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Femwood Mansion!


We Feminized a Burglar!

Crime pays off…big time!


PART ONE

Jerome sat on a stack of discarded pillows and watched the warehouse. No lights. No motion. Yet he waited. He nodded a few times, but made himself stay awake. It was almost time.

Suddenly he heard the sound of a Jeep and he smiled. The security guard was right on time.

The Jeep came down the street, turned into the parking lot, and angled for the building. A quick rattle of a doorknob, and the Jeep was returning. Jerome was hidden between the dumpsters and he relaxed and waited for the sounds of the Jeep to fade.

He stood up, stretched, and slung his knapsack onto his back. Looking both ways, as if there was somebody on the long street to run into him, he crossed to the parking lot. He entered the gate and turned right, walked along the side fence.

There were no people. No sudden coughs. Nothing to alarm him. Which was as he expected it to be.

He turned left and followed the fence to the alley next to the warehouse. Right before he reached the alley he glanced at the sign over the big rolling doors. ‘Erotic Toys.’ He grinned. Pervert stuff. Big money in pervert stuff, and perverts deserved to lose their money to him.

He entered the darkness of the alley and picked his way through discarded boxes, giant spools, and other debris.

Halfway down the alley he came to a stack of pallets. He had arranged the pallets there the night before, along with an aluminum ladder. He lifted the ladder onto the pallets, made sure it was steady, then climbed to the roof of the warehouse.

Atop the roof he lay flat, like a spider, distributing his weight so nothing would give way under him. By turning his head he could see miles of rooftops and street lights.

He crawled slowly towards the skylight. He reached it and felt the lip of it with a gloved hand. No latch. But when he had been in the building the day before it had looked like a simple ‘swing up’ affair. He was prepared to get out the small hammer and break the glass but, on a hunch, he lifted, and the skylight came up.

Son of a bitch! They didn’t even have a lock up here!

He slithered through the opening and balanced on a beam. Like a tight rope walker he walked down the beam to a catwalk. He reached into his knapsack and pulled out a rope. He secured it to a rail and threw the coil into the darkness. He listened and heard the rope strike the cement floor.

Quickly, he slid through the rails and handed himself down to the floor.

He was next to to a forklift. Good, maybe he could just fork himself up when he left.

He took a step and almost collided with a table. On the table were packing supplies and a sampling of products. He turned on a small flash and gazed at the goodies.

Dildos. Butt plugs. Skimpy nighties. All the things an aspiring pervert might need to keep himself entertained. And worth a lot of money. Which money was about to be in his knapsack.

He grinned, went around the table, and headed for the office.

At the end of the warehouse a small ladder, three steps, led to the office. He took the three steps in a quick jump and stood before a door. The top half of the door was made of glass, and he thought he might have to break it, but like the skylight, the door was unlocked. He turned the knob and let himself in.

He took a camping light out of his knapsack and lifted the top. A bright cone of light illuminated the office, and he quickly turned it down to a dull glow. He was alone, but why take chances.

The office was typical. Two desks at one wall, a batteered conference table in the center, a coffee machine in a corner, and a row of filing cabinets.

A safe against the back wall.

The safe was old, no, it only looked old. It was a Rhino Longhorn, the keypad became visible as he approached it.

He put the tent light on the top of the safe, and stopped. There was something on the safe. He lifted the lantern and looked at the object, and laughed.

It was a chrome tube, the shape of a cock, with a ring underneath it.

A fucking chastity tube.

He picked it up and examined it.

GONO

GO NOwhere!

The world’s first truly escape proof chastity tube.

Chuckling, he hefted the thing. Who, in their right minds, would ever lock up their junk?

Yet, he felt a tiny quiver down there. It was sort of kinky. Get all locked up, want to fuck but can’t…can’t even feel yourself.

But, man, when you took it off you’d be super excited, super hard. The girls down at Jock’s Roadhouse would certainly love to feel him like that!

He shook his head and put the chastity tube back on the safe.

He knelt in front of the safe and took out his power drill. He set the angle and leaned his weight onto the drill. As the drill bit into the metal he kept glancing at the chastity tube.

So weird. Get your junk all locked up. And then not be able to use it. What was the point of that, eh?

Minutes later the drill broke through the outer wall. He put it in reverse and backed out. He put the drill into his knapsack and took out his picks.

He was an expert with the picks. He could pick any door in the world. Even big, thick mofos like this one.

He felt the inside of the door, felt the mechanism, and started manipulating it.

His senses were alert, and he propped himself against the safe and used just the sense of feel. His eyes were still open, however, and the tube was right in front of him.

A tumbler clicked, and he grinned, and his smile was reflected in the chrome of the tube.

GONO. Huh. What a weird name.

Another tumbler clicked, and he had an image of himself standing with a tube on. His feet spread, his package looking bigger, and women hugging his legs.

They all wanted what they couldn’t have. Heh heh.

Another tumbler, and another.

The safe door swung open.

Jerome lowered the light and inspected the contents. Letters, looked official. Probably deeds or something. A roll of gold coins. That was always good for something. He picked it up and put it in his knapsack.

He pulled open the door at the bottom of the safe and there it was. Three stacks of green. Moolah. Cash. The stuff that greased the world.

