’t bleed. 
 
    Then he came out in a large cavern. The cavern had slabs of stone, niches big enough to stand in, yet there was no sound. 
 
    Except the sound of Danny talking, and the whisper, as of the woman answering. But it all sounded like it was in his mind. 
 
    Johnny crossed the big cavern, then turned and looked behind him. 
 
    Green eyes in the dark. Glowing as if incandescent, slanted, hungry. 
 
    He hurried on. 
 
    He came out on a ledge and saw the waves forever. The sun high above. The march of clouds through forever. 
 
    Behind the ledge was a clearing, and at the far end of the clearing was a cave.  
 
    Johnny tip toed across a short swath of green. He crept up to the side of the cave and looked in. 
 
    Against the back of the cave he saw Johny bending a knee and crawling onto a slab of smooth stone. The slab was big enough, and it resembled a bed. 
 
    Amphitrite took Danny in her arms. She kissed him. 
 
    Danny made hoarse, guttural sounds. He was the man, he was supposed to be in charge, but as Johnny watched that did not happen. 
 
    The woman wasn’t tall, but she circled her arms all the way around him. She kissed his mouth. She stroked his penis, and Johnny gasped. 
 
    She wasn’t making love…she was sculpting! 
 
    She sucked on his mouth and the front of his face, the jaw area, was pulled out. She gripped his arms and ran them up his limbs, and where she touched grew larger, and grew hairy! 
 
    She gave him muscles, even as he delved into her and gave himself up. She made him taller, more massive. 
 
    She ‘gorilla-ized’ him. 
 
    Danny groaned, was captured by the intense sexuality of the moment. 
 
    At one point he spurted, and she gathered his goop in her hands and fed it back to him. 
 
    And he grew larger, more massive. His brow lowered and his nose flattened. 
 
    And…he was a gorilla. 
 
    The woman stood up and led Danny out of the cave. 
 
    Danny grunted, staggered as if he was dizzy. 
 
    Johnny stepped back quickly. Stepped out of sight behind a bush. 
 
    Amphitrite pulled the gorilla that had once been Danny out of the cave. 
 
    He had trouble walking, or maybe it was just trouble walking on only two feet. 
 
    Then he bent over, and his arms became longer, his hands curled into paws, mighty knuckles which could serve as feet. 
 
    She took him to the edge of the clearing, to the sheer cliff which fronted the cave and the clearing. 
 
    Aghast, terrified, Johnny watched as the woman grabbed one of Danny’s feet, then, holding by one front leg and one back, she sailed him, like an airplane, off the edge of the cliff. 
 
    Johnny covered his eyes and stifled a sob. 
 
    What was happening? What had happened?  
 
    He thought of the monkey, and of the leopard. And now the gorilla. 
 
    Was this what was happening? Was this going to happen to him? 
 
    Then sunlight struck his face as Amphitrite pulled the bush back. 
 
    Johnny backed away from her, falling on his butt, and still pushing away. 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    Amphitrite smiled. A beautiful smile. Her hair gleamed in the sunlight and her breasts moved in harmony with her motions. 
 
    “Please, no! I don’t want to be a monkey.” 
 
    She tilted her head in question, but whatever the question was, it was silent. 
 
    “I don’t want to be a leopard or a gorilla. Don’t! For God’s sake! Don’t!” 
 
    Then she smiled and reached down for his manhood. 
 
    He was ensnared. His terror turned to lust. His penis dripped in her hand. 
 
    This was the monster who called to sailors across the sea, and he was no longer afraid. He just…wanted her. 
 
    “Come,” she said, pulling him, rousing him, into the cave. 
 
    She led him to the stone slab that was her bed. An ancient creature, she had no need of mattress or other comforts. Hard rock was cushion enough. 
 
    All she needed was an occasional meal. But her meals were not fish and berries, mangos and shark. 
 
    She took her nourishment in a different way. 
 
    He bent to her, and her lips met his mouth. 
 
    He felt himself dwindling unto her, his awareness shrinking. 
 
    For a moment terror grew, but she touched his cheek and said, “Shhh.” 
 
    “But…what are you doing to me?” 
 
    She smiled and nodded, then she pushed him back and sat on him, on his penis. 
 
    He felt himself swelling to an unimaginable degree. He felt himself contained. He felt not the dwindling of awareness, but the expansion of it. 
 
    She rode him, gloried in her meal, and she said, “Men like monkeys. They talk, talk, talk.” 
 
    He listened, rapt, ensorcelled by her magic pussy. 
 
    “Some people like leopard. Think they are king.” 
 
    He groaned and thrust his penis up into her. 
 
    “Some men like gorilla. The are king. They rule. But there is one creature they no rule.” 
 
    That was when Johnny started to cum. His mind turned white hot, his seed went into Amphitrite, his essence was absorbed. 
 
    She bent her head and kissed his nipple, and sucked. 
 
    He groaned. The pain felt good. And she sucked and pulled and shaped a breast out of his chest. 
 
    She took the other nipple in her mouth and pulled, and another breast appeared. 
 
    He was in a delirium, feeling his sex erupt, even as it shrunk. 
 
    Inside her his penis grew smaller, as if with every spurt some part of his flesh was delivered to her. 
 
    She smoothed her hands over his face, and where she touched his beard evaporated, and he was left with soft skin. She shaped his features, moved the angles of his face, made them smooth and rounder. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he cried. It hurt so much…but in HER presence pain was transmuted to pleasure. 
 
    She rose up off him, and his penis was no more. 
 
    She bent and put her hands into his groin, fashioned him a vagina. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked as his bones shrunk and cracked into new places. 
 
    “You no monkey. You no monster. But you be the most dangerous of all animals in jungle.” 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    She kissed his lips, and when she pulled her face away his lips were soft and curvy. 
 
    She squeezed his waist, made it smaller. She pushed down and the mass that had been his male waist became round buns. 
 
    Then she moved away from him. 
 
    She held out her hand and took…hers. 
 
    Johnny was now a woman. Her face was reshaped so her once male honker was now a pert button. Her lips were plump and kissable. Her body was an hourglass, and her nipples were erect on her large breasts. 
 
    Amphitrite led Johnny from the cave by the hand. 
 
    She smiled reassuringly back at Johnny. 
 
    Johnny stumbled, was unsure of her suddenly sexy body. She felt so horny. Her pussy wanted to be filled. Lust was now part of her nature, more than it had ever been when she was male. 
 
    Amphitrite paused at the edge of the cliff. 
 
    “I make you in my image. Go forth and feed.” 
 
    Amphitrite leaned down and grabbed Johnny’s ankle. She turned, and Johnny arced about her like an airplane. Then Amphitrite let go and Johnny sailed into air. 
 
    Unlike the monkey, the leopard or the gorilla before her, Johnny didn’t scream. For in making Johnny into a woman Amphitrite had imbued her with eternal knowledge. 
 
    Johnny knew she would walk the jungle, and the animals would bow at her feet, bring her food, and worship her. 
 
    They would want her, even though they knew that, as animals, they could never couple with her. 
 
    But then that is the eternal cursing/blessing of a God. 
 
    Man shall desire, but never attain. 
 
    Man shall lust, but never come to conclusion. 
 