He picked up the three stacks, one at a time, and put them into his knapsack. He stood up, was about to sling the knapsack over his shoulder, and his eyes fell on the chastity tube.

Huh. A plaything for perverts. He picked it up and held it at his groin, imagined himself wearing it.

His cock twitched.

Fuck, he thought. Why not.

He unbuckled his pants and dropped his drawers. His dick was starting to jerk a bit, so he had to hurry. He slid the tube over his cock, then slipped the ring over his balls. There was a single, metal tab, and he shoved that into a slot.

CLICK! Whirrr.

Whirrr? What the fuck?

He stood for a moment, inspecting himself, feeling the kinky-ness of it all. His dick started to get hard, and he felt it pressing against the cool metal. Shit, this damned thing was tight!

He tried to pull the tab out of the slot, but it wouldn’t come.

What the fuck?

He pulled on the whole tube thing, all it did was pull on his balls.

What the fuck?

He tugged and turned, twisted and yanked, but he was caught.

Well, shit! he thought. Then he pulled his pants up and buckled. He could figure this stuff out later. There wasn’t a lock in the world he couldn’t pick. So this was just a temporary inconvenience Heck, maybe he could even pawn it, when he managed to extricate himself from it. Sell it for a few bucks.

What a laugh, eh?

He slung the knapsack over his shoulder, exited the office and headed for the fork lift.

There was a remote on the side of the forklift, and he hoisted himself up to the catwalk. He untied and coiled his rope, put it into the sack, and walked across the beam to the skylight.

He smiled. He had panicked a little bit when that damned thing hadn’t come off, but it was cool. He could get himself loose easy enough once he got home.

So thinking, he pulled himself up to the skylight and started to slither through.

ZAP!

“AIIIE!”

His groin felt like it had exploded. The pain ripped through him like lightening through a lightening rod. He fell back and barely managed to catch himself on the beam. He sagged over it, tried to recover and figure out what to do.

He climbed backup on the beam. He felt his groin. The tube thing felt hot. He had an image of his poor penis over a torturer’s fire. Fuck, he hoped he hadn’t hurt himself.

Well, fuck this, he thought, and he crawled back along the beam. He must have set off some weird sort of electronic security thing, and the metal in the tube had conducted the shock. Better to just go out the front door.

He walked back along the catwalk and stepped onto the forks. In seconds he was on the ground.

He walked to the front door. It was locked from the outside, but had a simple lever on the inside. He turned the lever and opened the door and peered out. So far so good.

The night was cool, silent, ready for him to make his escape.

He opened the door and stepped—

ZAP!

“AAIIEEEE!”

He jerked back and gabbed his crotch. He could feel the heat of the tube with his hands. He danced a little bit, trying to relieve shock of the electrical charge, and slowly the pain faded.

Heysoos! It felt like his cock had been spitted and roasted! So that’s what guys felt like in the electric chair1 Holy Heysoos chewing gum with false teeth!

In the back of his mind he had a niggle, a little bit of panic, and the panic began to grow.

The fucking security system was hooked up to the chastity tube! There was a perimeter, and he couldn’t fly out, tunnel out, and certainly not walk out.

His mind started to race.

Maybe if he could insulate the tube thing. But he couldn’t think of a single thing in the warehouse that would enable him to do that.

Or, what if he drilled in and…no. His high speed drill would take a bit of time to wind down, and before he could take it out of a hole it would have been pulled forward, right into his cock. Heysoos, Heysoos, Heysoos!

He turned back to the warehouse. There had to be a key somewhere. Or tools that he could use.

He hurried through the warehouse back to the office, his eyes searching the darkness, looking for that magic chastity tube remover.

Into the office, and he didn’t bother with his tent light. He turned on the lights and began tearing the place apart.

He opened all the drawers, pulled them out, felt through them, turned them over on the table, then swept the drawer contents off the table. Next drawer.

He found screwdrivers and pantyhose, nail clippers and make up.

Drawer after drawer, and the area around the table became a mound of office supplies and personal belongings.

Old purses, used batteries, new batteries. Flashlights, eyeliner, dimes and nickels. Bottles of vitamins, paperback books, journals, logs.

He ripped pages out of books, searched everywhere, but there was no key. And he was so panicked now that he didn’t even stop to think about the fact that there was no keyhole on the tube.

He lifted the coffee machine and looked under it, then threw it on the floor.

He emptied cans filled with tea bags onto the floor, his eyes searching.

He ripped a clock off the wall, then several paintings.

He went into the small bathroom on one side of the office and tore that apart. Everything in the medicine cabinet, lifted the plate on the back of the toilet. Felt along edges under and around the sink and the toilet.

Nothing.

Out to the warehouse, hurrying down rows, his eyes searching for something, anything, a tool, a key, anything to get him out of this damned GONO.

He went to the door. He thought about making a break for it. Trying to get out of the force field, or whatever it was.

But the memory of his cock feeling the shock, and the heat of the tube. He knew that wasn’t an option.

He could see a line of  light rising over the horizon.

He ran back through the warehouse, now totally panicked. He turned over desks, broke windows, not even thinking about what he was doing, just desperate for release form this strange, cruel prison he found himself in.

Interestingly, his cock was still trying to erect. It had been trying to stiffen up the whole time. But it was all crammed up and jammed and couldn’t do anything but…hurt. A mild, annoying pain that was, he hated to admit it, sexual in nature.

Fuck! What the hell had he been thinking?

Slowly, he began to run down.

Dawn was coming. He was caught.

He sank to his knees. He fell to his forearms.

And, totally overwhelmed, he fell on his side.

He lay there, unthinking, wishing for a way out of this mess.

And, he fell asleep. Like a soldier in the middle of a battle, pushed beyond exhaustion, he slept.

“What the fuck!”

What a mess!”

Jerome opened his eyes slowly, afraid. The night came crashing in on him.

He had burgled, and been caught in the worst possible way, by his cock.

“Get up, you son of a bitch!”

Jerome rolled over, sat in the cross legged position. His head hung down and he was near limp. His mind was totally blasted. He had never been caught, but now…now…

There were two women. Late twenties, Barbie doll bodies, and gorgeous faces.

One was a blonde, looked a bit like Anna Nichole Smith. The sensually curved lips, almost a sneer, but a sneer that said she loved you. Even though, at the moment, Jerome was sure she didn’t love him.

The other was a brunette, looked a bit like Raquel Welch. The eyes that devoured and gave boners with a look.

The blonde nudged him with a foot. “Get up.”

He struggled to his feet. He was hungry, desperate, wanted to run.

“Look,” the blonde nudged the brunette.

The brunette chuckled a mean chuckle. “The dope actually put on a GONO. What the hell was he thinking?”

“Can you…can you take it off?”

“Sure. Let me get a saw, or better yet, a hatchet.”

“No! I mean…please…can’t you…”

“Shut up.”

“Can I leave? Is it safe to leave?”

The brunette laughed a bitter laugh. “Sure. Let me turn up the juice first.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a fob.

Jerome eyed the fob, it crossed his mind that he could grab it, turn the electrical field off and make his mistake.

She knew what he was thinking. She turned the fob so he could see a row of little buttons. “Good luck with the code. By the way, three tries and your weenie will look like it’s been on the grill for a week!”

He sagged. “But…I need to…can’t you…”

“We’re calling the police.”

“No! Please don’t!”

The brunette pulled out her cell and hit 9 and 1…and the blonde put her hand on the girl’s forearm. “Wait.”

The brunette looked at her friend. “What?”

“Call Rod.”

“Instead of the police?”

“He is the police.”

“Yeah, but…”

“Do you want the police nosing around? The next thing you know we’ll have the city inspecting us. The county coming by to ask about taxes. We’ve been keeping a low profile, everything legal, but do you want the attention?”

The brunette frowned. Then she looked at her phone and hit a real number.

Jerome tried again. “Please. I’m sorry. If you let me go I’ll disappear and—“

“Shut up!” They spoke in unison, totally shutting him down.

They told Jerome to sit in a corner, and they left him there. They went out to the warehouse, to discuss things, and to wait for this ‘Rod’ fellow.

Jerome watched them through the open door. A cop car pulled up, and Jerome lost it.

He had never been caught! He couldn’t go to jail! He had to get out!

He ran out of the office and jumped to the floor. The girls yelled at him, and he heard the cop’s car door slam shut, but he knew there was a back door. He had to find it, go through it, jump over the fence and make his getaway!

He turned down an aisle, went behind the office, and saw a door. The word ‘exit’ was glowing red above it.

He heard footsteps pursuing him.

He reached the door, he opened it, he—

ZAP!

“AAAIIIIEEEE!”

He fell back into the warehouse and collapsed.

“Crap, look. It’s smoking!”

Jerome heard the words, but everything seemed so disconnected.

Hands lifted him to his feet. He staggered, his eyes opened and he saw a badge.

He looked up. A cop’s face. Serious. Topped with a cop’s hat.

“Oh,” he groaned.

“Nah, that’s just dust from when he fell back.”

“Well, it looked like smoke.”

“Well, it’ll smoke next time. I turned it all the way up.”

The brunette pulled on his arm and he turned. She was right in his face. “You hear that, numbnuts? Next time you run your weenie is going to burn until it looks like a raisin!”

He found himself nodding. Not understanding completely, but knowing that he was caught and there was no way out…outside of burning his dong off.

“You want me to take him in?”

“No,” mumbled Jerome.

“Well, we don’t want the attention out here. We don’t want people poking around. Besides, you know how we feel about prison. People don’t really get rehabilitated…”

“I’ll never do it again.”

They looked at him, then ignored him.

“Well, unless you report a crime, follow through with pressing charges, there’ s not much that can happen. Do you want to just let him go?”

“No!” The brunette and the blonde chorused.

“We need this place cleaned up. And he’s done a lot of damage. The cost of the safe alone, and then…look at this place!”

“I’ll clean everything up and you’ll never see me again.”

They turned to him, and now they were thinking. Jerome pushed, “I’m sorry. I’ve never done anything like this, and I’ll—“

“His name is Jerome Mason. We’ve had our eye on him for a while.”

Jerome stopped talking, his mouth hung open. They had been watching him? They knew about him?

“We can’t let a hardened criminal loose.”

“I…but…you…”

Jerome blathered.

The cop smiled. “So…that GONO thing. Is it really escape proof?”

The girls looked at him. Brunette said, “We were trying to decide whether we should carry it. That was a sample we set up to test it. We think it’s too good. We weren’t going to carry it.”