    And so shall woman reign, perfect in God’s image.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    They paddled across the calm waters inside the coral reef. Somehow they managed to avoid the nibbling sharks, and they staggered ashore. 
 
    Seven men, no women, dehydrated, starved, wasted away to skin and bones. There they grew fat on shark and lobster, mongo and berry. 
 
    The captain, a robust man, a man of education named the island Amphitrite. 
 
    “Why that for a name, Captain?” asked the first mate. 
 
    The captain smiled and said, “Amphitrite was the goddess-queen of the sea, wife of Poseidon, and eldest of the fifty Nereides.” 
 
    The mate nodded.  He said, “Then we should be in good hands.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Aha! I caught you!” 
 
    Larry spun in surprise. His hand was still on his dick and he was almost ready to cum. 
 
    “Laura…what are you…hey, uh…” 
 
    Laura stepped into the shower. Larry stepped back so they could both catch the spray. 
 
    “Did you really think you were going to jack off before the party?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I…” 
 
    “I’ve told you before that you are not allowed to masturbate. Save it for me.” 
 
    “How did you you know I was uh, going to be…uh…” 
 
    “Come on, after all that begging wheedling?” She mimicked his voice. “Please, honey, my balls are really full! I need to get off. You don’t want my balls to be hurting, do you?” 
 
    She laughed and he looked chagrined. 
 
    She reached down and pushed his hand away. She placed her hand around his shaft and began stroking. She leaned against him, pressing her large breasts against his chest. Her green eyes looking directly into his browns. 
 
    “If you ever try to jack off again I’ll divorce you. And when we separate community property I’m going to take one of your nuts.” 
 
    He could hardly breath for the pleasure she was giving him. Suddenly he was on edge again, the sharp, sweet urge of orgasm exploding in his balls, and…she let go. 
 
    “No, no. No cummie for you.” She began soaping her body, soaping her buns, her breasts. 
 
    He stared in awe. His wife was one stacked creature. She was 36 by 24 by 38, and the cups were Fs, or Gs, or whatever gigantic letters described her awesome bosom. 
 
    “Let me help,” he breathed. 
 
    She smiled and he took over the soaping. He lathered suds all over her. He placed his hands on her breasts and used up a lot of soap. He soaped her mons, her pussy, and she gasped with the sudden pleasure. 
 
    She kissed him then, holding his head and chewing on his lips like they were candy. She whispered, “Get me off, honey.” 
 
    He was so excited, there was no way he could refuse. He redoubled his efforts, working his arm until his muscles were aching. 
 
    “Rinse your fingers.”  
 
    He did, and now he could put them inside her. Multiple fingers. She arched her back, pressing her mammoth mammaries into him. He bent his head and sucked, and she began to hump his hand. 
 
    “Yes…yes…yes…” She shivered and quaked and the orgasm swept over her. Through her. Exploded her  and she held to him. Then she couldn’t even hold on to him, and he was forced to hold her up. 
 
    Sighing, moaning, her eyes closed, she let the earthquake consume  her body. 
 
    A minute later she smiled, opened her eyes, and kissed his check. “Thank you, honey.” 
 
    She ignored him and re-soaped her body, then began rinsing it. 
 
    “But…wait…can you return the favor? A little help?” 
 
    She chuckled. “No why on earth would I do that?” 
 
    “Uh, ‘cause you just made me super horny? I did you so you do me? That sort of thing?” 
 
    She shook her head, then ran her hand under his chin. “Oh, honey, you haven’t figured it out, yet. Have you?” 
 
    “Figure what out?” 
 
    She opened the door and stepped out. He followed her, still soapy and needing a rinse. She began toweling herself off and said, “If I get you off then you’ll ignore me at the party. You’ll go off and talk football with all your macho male friends and leave me alone.” 
 
    “But…it’s a party, and I should be allowed to go socialize!” 
 
    “Fine. Go. But you’ll be thinking of me.” 
 
    She pushed the towel into his face and went into the bedroom. 
 
    Larry looked at the towel, started to follow her, then realized what a dripping mess he was. Especially in the penis. 
 
    He stepped back into the shower. 
 
    “And don’t you even think about finishing yourself off!” she called. 
 
    Larry rinsed, stepped out and dried, and inspected his weener with sadness. 
 
    It was a nice dick. Not too big, not too small, always ready for a little  attention. Right now it was ready to squirt. He had almost done himself, then she had almost done him, then she had had him get her off, and his peeny was feeling the heat. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he mumbled. 
 
    In the bedroom Laura was in bra and panties and was working on her make up. He watched as her eyes became magical. Her lips turned red and moist. She kept glancing at him in the mirror, chuckling at his state of excitement. 
 
    “Poor baby,” she commented. 
 
    He put on his under pants, and they wouldn’t fit over his turgid cock. He pressed and pushed, but it didn’t work. 
 
    “Hey, I’ve got something that will help with that?” 
 
    She leaned over to her dresser and opened the top drawer, she took out a pair of panties and tossed them to him. 
 
    He held them up. They were pink, and stretchy, and would be tight. 
 
    “I can’t wear these?” 
 
    “Why not? Afraid?” 
 
    That was the ultimate insult for a guy, and she knew it. She watched him turn blustery. 
 
    “I can wear these. I just choose not to.” 
 
    “Oh, you do, eh?” 
 
    Her tones were carefully designed to mock him. 
 
    “Besides, there’s no pouch for the pooch. And the string going up my asshole all night, I don’t want that.” 
 
    She turned to him and looked honestly puzzled. “Why not?” 
 
    “Because…because…” and the truth burst out of him, “they’re for girls!” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Men wear panties all the time. Look it up on the net.” 
 
    She reached forward and grabbed his erect penis. She pulled it to her. She took the panties and bent over held them for him to step into. “Come on.” 
 
    He wasn’t sure what was compelling him, maybe her tones, maybe the kink, maybe just because he was now so horny he wouldn’t have said no to anything she said. 
 
    She pulled the panties up his leg. The string snugged onto his asshole and she giggled as she moved the panties so the string rubbed on his asshole. “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    He didn’t want to admit it, but he couldn't help making an ‘urk’ of a sound. 
 
    His penis poked the material out, made a rather sizable mountain. 
 
    She looked up at him. “You want it up or down?” 
 
    “I want it in you.” 
 
    “Down it is.” 
 
    She pushed his weenie down, then she picked up a ribbon from her vanity table and tied it around his cock, and then around his thigh. 
 
    “There!” she patted his downward pointing penis. “Prefect!” 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “You’re even leaking a little. Would you like a tampon?” 
 
    “No!” He was shocked that she would say such a thing. 
 
    She laughed and turned back to her mirror and continued with her make up. 
 
    Larry looked down. He had to bend slightly at the waist to take the pressure off his cock. It made his butt poke back a bit, and he wondered how he was going to pull this off. The guys at the party would surely notice if he was pooched over and walking like an old lady with hemorrhoids.  
 
    Laura stood up, wrapped a dress around herself. She rolled nylons up her legs, then stepped into a pair of strappy sandals. Her red tipped toes looked quite sexy poking out at the bottom of the slope of her heels. 
 
    She looked at him. “Come on, honey, get a move on.” 
 
    Larry, totally distracted by the arrangement of his manhood, put on shorts and a polo shirt. 
 