“The funny thing is,” blurted the blonde, “we were just talking about it being used to rehabilitate criminals. We were just joking, and we left it on the safe. We had no idea numbnuts here was going to pay us a visit the very next day.”

Jerome cursed inwardly. Heck, if he had burgled the place the day before, or the day after, the GONO thing probably wouldn’t have been on the safe. Certainly not hooked up to an electrical type of fence.

“You could probably keep numbnuts locked up until he has fixed everything, paid for damages. Of course, I’m assuming you’re just going to let him go. I’m a cop, can’t stand by and watch somebody forced to work, but…you could probably even have him sign a contract, make sure you’re protected legally, that sort of thing.”

“Hey,” Jerome said, not liking the sound of Rod’s proposal.

“Shut up,” the girls chimed together.

Blonde: “So he could work here, get paid, but his pay will go to repairs. He can fix things he broke, and make up for the damage he caused.”

“Sure. If he wanted to.”

Seeing it as my only way out, I blurted, “Sure. I want to do that.”

Rod: “Sign a contract? Do guard duty at night, let the girls bring you a sandwich or something?”

“Yeah! Yeah. Sure!” I was so anxious to get out of going to jail I didn’t realize what I was getting in for.

The cop nodded. “Well, I can take him to jail, or perhaps you’d like to have a chat with Mr. Mason, see what kind of an agreement you can hammer out?

Jerome turned his attention to the girls. “I’d work hard.”

“Stay here all night and guard against freaky assholes who want to rob us?”

Jerome gulped. He knew the brunette was deliberately describing him. “Yeah. Sure. Can I have a sleeping bag or something?”

“Huh,” Blondie said, then: “What about all the things you broke?”

“I’ll fix everything! I can fix everything.”

“Well, okay,” Rod grinned. “I’ll be going,” he focused his gaze on Jerome, “But call me if you need anybody arrested. Statute of limitations is five years for burglary.”

Jerome wanted to object, to say something, but he knew he had to butter up the girls. “I can fix everything.”

The blonde turned to the brunette, “Let’s set up the video.”

“Video? What for?”

“To protect us, numbnuts, in case somebody thinks we’re abusing you.”

“You’re not abusing me!”

“Not yet,” the brunette muttered. “I’ll get the video equipment.”

The brunette walked out of the warehouse, opened her trunk and started rummaging around.

“Good thing we didn’t leave that stuff in here,” the blonde remarked.

Jerome looked around, then he bent down and started picking up papers. “I’ll work good. You can believe me.”

The girls didn’t, of course, believe him, else they wouldn’t have set up the video equipment.

Fifteen minutes later the brunette clicked the on button. She hurried around to where a couch had been set right. Jerome was in the middle, between the two girls.

“Hi!” bubbled the brunette. “I’m Tammy!”

The blonde said, in equally cheerful manner, “And I’m Linda. This is Jerome. Jerome is our favoritist person in the whole world.”

Jerome blinked. He was a favorite? Maybe things would turn out okay.

“Jerome has been simply dying…” Tammy put a hand against her chest and valley girled her words, “…to be our live in slave boy. And because he is just the sweetest thing in the whole wide world,” Linda kissed his cheek and he blinked and tried to look at her, but Tammy had her hand behind his head and pulled his hair to keep him looking away from the camera. “We’ve decided we’re going to play this game with Jerome.”

Linda said, “See? He’s even put on a GONO chastity tube, to remind him that we’re having such a fun game. Tell everybody why you like to wear a chastity tube, Jerome.”

They had told him what to say, and that he better look happy saying it. He spoke brightly, “I just love it when my cock is all trapped and everything. It’s so cool to be horny. I want to be horny the rest of my life.”

“Okay, Jerome-y, we’ll keep your little peeny a prisoner for you, what do you say?”

Jerome turned to one, then the other, “Thank you Linda. Thank you Tammy. Thank you for making my dreams come true.”

Linda turned off the camera, loaded the video to her phone, and sent the thing up to the cloud.

Jerome sighed. Done. Now maybe he could get out of this GONO thing. He asked brightly, “Can you let me out now? I have to pee.”

“Oh, shut up,” both girls said.

“But I thought I was your favoritist!”

“You’re our favoritist asshole. Now shut up before we spank you.”

Heck, let’s spank him anyway.”

Normally Jerome would have liked two girls talking about spanking him. Right then, the expressions on the girls’ faces, he felt like a tuna sandwich at a shark convention.

“But. I thought…” then he was quiet. It was very ominous in the office, and he was starting to feel uneasy.

“Okay, numbnuts,” Linda finally said. You will begin by picking up every piece of paper in this office. You will put them on that table, sorting them into stacks. Contracts there, receipts there, letters there…”

She picked up a couple of pieces of paper and got him started, then she picked up the camera and headed for the door.

“Wait! Where are you going?”

“I’m taking this video contract to a place outside the range of your GONO.”

“But aren’t you going to help me sort through these papers?”

She spun around and stepped right into his face. “You messed it up, you fix it up.” then she was out the door.

Jerome looked at Tammy, but Tammy ignored him.

It took Jerome several hours to sort through the paper on the floor. During that time Linda returned, and the warehouse kicked into gear. Surprisingly, they had no employees. They did all the work themselves, and there was a lot of work. They answered the phone while packaging orders, they called vendors while stocking shelves, they even took did video conferences on iphones while in the bathroom.