    Laura watched him. “I’ve got to say,” she said as he tied his athletic shoes, “The way you’re standing is turning me on. I mean, I know I have a gigantic cock waiting for me what I get home. Oh, the little shower finger bangs are good for hors d’oeuvres, but I crave the real thing. I need a man with a big cock.” 
 
    “Well, it’s big all right, but it’s a bit tied up at the moment.” 
 
    Hardy har,” she grinned, then she placed her hands under her breasts and hefted them. “You play your cards right and you might get some of these.” 
 
    He shivered with desire. He was so excited his flesh was running hot and cold and his boner dripped in his panties. 
 
    She laughed, then took his hand and they exited the room and the house. 
 
      
 
    The party was a blast. A score of couples drowning themselves in liquor. Women dressed to show off their figures. Men dancing to the sweaty music, pressing themselves up against the women. 
 
    And the women pressed their hips forward to gauge the degree of the men’s excitement. 
 
    The music was a lot of eighties. Hard rocking glamour bands, and when Poison started preaching ‘Talk Dirty to Me’ everybody hugged their partners and told them how badly they wanted to be fucked. 
 
    Larry stayed by Laura’s side, he was too horny not to, but when the party got raucous men frequently came up and asked her to dance. 
 
    Frustrated, a little pissed, he watched as men pressed their groins against his wife’s, let her feel their engorged dicks, and then whispered how much they wanted to fuck her. 
 
    This caused him to drink a bit more, and he felt his good sense leaving. 
 
    Still, he didn’t get out of control, and when the party was over he put his arm around Laura possessively and walked her down the sidewalk to their car. 
 
    “Ooh. somebody still loves me.” 
 
    “You’re driving me crazy,” he said. 
 
    She stopped, turned him, and grinned at him. “So you like being horny.” 
 
    “I like fucking. And you promised me a fuck.” 
 
    “I didn’t promise, and…you’re giving me an idea.” 
 
    “What idea?” 
 
    “A sly look ran across her face. “Why don’t we make you hornier?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She hugged him, and he shivered as he felt her large breasts push on his chest. She whispered into his ear. “Do you know how horny the guys were tonight?” 
 
    He went silent. He didn’t want to think about his wife dancing with other men. 
 
    They held me, tight, and I held them back, pressing my breasts into them. A couple of them actually reached up and squeezed me, felt me up right on the dance floor. You didn’t see that, did you?” 
 
    He shook his head. He was enraged, and yet, it made him hornier. 
 
    “I could feel penises pressed right against my groin. I could feel them thrusting, pressing, trying to get through my material and into my snatch. One man…I could feel his head. I mean, right through the sheer material of my dress, I could feel his cock. The head was actually pressed between my labia. I mean….he was in me. Not all the way, but enough. God, it felt good, and I humped him. People were between you and I and you couldn’t see that, could you? You couldn’t see the way I was actually fucking, getting an inch of peeny into my velvet hole. And I wondered what it would be like if I could take his whole dong into my gina. I think he was a little bigger than you, and that might mean he’d actually feel better than you.” 
 
    Larry couldn’t breath, and then Laura pushed away. 
 
    “Would he, Larry? Would he feel better than you?” 
 
    “Stop that,” Larry whispered. 
 
    She took his hand and continued the walk to their car. 
 
    “I don’t want you to cum, honey.” 
 
    “I’ve got to get off.” 
 
    “No, you don’t. I want you hornier than all those men that tried to hump me. I want you so horny that when I say fuck you lean your gism all over the place. We could be in the supermarket and I could look at you and say, ‘squirt, baby,’ and you would. Would you like that?” 
 
    The thought was incredibly exciting, but his cock wanted to cum now. He managed to summon up a bit of logic to refute her proposal. “Laura, I’m so horny now I couldn’t not cum. I mean, I’ve got to have you.” 
 
    They arrived at the car and he held the door open for her. 
 
    She slid into the passenger seat, her nylons rubbing and her hole moist with juices. She thought about what he said. He couldn’t not cum. 
 
    But she was thinking about this now, and she wanted him not to cum. All those men pressing against her. All the gism stored up ready to shoot, but unable to. It was heady, exciting, and made her even hotter. 
 
    By the time they reached home she was officially wet.  She could actually feel moisture between the rubbing of her thighs. 
 
    Larry stopped the car, turned it off, and she reached to him, turned him to her. 
 
    “You’re going to do what I say, baby. And I am going to make you hornier than any man has ever been in the history of the world. And when you cum, it will be the biggest cum in…in…the history of the universe. 
 
    “I don’t think—“ 
 
    “Shhh. I have spoken. Now get your ass into the house and I will work my magic on you. 
 
      
 
    They undressed. Him fast, and he sat on the edge of the bed, his cock throbbing and dripping. Her slow, tantalizing, teasing, edging him without even touching him. 
 
    “Honey, I need to squirt.” 
 
    She slipped off her shoes, smiled, and said, “Where’s the fun in that? You shoot your juice, and then go to sleep. I think you’ll find what we’re about to do a lot more fun.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…my balls are full! They were full before the party, and now they’re really full.” 
 
    “Ha! If you think they’re full now…you ain’t seen nothing.” 
 
    She walked into the bathroom and opened up the medicine cabinet. On the top shelf was a box of condoms. She took out three, then picked up the numbing spray on the bottom shelf. 
 
    “What’s that for?” he asked.  
 
    They rarely used the condoms, only when she was liable to get pregnant. And the numbing spray he had bought when he had a sore in his armpit and wanted to relieve the pain. 
 
    “Lay back, honey, and I’ll show you what it’s all about.” 
 
    She pushed his chest, and though. his arms reached for her, he fell back. 
 
    She sprayed his cock with numbing spray. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Go with it, baby. This is going to be fun.” 
 
    Kinky was fun, and he found himself staring as she prepared him for love making. 
 
    When he was properly numb, couldn’t feel a thing with his dick, she rolled a rubber onto him. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whined. 
 
    She just showed her teeth and rolled another rubber over the first. And then a third. 
 
    He was squeezed tight, but couldn’t feel a blessed thing. 
 
    “Laura!” he was actually begging, “This might hurt me!” 
 
    “No pain, no gain,” she said, and she pulled her panties off and mounted him. 
 
    The rubbers didn’t provide the greatest sensation, it was like wearing raincoats, but they did stop sensation for him. 
 
    She managed to slide down over his super encased dick, and then the rubbers proved their value. 
 
    He was rigid, more rigid than she had ever felt him. And the rubbers provided a rare traction. It felt like he was pulling her inside out, then pushing her back outside in. 
 
    He stared up at her, a hurt expression on his face. “I can’t feel anything!” 
 
    “That’s the idea, honey.” 
 
    She leaned forward, pinioned his wrists with her hands, and kissed him. 
 
    She lay on him for a second then, breathing heavily. She said, “I can feel everything. It feels like you’re bigger than ever, and it’s like the pedal has finally touched the metal. 
 
    Larry moved his hips. He wanted to feel something, but there was nothing. It was like he had no dick at all, it was so numb and absent of feeling. 
 
    But Laura felt it all. She groaned and tilted her hips. Her pussy gripped every inch of his cock and grated up it. 
 
    And down it. 
 
    “Oh, God! Why haven’t we done this before.” 
 
    He made a mewling sound, like a kitten crying for milk. 
 
    “We’re going to do it like this all the time!” 
 
    “No!” he wheezed, closing his eyes. He knew he was fucking, he knew she was fucking him, but he was denied the feeling and the pleasure. 
 
    “Please. Take them off!” 
 
    “Not on your life,” she grunted, rising and falling. She placed her hands on her big breasts and squeezed. She leaned her head back, and her eyeballs actually felt loose in the sockets. 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “Shut up and fuck me.” 
 
    And, having no other choice…he did. 
 
     
 
    Larry woke with the most tremendous boner, and it wasn’t just the morning wood. It was stiff and sore because Laura had screwed him into literal insensibility the night previous. 
 
    She had been insatiable, and as he tried to keep up with her he became aware that she was having orgasm after orgasm. 
 
    He rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom. Behind him Laura slept peacefully and happily. 
 
    Satisfaction is its own reward. 
 
    He placed one hand on the wall behind the toilet, leaned, and drained. He could feel his penis now, and it was amazing. He truly was as horny as he had ever been in the life. 
 
    He listened to the sound of his stream, it drizzled off, and he flicked it, then returned to the bedroom. He tried to be silent so as not to wake his wife, but when he opened his dresser drawer she said, “Wear the panties again.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” he groaned, but his cock was not unhappy at the command. 
 
    She rolled out of bed, sat on the edge and called him to her. “Wait. Let me work on you a while.” 
 
    He stood, and gasped as she took his dong in her mouth. 
 
    “Pew,” she muttered. I can taste chemicals on you.” 
 
    “Whose fault is that?” 
 
    “Yours. Go wash, then come back.” 
 
    He went into the bathroom, but instead of just washing he got into the shower. She was awake now and he didn’t have to worry about disturbing her. 
 
    He leaned against the tiles and let the hot water sluice over him. Heysoos, what a night.  
 
    The door opened and she stepped in. She grabbed him and soaped him and said, “You don’t follow directions very well.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he yawned. He was awake, in fact he was wired, but he was also tired. 
 
    She held him up and slapped his nuts. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She giggled, “That didn’t hurt. Admit it, it felt good.” 
 
    He made a whining sound and she laughed harder.  
 
    “Do you like this?” she squeezed and lifted until he was on his tip toes. 
 
    “Or this?” she pulled down until he had to bend his knees. 
 
    Then she went to her knees and brought him to the edge. Which was easy considering how horny he was. 
 
    Finally, when he was boiling down there, she stood up and kissed him. 
 
    It was so wonderful, the hot water raining on him, her lips sucking the soul out of him. 
 
    Then she was gone with a flippant, “Your bra and panties will be on the bed.” 
 
    He blinked. He knew he wasn’t thinking entirely straight. Did she say ‘bra?’ 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and toweled off. He was awake, he wouldn’t be going back to sleep, but…the world felt like it was going sideways. 
 
    He pulled on the panties. Stuffed his cock down and tied it to his thigh. He would be pooched over for a while, then his cock would relax enough that he could walk normal. 
 
    He looked at the bra. 
 
    It was pink, like the panties. It was thin, and it had big cups. It wasn’t meant for support, but for sexy looks. 
 
    He put it down, pulled on his pants and tied his shoes, and the bra was like a snake laying on the bed right next to him. It demanded his attention. 
 
    Did he dare?  
 
    The thought made him throb. He was dripping again, and if it got much worse he was going to have to wear a pad. 
 
    He picked up the bra and looked at it. He held it to his chest, and knew he couldn’t do it. 
 
    But he didn’t have to. Laura walked into the room, saw him holding the bra up, saw the look on his face, and laughed. She came to him, slipped the bra over his arms, the straps over his shoulders. She fastened it in the rear. 
 
    “Damn, this is tight. I’ve either got to get you an extender, or just a bigger bra.” 
 
    “Honey, what are we doing?” 
 
    When he looked at her his eyes were haunted. Haunted by sleep deprivation, excess horniness, and confusion. 
 
    “Hell if I know,” her teeth showed white and wide. Then she pulled the back of his bra and let it snap against his skin.  
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    “Baby.” 
 
    “It’s not comfortable.” 
 
    “We’ll get you one that is. Now put on your jacket, we’re going out to breakfast.” 
 
    “Breakfast?” Was that his voice? It sounded so squeaky! 
 
    “Yep. And be glad I don’t stuff your bra and give you a pair.” She pursed her lips then, put one hand to her chin and held that arm with her cupped hand. “Hmm. That is an idea.” 
 
    “What’s an idea?” He looked at her with a worried expression. This was getting out of hand. 
 
    “Giving you a pair. I mean, getting you all kinky dressed is such a turn on. What if we get you a pair of boobs. Falsies. You could strut around and…oooh!” She bent her knees, twisted slightly, and grabbed her groin. “That’s making me hot!” 
 
     
 
    They went to a Denny’s, and he had never felt so conspicuous in his life. His face was eternally blushing, and Laura’s lips trembled with laughter. 
 
    She was holding the menu and she leaned forward and whispered, “Everybody knows. They can all see you. Everybody just acquired Clark Kent’s X-ray vision and they are wondering how such a manly man can be such a sissy.” 
 
    “Stop that,” he lifted his own menu, opened it. 
 
    The serving girl arrived then, and Laura, biting her lip, said, “I’ll take a pair of eggs, over hard, a mound of home fries, and bacon, could you have the cook make sure the strips are long and hard?” 
 
    The girl was new, she didn’t pick up on the way Laura was emphasizing, ‘pair,’ and ‘hard,’ ‘mound’ and ‘hard and stiff.’ 
 
    Larry did, though, and Laura caught a subtle gasp from him. 
 
    “And you, sir?” 
 
    Larry was almost choking, but he managed, “Number one.” 
 
    The girl left and Larry was now even more red. He looked like a sun burned tomato. 
 
    “Why did you do that?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Larry tried to explain, but realized she was just drawing him out, teasing him, looking for more ways to embarrass him. 
 
    Laura sat back. “How’s that bra?” 
 
    She spoke just loud enough to embarrass, but not really loud enough to be heard. 
 
    “Shh!” 
 
    She leaned forward again. “Are you dripping?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whispered. 
 
    “Good. Now, the question I have is this…how long can we do this? How long can you go without cumming?” 
 
    “Not long. I need to squirt right now.” 
 
    “Go ahead. Play with yourself. If you can get yourself off right here, right now, then I’ll screw you.” 
 
    “If I masturbate then I won’t feel like screwing.” 
 
    “Aha! The point I was making last night! then you ignore me and go on about your business and I am left neglected and ignored. 
 
    Behind Larry, her back to them, an older lady was sitting. She was done dining, and she stood up, came around to their table and sat down. 
 
    Both Larry and Laura sat back and stared. 
 
    She was older, but still looked amazing. Her face was smooth and her eyes gleaming. She had large breasts, and she said, “I can tell you two are just starting out, so let me help you.” She focused on Laura. “Don’t let him cum. Once a month, if he has been a good boy, you can milk him. Look it up on the internet. He should always wear female underwear. The whole thing, nylons, garters, everything. And he should grow his hair longer. He should have a feminine look to him, and he should obey you explicitly. And you might consider getting a chastity device. Most men don’t have the discipline to not masturbate, and a chastity tube will make your lives very much easier. If you want extra instruction just give me a call.” 
 