And, speaking of this last, they were completely unembarrassed. They simple went into the toilet, left the door open, and crapped. And wiped. And they didn’t care that Jerome was in the next room, sorting papers and trying to fix the coffee machine or something.

All of which was having an effect on Eugene. The tube was making him horny.

As he figured out the sorting of the papers and the fixing of the furniture, as he relaxed from the tension of almost being arrested, he began to feel his cock trying to stir. He felt it pushing, swelling and being stopped, and it was a sensation that was almost painful, even as it turned him on more and more.

“I meant it when I said I had to pee,” he said at one point.

“So pee,” snapped Linda.

“But…don’t I have to take it off?”

“Nope.”

He went into the little toilet and tried to close the door, then realized why the girls had been so unembarrassed. In tearing up the office, in looking for the key that wasn’t, he had broken a hinge on the door. He couldn’t close the door, and the girls were sitting just a couple of yards from him.

“What’s the matter, numbnuts? Can’t close the door?”

He ignored her and tried to pee while standing up. His stream splattered all over the floor and the back of the toilet.

“Fuck!” He said, trying to stop peeing.

“Sit down, numbnuts.”

He spun and sat, and felt the relief.

“And make sure you clean up the mess.”

He sat with his head down. What the hell had he gotten himself in for?


PART TWO

Later in the day, Jerome was done with the sorting. “I’m done, can you take this thing off?”

“Nope. And stop asking.” Linda swiveled towards him and contemplated him sourly. “Do you know how much damage you did in here?”

He did’t.

Thousands of dollars worth. At minimum wage, and you’re not really worth that, you’re going to be here a few weeks. Maybe even months. So I suggest you figure out how to fix things and keep a VERY low profile. The last thing we want to do is see your stupid face.

Jerome backed off. He went out to the warehouse and found a chair and sat in it.

For the dozenth time he wondered what he had gotten himself in for. He sighed, and sat, and sighed again.

Finally, nothing to do for it, he went back inside the office and picked up a chair he had broken. He opened up his knapsack and took out his power drill. He found a screw that had fallen out of one of the drawers he had upended, and set about repairing the chair.

A half hour later he turned the chair over and put it next to the desk where it had originally sat.

He went to the coffee table, took the machine off and began fixing the coffee table.

Tammy came in, saw the chair, glanced at him, then gingerly sat down. She rocked back and forth, banged it up and down a little, then blurted, “It doesn’t tilt anymore.”

“Really?” Linda tried it out and a surprised expression crossed her face.

“Hey, numbnuts, how’d you level this chair?”

“Level it?”

“Yeah, one leg was short, it used to tilt whenever somebody sat on it. How’d you get rid of the tilt?”

“I don’t know.” He shrugged and continued working on the coffee machine table. He didn’t notice the girls glancing at each other.

The truth of the matter was that Jerome was handy with tools. He had always liked tools, he had learned how to use tools in the most delicate manner when learning how to crack safes, and he had actually become a craftsman. Simply, he had a fine eye for detail.

And he didn’t really understand that himself. He just cracked safes and was unaware of his burgeoning talent.

Five o’clock. The girls kept working. In a small operation like theirs they put in the long hours. At six o’clock they ‘Uber Eated’ for dinner. The Uber arrived, Tammy paid and brought the bags in and set them on the big table. “Soups on, kiddies.”

Jerome was trying to undent a cabinet and he stared at the food on the table. He hadn’t eaten since before he had burgled, and he was hungry.

“Come on, numbnuts. You, too.”

He walked over to the table where the girls were unwrapping dishes. Tammy pushed a cardboard carton towards him and he sat down. Shortly he was eating real Chinese.

“What is this stuff?”

The girls blinked. Tammy said, “It’s Chinese.”

“But it doesn’t look like Panda Express! I mean, it sort of does, but…” he put a bite in his mouth and near swooned. This was far more delicious than fast food Panda.

Tammy snickered.

Linda said, “What a numbnuts.”

Jerome didn’t care what they called him. He was eating, and it was ten times better than his usual MacDonalds fare. Then he slowed down, his hunger blunted, and he did care.

“My name is Jerome.”

Linda and Tammy glanced at one another.

“After what you did in here…your name is ‘Shit for Brains.’

Glumly, he realized that he really had messed up. “Look, I am sorry. Usually I’m neat and tidy. I just want to get in and out. I’m not interested in making a mess.”

“Could have fooled me,” Linda spoke wryly.

“How come you’re a burglar, anyway,” Tammy asked.

Jerome shrugged. “I couldn’t get a job. And the jobs I could get all paid crappy, not enough to live on. So…” He shrugged again. He was in a shruggy mood.

The girls didn’t have much to say to that; the reason he gave was why they had gone into business for themselves.

“Are you going to make me wear this thing all the time?”

“That’s our insurance guarantee that you won’t bug out. Besides, didn’t you say on video tape that you loved living this way?” Both girls smirked.

Linda said, “What’s the matter? A little bit tight?”

“I would like a larger size. This one is…I can’t…”

“You can’t what?”

“I can’t get a hard on.”

Linda snickered. Then she sobered. “We are going to have to check him out every few days, make sure he’s clean. We don’t want his junk rotting off.”

“What?” blurted Jerome, his eyes widening.

“We’ll just tie him up and check him. We’ve got lots of ways to tie him up, right?”

The girls grinned.

Jerome suddenly found a fortune cookie. He cracked it, extracted the little piece of paper. It said, ‘Help! I’m being held prisoner in a Chinese fortune cookie factory!’

He crumpled the little slip of paper up. Not funny.

At nine ‘clock the girls finally knocked off. They went to their cars and drove away.

Jerome looked down at the sleeping bag they had left him. He snorted.

He went to the office and turned on the computer. They had bought a new one to replace the one he had broken, so he didn’t feel badly about using it. After all, he was paying for it, right?

First he looked up the GONO. He inspected the site thoroughly, even hacked into the site and looked for ways to get out of the GONO.

Nothing. It was actually foolproof. Or, escape proof.

He pulled his pants down and examined it. He looked at the fob, which Linda had left on her desk. He should be able to figure a way out, but he was a little worried about setting the thing off. What if he turned the zapper part of it on and then couldn’t turn it off? He would be cooking until dawn!

Finally, since he was on the computer anyway, he went surfing for porn.

Inside the GONO he was hornier than a rhino in heat. His cock had been trying to escape all day, and if he hadn’t had the stupid thing on he would masturbated ten times over.

He searched for ‘big boobed babes boffing.’ Lots of wanking material, and he pushed on his chastity tube, wishing he could feel his cock, wishing it could expand and…and spit.

Then he searched ‘females fellating ferociously.’ Oh, man, there were thousands of vids. So many vids and he only had two eyeballs.

Then he searched for ‘copulating cunts corkscrewing.’

On into the morning he surfed, getting more and more excited, and more and more frustrated.

Finely, he had had enough. Frustration without the relief. He couldn’t stand it. He slid into the sleeping bag and tried to sleep.

He was too horny to sleep.

He was so horny, and he wanted take his mind off it.

But what could he do?

He could run around the warehouse…there wasn’t any place he could take a cold shower….what could he do?

Finally, he dozed off, and was awake almost instantly. At least his cock was awake, morning wood, and he felt like somebody was compressing his cock in a garbage compactor.

He jumped out of the sleeping bag and ran for the bathroom.

“Ahhh!”

He came out of the bathroom, zipped up, and saw that it was only five in the AM. Fuck. Maybe three hours sleep, and he was wired. What to do…what to do?

He looked out at the warehouse. The order table was filled with orders. He had seen the girls do it, and it was easy. Match the invoice with the order, box it up, put on a label, do the next one.

So he spent an hour filling boxes and tossing them into the mail cart.

Six o’clock. Fuck. And his cock was still throbbing, trying to get hard.

He went back into the office and looked around. The window that opened on the warehouse was painted closed. Stupid. He took a wood chisel out of his knapsack and cracked a line in the paint, then he sanded edges. When he was done the window opened smoothly and even looked good.

Six thirty. He tried to ignore his penis pushing in his prison. He grabbed a mop and cleaned the bathroom, then scraped up paint spatters. He was just finishing when the girls arrived. He went out and sat on the ladder to the office and waited for them.

They opened the big door and let some sunshine in. They strode up the center of the warehouse and Jerome watched them. When they passed the mail order table Linda nudged Tammy and whispered something.

Jerome didn’t notice. He was trying to ignore his cock.

“Here’s breakfast.” Linda tossed him a bag. McCrapo. With Mcsuckfries and Mclousyeggsandwich.

Still, he was hungry, and he began eating. He made some coffee while he was chewing, and washed the swill down. Hunger abated, he went to work.

In the light of day he could see why the mail order table was twisted and saggy. He broke out the power drill and fixed it. Then he sanded off a few splinters. To Linda he remarked, “If you have a power sander I can fix this table up right.”

Linda blinked. Jerome turned and headed for the forklift. A vendor had just arrived and plunked five crates just inside the warehouse.

Linda went into the office and stood at the window, the freshly repaired window, and watched Jerome wheel the forklift around.

“Do you believe this guy?”

“The coffee machine works better now. And he cleaned the bathroom.”

“Hunh.”

Jerome worked all morning. He didn’t talk much, he just focused on work, and tried to ignore the pounding, throbbing lust in his cock cage.

That afternoon he rewired the phone system, getting the excess wires tightly wound and pushed out of sight.

Tammy looked at Linda and opened her hands helplessly. She figured they were going to have to bully Jerome all month, and finally tell him he was done just because they wanted to get rid of him. but this was…ridiculous. He was actually a good worker.

They didn’t eat lunch. Too much work, and the girls usually just munched on a power bar.anyway. They tossed a bar to Jerome, who devoured it, then went out and did jumping jacks, and push ups, and squats, and other exercises. in truth, he was doing something, anything, to get his mind off his poor, hurting cock.

That afternoon he rearranged the warehouse system, getting all the dildos in the same area, cataloging kinky underwear, and making the place twice as efficient.

Dinner. Spaghetti and meatballs. A big Coke. They sat around the big table in the office, and Jerome ate slowly, his head down, having his own thoughts.

The two girls sat at the other end of the table and watched him. In truth, they were stunned. Nearly all the damage Jerome had caused was repaired. He still had to pay a lot of stuff, but they were now actually functioning better than before he had burgled his way into the warehouse.