    She slid a business card across the table to Laura, smiled, stood up, and marched out of the restaurant. 
 
    Larry and Laura sat with open mouths, gazing after her. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Larry breathed. He was shocked, so shocked that his face was no longer so red. 
 
    Laura picked up the card. 
 
      
 
    Samantha Gearings 
 
    Sexologist 
 
      
 
    Counseling for the young at heart 
 
      
 
    There was a phone number on the card. 
 
    “What the hell just happened?” 
 
    Laura smiled. “I think I’ll keep this.” She put the card into her purse. 
 
    At that moment the serving girl placed their dishes on the table. 
 
    Larry forked and chewed, and didn’t taste anything. His mind was on his pants, and the woman who had just given them her ‘advice.’ 
 
    Laura just smiled like a Cheshire cat. 
 
     
 
    They left the restaurant, not having much conversation, still thinking about the ‘sexologist,’ and got into the car. 
 
    “Take me home, honey.” 
 
    “Where else would I go?” he asked, a bit snidely. 
 
    Laura gazed at him indulgently. “Samantha said you should obey me explicitly.” 
 
    “Well Samantha can go take a flying—“ 
 
    Laura leaned over the console and grabbed him. “Still hard, I see. Good,” she grinned evilly. “Now, take me home.” 
 
    He groaned, started the car and left the parking lot. All the while Laura rubbed him, twiddled her fingers over the lip of his head, squeezed him, and enjoyed the look of submission on his face. 
 
    It was horrible, terrible, the way she was manipulating him, but he loved it. 
 
    At home she told him to get her a bourbon and Coke and leave her alone. 
 
    “But it’s only ten in the morning!” 
 
    “And I’ve got a lot of research to do. Now, hurry up. Or else.” She slapped his groin and he moaned and bent over. 
 
    “Baby,” she laughed, then she went into the computer room. 
 
    Larry went into the kitchen, got out a glass and filled it three quarters with ice cubes. He then poured half and half with bourbon and Coke. 
 
    And made himself one. Well, heck. He wasn’t going to be left behind! 
 
    He entered the computer room and froze. 
 
    On the screen was a schematic of a chastity tube. Lines indicated measurements, and the thing looked huge on the screen, but Larry knew they weren’t that big. He had never worn one, but he had seen them on the net, and they scared him. 
 
    Imagine never being able to touch yourself? What a horror! 
 
    “Thanks, honey.” She took her glass, sipped, and set it down next to the mouse. She began typing and he watched as she pulled up a page on ‘milking.’ 
 
    He read over her shoulder, and his mouth dropped open. “You can’t expect me to agree to that!” 
 
    Laura turned to him. “Obey me explicitly,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s…that’s sodomy!” 
 
    “Oh, God! You are so silly. It’s more like an enema. Unless you feel like me strapping on a horse sized dong.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look, it’s just a finger. We’ve actually done that before. And you liked it.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…but we were drunk! And this is more! This is tickling my prostate until…until…” 
 
    “Until you are emptied out. Just think, no more gooey mess for me. I wouldn’t have to sleep in the wet spot. And according to this you’ll be horny all the time.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be horny all the time!” 
 
    “Well, I want you to be, and what I say goes. After all, Samantha said—“ 
 
    He cut her off, “I know, obey explicitly.” 
 
    “I know. “ 
 
    “Look, lady,” he tried to take a tougher approach, “This is my dick we’re talking about. And we’re not going to waste it. Furthermore, this is my asshole we’re talking about, and—“ 
 
    She reached up and put a hand over his mouth. Her eyes were getting a very direct look about them and she said, “First off, it’s not your dick, or your asshole. Your dick and butt are community property, and if I decide I want my half of your sexual apparatus to be properly milked, then that’s the way it goes.” 
 
    Larry pulled her hand off his mouth, but before he could say anything, she continued. 
 
    “I know you masturbate, and I know you lust after other women.” 
 
    “Says the woman who was dry humping every man at the party last night!” 
 
    “Furthermore,” she spoke warningly, “If I decide to lock you up, to give you a bit of discipline…” 
 
    “Yeah?” he challenged. 
 
    “Then you will obey me implicitly!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And what if I don’t?” 
 
    “Then,” she smiled and reached down for his penis. He had untied it and she stretched it out and made him groan. “Then you won’t get any of this. And you won’t get to put your dingus in my pussy. You won’t feel my mouth, or feel like you do right now.” 
 
    And, feeling like he did right then, unbelievably horny and desperate, he knew she had won the argument. 
 
    He wanted to cum in the worst way, but he also knew that he was loving this game.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Laura sat in the computer room for hours and surfed the net. She looked up milking and prostate massage, and she searched for exactly the right chastity tube. She didn’t think she would need a tube for the next couple of days, but she would need one. She knew that Larry could only last so long before he made himself squirt. 
 
    She knew this because she was the same way. 
 
    Many people think women have reduced sexual desires, but women get just as horny as men, and they are just as apt to jerk off, or find a big dildo, or whatever, as men are to stroke their little weenies for a short lived moment of gratification. 
 
    “Okay, honey, time to go shopping.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Get in the car.” She walked past him. 
 
    He really had no choice. His dick was leading him. His dick was making him ‘obey her explicitly.’ 
 
    They drove to the mall and she led him through shop after shop. 
 
    “Okay, what do you think of these?” She held up a package of panties and demanded an answer. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know…uh…I don’t…” 
 
    “Are they too colorful? Do they look too tight?” 
 
    And finally he blurted out, I need enough stretch to make a pouch.” 
 
    “All right. That wasn’t so hard, was it? 
 
    A couple of pairs of panties later she walked through the section that contained brassieres. 
 
    “What do you think, honey, would you like one of these?” 
 
    He looked around in a panic. “Not so loud?” 
 
    “What? You don’t want people to know that you wear a bra?” 
 
    Nobody was close for that one, but a lady in the next area over from them was giving them side glances. Larry just knew that she knew. 
 
    “Don’t worry about the cup size. I’ll be getting you big knockers. Worry about comfort and fit.” 
 
    “But I don’t know anything about that!” he whined. 
 
    “Okay, the one you’re wearing now fits me. Is it too tight around the chest?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Okay. Then we need a bigger size. Now, do the straps cut into your shoulders?” 
 
    He nodded. He couldn’t stop himself from glancing around. 
 
    “Pay attention now. Don’t worry about other people. As to color, what…” 
 
    After he had a half dozen bras they picked out nylons and a couple of garter belts. 
 
    “Having snap on nylons is so much sexier than just rolling up some tight ones, or panty hose,” she lectured him. 
 
    He was looking at the floor, he wanted to be anywhere else but here. 
 
    “Now, once we know more about your fit, and comfort, and such things, I’ll order you a corset. They are built to be uncomfortable, we just put them on and tighten them up until you have trouble breathing. Sound like fun?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Oh, goody!” She suddenly blurted. “Shoes!” 
 
    She led him into a shoe store and sat him down. A young man came out to help them. 
 
    “We’d like a pair of high heels for my husband.” 
 