Back to work, and Jerome filled in the orders that had accumulated since the afternoon mailing.

That night he again perused porn, but stopped after a while, it was just making him hurt.

He didn’t know what to do. He did some exercises, but there were only so many jumping jacks and push ups he could do.

Finally, he decided to repaint the office.

He found an old and rickety ladder and some paint. He laid out some plastic liner and began painting.

The ceiling. Two walls. Skip the bathroom for now. He needed better paint for that anyway.

Finally, he was on the last wall. He moved the ladder into place, held the paint brush in one hand and stepped up the ladder. The third step broke and he fell backwards, hitting his head on the corner of the table.

“Jerome? Are you all right?”

He looked up at Linda, whose face appeared uncharacteristically worried.

“You didn’t call me numbnuts,” he mumbled.

She took no notice of his remark, just helped him up. He looked around. “Oh, crap, I’m sorry.”

The paint can had spilled across the floor. The thin rug was caked and quite ruined. The ladder was broken and laying on its side. But at least three walls and the ceiling were done.

“What the heck?” Tammy blurted, stepping into the office.

“I’m sorry,” Jerome begged. “I didn’t mean to mess it all up.”

Tammy stopped talking and took it all in. The perfectly painted walls and ceiling, the accident with the ladder.

“I’ll fix the ladder. And I can throw away the rug. I’m sorry, I guess I’ll have to work to pay for another one.”

The girls looked at each other, then, for some reason, they backed off.

“Okay,” said Linda.

“Yeah,” murmured Tammy.

Jerome went to the old bathroom in the corner of the warehouse and washed the paint out of his hair. Then he took out the ladder, rolled up the carpet and dragged it out. He forked the rug and took it to the end of the warehouse. All the girls had to do was run it a few yards to a dumpster, then tilt the forks.

Disconsolately, Jerome walked back towards the office.

Tammy stepped out on the ladder. “You’re a mess. You’re clothes are ruined.

“I’m sorry,” Jerome almost felt like crying. He had thought painting the office would be a big brownie point, and now he was in more trouble than ever.

“Well, we can’t have you looking like that. We’re going to have an open house next week. We’re thinking about opening to the public, and we can’t have you looking like that. Throw those clothes away. It’s time to check and make sure your cock is all right.

Jerome went back to the forklift, took off his clothes, even his shoes were ruined, and stacked everything atop the folds of paint ruined carpet. Naked, except for the GONO, he returned to the office.

Tammy and Linda were to one side. They were fastening ropes to the struts of the metal shelves.

“Come here, Jerome. Put your hands up and spread your legs.

His face red, Jerome spread, and the girls tied his wrists and legs apart. He stood there, paint spattered, and waited. He felt like a steer waiting for slaughter.

Tammy brought a hose out, fastened it to the slop sink faucet and started spraying Jerome off. Linda stripped down to nothing and began scouring him with a brush. The brush wasn’t stiff bristled, but it wasn’t a normal, soft bath brush, either.

Linda worked his back, scrubbing traces of paint off. Then she moved to the front. The brush excited his nipples, brushing over them again and again, and Jerome moaned.

“What?” she asked.

“It…the brush. My nipples are sensitive.

Perversely, Linda grinned and ran the brush directly over his nips.

“Oh, fuck…” he whimpered. His cock was cramped inside the GONO, and his legs quivered with the pleasure of the sensations.

Linda laughed.

“What’s so funny?” asked Tammy.

“Watch.” Again she ran the bristles over Jerome's chest, and again he shivered and his knees buckled.

Tammy laughed. “You want to check his junk now?”

“Might just as well.”

Linda went into the office and returned with the fob. Jerome watched as she clicked in some numbers, but he couldn’t see the sequence. The GONO suddenly whirred…then clicked open.

“Oh, GOD!” Jerome shrieked in relief. His cock hardened fast and the GONO fell on the floor.

Linda and Tammy began laughing.

“Geez, Jerome,” Lina said. “It’s only a cock.”

“You’re only saying that because you don’t have one.”

Tammy, meanwhile, put the hose down and lifted his cock. She sniffed. “It’s okay. Needs a little soap and water, but it’s not going to fall off today.”

For a second Jerome worried. What about tomorrow? But he didn’t say anything.

The girls got some soap and began stroking him. His cock was red and erect and started to drip.

Tanny chuckled. “He’s not too small, is he?”

“Any bigger and I’d call it a cock.”

Jerome moaned and lurched and thrust his hips into her hand.

“No, no. Mustn’t be a bad boy.”

“Please,” Jerome begged. “This thing is killing me. I’m horny, and it hurts cause I can’t grow. I need to get off.”

“And how did you propose to get off, Jerome?” Linda was laughing on the inside when she asked this.

“I…I can…”

“You can what? Masturbate? Your hands are tied.”

“You can untie my hands.”

“And then you could untie your feet and run right out of here.”

“I won’t.” He was pleading. “Please, I promise.”

Linda was stroking him slowly, not enough to get him off, but enough to drive him crazy. “You’ll forgive us if we don’t trust you.”

“Why can’t you trust me?”

“You are a thief, after all.”

There wasn’t much Jerome could say to that.

“However, if I stroked a little faster,” she hurried her hand for a moment. Jerome started to twist and lurch in his bonds. Then Linda stopped.