    Larry thought he was going to die. The world was fading and there was only this terrible pounding in his chest. The blood vessels in his face were so engorged with blood he thought they might pop. 
 
    The fellow waiting on them didn’t blink, however, and from afar Larry heard him say, “Any particular style?” 
 
    “Classic patent leather? Open toed? I don’t know if his big feet will adapt to sling backs, but I like those.” 
 
    “I’ll be back in a moment.” 
 
    When he reappeared he was holding a half a dozen shoe boxes and smiling happily. 
 
    “I brought different heel heights, he’ll probably have a difficult time adapting to the tall ones. Men do, you know. And I suggest a slightly larger heel than your normal spike. For training purposes.” 
 
    Shortly the man was handling Larry’s feet, and Larry was dying of even more mortification. 
 
    But he was frozen, petrified, and he sat there as his wife and the shoe clerk fitted him. 
 
      
 
    “We’re going to have to get you a bit of make up, you know.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    They were walking across the mall parking lot, Larry carrying the dozen bags of merchandise they had bought. 
 
    “Make up. You know. Maybe a bit of eyeliner, light colored lipstick. That sort of thing.” 
 
    “Hold on, now,” he stopped and stared at her. “This is going too far.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” She accepted his protests equably and walked on. 
 
    Larry stared after her for a moment, then hurried to catch up. 
 
    She didn’t say anything more about it, but Larry had a sinking feeling in his belly. 
 
    At home they put the bags in the bedroom and Laura said, “Well, let’s get a look at some of this stuff.” 
 
    Larry had a bubbling in his stomach. A nervousness that was literally shaking him inside out. 
 
    Could he really wear all this female underwear? 
 
    He could. Laura had him take off his clothes, then she smeared Nair all over him. She especially scrubbed his groin with the stuff. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later the heat started up, and Larry hopped into the shower and rinsed his manly hairs off. 
 
    “Oh, God. Oh, God,” he muttered when he stepped out of the shower. His body felt totally electric. His skin felt…shimmery. 
 
    “Wonderful,” Laura complimented him, then she handed him panties. 
 
    They were cut high on the hip, but they stretched to accommodate his package. A little. 
 
    “These don’t fit!” he whined, but she just snickered and handed him a bra. 
 
    The bra fit, and it was a lot more comfortable than the one she had been making him wear. And it had huge cups. 
 
    “Don’t worry, dear. Your falsies are on overnight. They should get here this afternoon.” 
 
    That afternoon? Now he was worried! 
 
    She had to show him how to roll nylons up his legs and snap them to the garter belt. 
 
    “And this is different than…than garterless nylons?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. These are the real things. 
 
    He wasn’t reassured. 
 
    He was allowed to wear regular clothes over his kinky female underthings. He pulled on shorts, thought about it, and changed them for pants. He had to cover up his shiny legs. 
 
    He wore a flannel shirt to hide his bra, but knew if he went outside he was going to have to wear a jacket. 
 
    Finally, she helped him slip into his high heels. 
 
    He wore two inch heels with thick spikes. He stood up and felt like he was going to slide down the inner slope of the shoe. Laura immediately launched into a training program. 
 
    She had him walk back and forth, practicing putting one foot in front of the other so his ass swayed. 
 
    She had him go up and down stairs until he didn’t have to hold on to the bannister. 
 
    She had him practice sitting and crossing his legs. 
 
    And, she had him practice making a click, click when he was walking. 
 
    “The sound you hear is the power of a woman. You rule the world, everybody turns to see what sexy creature is passing by.” 
 
    “Well, I feel like a doofus.” 
 
    “And you’ll look like a doofus as long as you hold to that thought. Have confidence. Be assured. The world is your oyster.” 
 
    At this point Laura was speaking off the top. Dressing him like a woman was making her think about what it was like to be a woman, and she was having realizations that empowered herself. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “Go answer the door.” 
 
    Larry froze. 
 
    “Come on! It’s your falsies!” She pushed him, and he stumbled across the room. He opened the front door and a delivery man stood there with a box. 
 
    He was dressed like a man, with a bit of a lift in his shoes. 
 
    The delivery man noticed nothing, just held out a pen and clipboard. 
 
    Larry signed, took the box, and retreated. He was almost crying for the humiliation, even though the driver hadn’t noticed anything. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Relax. You’re safe.” 
 
    She took him in her arms then. He was slightly taller, but it was obvious that she was holding him, and not the other way around. 
 
    “There, there,” she patted him on the back. It was like she was burping a baby. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” she said at last, “Take off your bra and let’s put your boobies on.” 
 
    Sniffling, he took off his shirt and bra and stood before her. 
 
    Laura slathered glue on his pectorals, then put glue on the backs of the falsies. One by one she pressed them onto his chest, holding them until the glue dried. 
 
    “You’ll have to wear a bra now, or your skin will stretch.” She held the bra up and helped him wiggle into it. 
 
    It was a perfect fit, and he suddenly had huge boobs. 
 
    He stared down at his chest in shock. 
 
    Laura laughed and pulled him in front of the mirror at her vanity table. 
 
    This was actually a make or break point for Larry. Up to this point he was a man playing make believe, and he didn’t believe. But staring at himself, his chest thrusting forward…it was…feminine. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whispered. 
 
    She brought a blouse out of her closet and put it on him. It made his breasts stand out even more. No buttons to destroy the lines. He stared at himself. 
 
    And his dick grew harder and harder and harder. 
 
    He was having trouble breathing, and Laura giggled and let him stand there and just look at himself. 
 
    “Pretty, eh?” 
 
    He had to nod in the affirmative. 
 
    He hated it, and he loved it, and…his mind was hot and fevered. 
 
    “Good Lord! Look at your boner!” 
 
    He looked down, and realized he was going to have to lean forward to look over his boobs. 
 
    His cock was pressing against his underwear and pants. It was pressing so hard he was making a mountain. 
 
    He looked back up at himself. 
 
    Laura took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. “You’ve been so good, and you’ve followed instructions explicitly…you need a reward.” 
 
    His reward was actually the realization that he looked good with tits, and that realization was bouncing back and forth in his skull so hard he could hardly think. 
 
    She led him into the bedroom and helped him take off his pants, then his panties. His cock stuck out like a bowsprit. She pushed him back on the bed. She lifted his legs and spread them. 
 
    Larry lifted his head so he could watch as Laura took him in her mouth. Her red lips surrounded his shaft and her green eyes glittered as she watched him. 
 
    Slowly, she moved her mouth back and forth. He was already horny, and his cock was close. 
 
    She moved slow enough that he couldn’t quite make it, and he grunted desperately and reached for her head. The male in him was out of control and he wanted to just fuck her mouth. 
 
    She backed off, waited for him to give up and lay back down, then she continued her ministrations. 
 
    For long minutes Larry moaned. His balls felt like they were going to explode. His cock actually hurt from how hard he was trying to cum. 
 
    Then she stopped. Simply stopped. And stood up. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that?” 
 
    He couldn’t speak. All he could do was nod his head. 
 
    “Then make sure you do everything I say and you’ll get more of that.” 
 
    “I need to…I need to…” 
 
    “Cum? Oh, no. Not for a while. And then…” she smiled, and he knew what she meant. 
 
    He was going to get drained. Milked. Artificially squirted. 
 
    He stood up, his legs shaking.  
 
    “Now put your panties back on and let’s get ready for dinner.” 
 
     
 
    They ate. Him silently, shocked by the changes he was going through. 
 
    She was bubbling. “You know, dear, we should really look into getting you implants. Oh, they don’t have to be big, but it would be so nice to be able to suck on your nipples. You’ve got very nice nipples, you know. They are so stiff and hard when you get excited.” 
 
    He ate his salad and listened. It was hard to listen. But he had to listen…if he was going to obey explicitly. 
 
    “You know, if I put numbing spray and condoms on other men and let them into my pussy, would it be fucking?” 
 
    His eyes fluttered as he tried to keep up with what she was talking about. 
 
    “I mean, there’s no flesh on flesh, and there would be no danger of them cumming in me even if they managed to squirt. So would it be fucking if they were just dildos to me?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Not that I would ever do such a thing…” 
 
    But he knew that if she was thinking about it, thinking hard enough to vocalize it, then…then… 
 
    “Maybe we should find out.” 
 
    He managed to speak: “I don’t think—“ 
 
    “Wouldn’t that make you hornier? After all, you get super horny from fucking me and not cumming, wouldn’t it be even better if it was somebody else that was…not fucking, just inside me—but not cumming?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She stared at him. “Are you raising your voice to me?” 
 
    “No,” he whispered. “But…what you’re saying…you can’t! We’re married, and—“ 
 
    “But that’s the point! Marriage is flesh on flesh. This other thing, other men, if they are properly gift wrapped then they would just be pleasing my pussy. There wouldn’t be love, or anything else.” 
 
    He lowered his head, shook it back and forth slowly, and kept murmuring, “No…no.” 
 
    She tilted her head slightly as she watched him. Hmmm. 
 
      
 
    By Monday he was beside himself. He was literally walking into walls, having to think extra long before he did anything. And it was only getting worse. 
 
    But he had to go to work. 
 
    She watched him, made sure he was wearing the proper underwear. She tied his penis down against his leg to make sure it didn’t start poking out rudely. 
 
    He grunted as she tightened the knot. 
 
    “Now,” she said. “Let me dab this on your lips…” 
 
    She was holding a tube of pink lipstick, but he grabbed her wrist and held her hand back. “I…can’t…I…” 
 
    And she knew he couldn’t. She sighed and turned the base of the tube, retracting the pillar of pale pink. “Well, okay, but you’re making me unhappy.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” He looked about to cry again. 
 
    She shook the tube at him then and warned, “But when you get home I expect you to put this on, and without any prompting from me. I’ll put it in the key bowl next to the kitchen door. 
 
    He nodded, and it was all so surreal. 
 
    What was also surreal was his entire day at work. 
 
    At first, the first hour, he couldn’t do anything. He just sat there and throbbed and dripped and his mind was frozen. 
 
    Then he started to notice where he was. And remember that he had work to do. 
 
    Even then it was difficult. He called up spreadsheets and tried to look at them, but was dazed. 
 
    But by first break he had realized something: he had to focus, to concentrate. He had to overcome the distraction of his penis. He had to be disciplined if he was going to get through the day. 
 
    Heck, he had to be disciplined if he was going keep his job. 
 
    So he worked, using the sexual impulses bursting through him. If he felt a throb, he had to look at the next thing he had to do. 
 
    He began to translate sex into work, and it was working! In fact, it was working better than anything he had ever tried! 
 
    He began to burn with a fervor for work. The overpowering stimulus of desiring sex began an overriding stimulus to doing work. 
 
    By lunch he had caught up, made up for his slackard beginning. 
 
    By the end of day he was far ahead of his normal daily progress. 
 
    He walked out of work inspired. Driven. Excited. It was like he had a bolt of lightening in his chest making him do things, causing super awareness. 
 
    He arrived home, his eyes literally glowing with excitement and a zest for life. 
 
    He had never experienced this state of being. Never. 
 
    He had worked hard. He had exhausted himself doing tasks. 
 
    But now he was energized beyond anything he had ever imagined.  
 
    It was like he was out of his body and seeing the universe for the first time. 
 
    He entered through the garage and put his keys in the bowl…and saw the lipstick. 
 
    For a minute he was motionless. His mind was anticipating, making him even more horny. 
 
    He reached into the bowl and picked up the lipstick. He turned the base and stared as the shiny pink arose. 
 
    Pink. Pinker than his lips, but not red, or so bright that…that…he could do this. 
 
    He now had to do this. 
 
    He had to experience the next step in horniness. 
 
    He stepped into the foyer and painted his lips. They were pinker. They were shiny, glistening. 
 
    His penis dripped juices. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    “Honey?” he yelled. 
 
    There was no answer as Laura wasn’t home. 
 
    He walked through the house, shivering with energy. He looked everywhere, but she was gone. Then he thought back to the garage. Her car was gone. Of course she wasn’t home. And he realized that he wasn’t thinking. 
 
    He could do spreadsheets because that was the same old same old ho hum. But anything needing actual thought…that was beyond him. 
 
    He looked down at his weenie. He hadn’t worn his falsies to work, but he was home now, and he had to put them on. 
 
    He almost ran to the bedroom, took off his male clothes and his bra and got out the glue and coated his chest and the falsies with it. He held the boobs on, and five minutes later he put on his bra. 
 
    He stood, was stacked, and stared at the mirror. 
 
    He didn’t want to hide his chest with flannel shirts now. He went into his wife’s closet and searched for the blouse he had worn the other day. He found it, put it on, and stared at himself in the mirror. 
 
    She had a skirt on a hanger, and he put that on. 
 
    He rolled up the nylons, slipped into the three inch heels with the narrow spike. 
 
    And he shivered with the excitement coursing through him. 
 
    He looked at her vanity table. He didn’t know about all the make up, but…he saw a redder lipstick. 
 
    He sat, rolled the red on his lips, then started brushing his hair. 
 
    His hair was longish, but not long enough. But by curling under the hair and twisting the brush he made a cute bob. 
 
    He was in heaven. 
 
    An hour later Laura arrived home. 
 
    She walked into the living room and saw her husband sitting on the chair, embarrassed, defiant, wearing a bright lipstick. 
 
    Well, well, well. What do we have here? 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “No need to explain. I’m a woman. I know how much fun being a woman can be.” 
 
    “But I didn’t—“ 
 
    “Shhh. Pour us a drink and let’s talk about what we’re going to do tonight.” 
 
    Nodding, Larry headed for the kitchen. Laura watched him as he passed her. He was doing a wonderful job of figuring out the heels. And his breasts looked so real. She was going to have to convince him to get implants. 
 
    Of course, seeing how he was breaking through, that wasn’t going to be difficult. 
 
      
 
    They sat and sipped, and she unpacked the purchases she had made. 
 
    “This is a prostate massager,” she stated, holding up what looked like a bent and stunted dildo. It is designed to press on your prostate. This is what is going to milk you.” 
 
    He was going to be milked. He was going to be artificially made to cum, but without the big bang. He wondered what that was going to be like. 
 
    “This, of course, is a strap on.” She held up a mess of straps and a very large fake penis. “When I feel like it I’m going to fuck you.” 
 
    He stared through puppy dog eyes. He was giving up manhood to get fucked, to take it like a woman. It was totally exciting and he had to make sure he kept breathing regularly or he might faint. 
 
    “When are you going to fuck me?” 
 
    “When I feel like it.” She was emphatic, and he realized that he hadn’t listened to her initial statement closely enough. 
 
    “Sorry. Okay.” 
 
    She smiled. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll learn. Now, as for the prostate massager, I was figuring we should start that tonight.” 
 
    “Tonight?” he gulped. 
 
    “It might take a while to figure it out, so we might just as well start. Besides, it won’t be as intrusive as my plastic peter, so the prostate massager will get you used to bending over. 
 
    Bending over, he thought. Oh, my God! 
 
    “Okay, shall we have a little dinner and do it?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Could we just do it? I don’t think I’ll be able to eat with this…this looming.” 
 
    “Sure. Come on. Head for bed.” 
 
    Larry stood up and walked down the hall.  
 
    Laura appreciated how his ass swayed and his heels clicked. She slapped the prostate massager into her palm thoughtfully. 
 
    In the bedroom Larry started to get undressed, but Laura said, “Just pulled down your panties and get on the bed.” 
 
    Nervous, glancing at her, he did as she directed. Shortly his ass was raised and ready for penetration. 
 
    Laura took her time. She massaged his back and his ass. She rubbed a lot of lube into him, smushed it around, and swirled a finger inside his ass. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Larry whimpered. He kept twitching uncontrollably. 
 
    “Easy, honey. This is just a little prostate massager. It’s not the big dick.” 
 
    “Okay,” he mumbled. 
 
    He arranged pillows so he was comfortable, and she lubed up the little weenie substitute. 
 
    Larry tried to relax. Head down and butt up, and Laura slowly pushed the prostate massager into him. 
 
    There was a little pain, but whenever he jerked she pulled back, rubbed his buns, talked softly, and waited for him to relax. 
 
    It took a half hour for her to get the thing into him. When she did he was astonished. 
 
    He was full. And his penis dripped. He could look under his body, between his legs, and pre-cum was actually pouring from him. 
 
    “That’s a good sign,” Laura murmured as she began to jack the little tool into him. 
 
    He felt it move inside him. He felt it as she brushed over his prostate, then she was pressing and moving her hand in a circle. He felt the pressure, then he felt like pissing. 
 
    “I’ve got to go.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me? I’m going to piss!” 
 
    “That’s okay. I put a towel under you. Piss all you want.” 
 
    He hesitated, then relaxed and the pee started to pour out of him. 
 
    It felt good. Peeing always feels good, but this was special good.  
 
    This was relief in a manner more intense than regular peeing, and he sighed and let it all go. 
 
    Laura kept moving the massager, working on his prostate, and Larry wiggled a little to increase the feeling. 
 
    Then he stopped pissing. 
 
    Laura worked him for a few seconds, then slowly extricated the thing from his ass. 
 
    “That’s all, eh? When do I get to cum? I mean, I’m not going to cum if that’s all you do.” 
 
    Laura laughed. “Honey, you came.” 
 
    “No, seriously.” 
 
    “Seriously. 
 
    He looked back at her. She was wiping off the prostate massager, getting ready to put it away. 
 
    “Look at the towel between your legs.” 
 
    He moved around and saw the big wet spot. 
 
    “Jeez. I really peed.” 
 
    “That’s cum, honey. It was your first time and you did it. You should be proud.” 
 
    He moved his face closer, sniffed, touched with a finger, and jerked in astonishment. “I really did cum!” 
 
    “Of course you did.” 
 
    He sat, and his butthole felt really good. It felt like an itch that had finally been scratched. 
 
    “Of course we didn’t catch it in a bowl, so you could eat it—“ 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s part of it, honey. You’re supposed to be able to eat your own seed.” 
 
    “Well, I…I can’t…” 
 
    “You keep saying that, and then you show me that you can.” 
 
    He was silent at that. 
 
    “Okay, your next milking will be next week. If you prove amenable, we’ll start screwing you. Okay by you?” 
 
    He thought about it. He was feeling so good, so loosy goosy. It was like an orgasm, but without the big bang. 
 
    And…it actually felt better. 
 
    “Your weenie is going to be soft for a day, then it’ll stiffen up. I might let you screw me then, because you won’t be able to cum. But the real joy is going to be when I put on the old strap on and show you a good time.” 
 
    Larry sat on the bed and thought about it. 
 
    He had been converted. He was wearing women’s underwear. They were talking about him having implants. He even wore trace make up. And he had no doubt Laura was going to make him wear more and more of. 
 
    And he would probably have to tell his company that he was transitioning. He couldn’t just tell them he was a crossdresser, he had to say the word ‘transition.’ Then they would accept it. Then they would be eligible for government tax breaks or grants or whatever the government did to encourage the people to transition. 
 
    But, that aside, the next step was for Laura to own him. To fuck him. To make him her own. 
 
    Slowly, very slowly, he smiled. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games. 
 
    The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys. 
 
    And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game. 
 
    But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out. 
 
    Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out. 
 
    Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat. 
 
    Swing and a miss.  
 
    Swing and a miss. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first. 
 
    The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind. 
 
    To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us. 
 
    Leslie was up. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! 
 
    Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field. 
 
    Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face. 
 
    And little old I strode out to the plate. 
 
    Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready. 
 
    I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and… 
 
    “Lois can’t hit anything!” 
 
    Strike. 
 
    I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband. 
 
    Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right. 
 
    Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.” 
 
    Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company. 
 
    “Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust. 
 
    I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink. 
 
    A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words. 
 
    “Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.” 
 
    Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink. 
 
    That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out. 
 
    But the game was basically over. 
 
    “Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.” 
 
    Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.” 
 
    But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars. 
 
    “Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.” 
 
    I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say.” 
 
    “The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.” 
 
    Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.” 
 
    I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged. 
 
    A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish. 
 
    He straightened up and stared at me. “What?” 
 
    A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’ 
 
    I said, “Let’s have a real contest.” 
 
    Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?” 
 
    “What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.” 
 
    The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge. 
 
    “So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.” 
 
    “Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.” 
 
    The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes. 
 
    But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought. 
 
    So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen. 
 
    “You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.” 
 
    “You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat. 
 
    “You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.” 
 
    Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls. 
 
    Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one. 
 
    Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.” 
 
    Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And are you really willing to go with wrestling?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!” 
 
    I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads. 
 
    We stood up and faced the men. 
 
    “Yes,” I said confidently. 
 
    Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head. 
 
    Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?” 
 
    We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?” 
 
    The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.” 
 
    So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away. 
 
    “So what is your choice for the third competition?” 
 
    Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle. 
 
    We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances. 
 
    Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.” 
 
    We all giggled, and our choice was decided. 
 
    I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were. 
 
    Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?” 
 
    I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back. 
 
    “But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.” 
 
    They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.” 
 
    Everybody looked a bit curious then. 
 
    I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.” 
 
    “Whoo!” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    Catcalls and quick quips. 
 
    Then the guys went after Jim. 
 
    “Come on, Jim. You started this.” 
 
    “Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.” 
 
    And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.” 
 
    Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself. 
 
    “Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.

  

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