“However, giving pleasure to a burglar isn’t my idea of justice.”

“But I’m fixing everything! And I’m trying to be good! Can’t you please…can’t you?”

His eyes were pleading.

“You know,” Tammy observed, “You might have to.”

“Why?”

“How we gonna get his cock back in the tube if you don’t?”

Linda frowned.

“Yeah! You have to get me off! You have to!”

Linda protested, “I don’t want to have to jack this fool off every couple of days.”

“You could always use your mouth?” Jerome offered.

Both girls looked at him with disgust, and shrunk a bit.

“We could take turns, and he isn’t dirty, so we can go another day, maybe two, maybe three.” If we only have to clean him say every five days, then you would only have to jack him off every ten. That’s not bad.”

“Yeah, but I hate getting all that jizz all over my hands!”

“So…make him clean your hands.”

That was an electric moment. Jerome gaped, Tammy grinned, and Linda considered Jerome.

“How about it, Jerome. Will you lick your stuff off my hands if I get you off?

“Hey…but…I don’t…you can’t…”

Linda giggled. “Come on, numbnuts, you want to get off or not?”

“But I don’t…you…I can’t…”

“Okay, then we just leave you here until your dick gets small enough to be stuffed in the GONO, and I don’t care how long it takes.”

Jerome begged and wheedled, but Linda wouldn’t break. finally, so horny he couldn’t stand it, he gave a nod.

Linda grinned and sped up and within half a minute Jerome was moaning and twisting his hips and filling Linda’s hand with his white baby batter. His head was tilted back, his eyes rolled back, and he was obviously experiencing an orgasm of unbelievable intensity.

“All right,” Linda smiled, “Here’s your extra special treat.” She held her hand up.

Jerome was disgusted, sick to his stomach, but she held his nose and tilted her hand in front of his mouth. Having to breath, he opened up, and his slimy juice slithered down his throat.

He gagged and choked, but swallowed, then it was done.

“See? That wasn’t bad, was it?”

Jerome opened his mouth and waggled his tongue, wishing he could drink something and wash the residue out of his mouth.

“Okay dokey,” Tammy picked up the GONO and put it back on him.

Jerome felt disgusted, and relieved, but then, to his horror, his dick started trying to get hard again.

“Wait a minute! It’s getting hard.”

The girls laughed, and Tammy pushed the tab into the lock and he heard the CLICK! and whirrr.

They untied him.

“What about clothes?” asked Linda. “We can’t have him running around in his birthday suit.”

“Why not?”

“Well, okay, we can. But we have the open house coming up the week after next.”

Tammy frowned. “I don’t want to go out and buy some male clothes.”

“So give him some of the clothes he ruined.”

Tammy smiled.

“Hey, wait a minute! What clothes I ruined?”

“We had a crate of sample clothes. Everything from hats to high heels. You threw a large Coke into the box when you overturned the mailing table.”

“Oh…but…aren’t those girl clothes?” In truth, there were only girl clothes in the whole warehouse.

“You can walk around naked if you want.”

“Okay,” he took a defiant stand.

“Of course we won’t be willing to jack you off next time.”

“What? Why not?”

“You may not have noticed, but we only hire girls here.”

“But you’re the only girls here!”

“I rest my case. And if you ever hope to get out of here then you’re going to have to at least look a little bit like a girl.”

“But…I can’t…you…”

Tammy went to a big crate that had been pushed aside. She held a hand out as if to present it, “Jerome, meet your new outfit. Outfit, meet Jerome.”

“I won’t do it!”

“You will, or you will never leave here.”

“You can’t! That’s human trafficking.”

Tammy turned to Linda, “Do you see any humans around here?”

Linda shook her head, “Nope. I only see a burglar.”

“And are there any laws against burglar trafficking?”

“Nope.”

Jerome was close to tears now. He didn’t mind fixing everything, it was sort of fun, if he could ignore the pounding in his groin. But dressing like a girl?

Linda stepped up next to him. She placed a hand on his GONO and patted it gently. Jerome felt the surges of horniness starting up.

“Now, Jerome, there’s nobody here to see you.”

He folded his arms. “Nope.”

Tammy walked over to the slop sink and picked up the fob. She held it up. “Jerome. We have a business to run, and we don’t have time for your fake modesty.”

“Fake modest—“

“So you are going to wear what we tell you to, or you’re going to find out how this fob works.”

Jerome eyed the fob. Oh, crap! Could it give him a shock? He knew intuitively that it could.

“No…”

“Linda, hand him some underwear. If he doesn’t put it on I’m going to press the button and give him a crispy critter. How about it, Jerome, feel like having your hot dog cooked until the skin is black and crumbly?”

“No! No!”

Linda reached into the crate. She brought out a thong. She handed it to him.

Tears now starting to fill his eyes, Jerome took the underwear and pulled it up. The string snugged into his asshole, and he felt the sting of pleasure.

Linda handed him a bra. He tried to put it on, but he couldn’t figure it out and she had to help him.

“Excellent, Jerome,” Tammy smiled. “Linda, go get that pair of breast forms that were returned.”

Linda disappeared down one of the aisles in the warehouse, then returned with a massive pair of breasts.

“Aren’t these a bit large?”

“He’s a man. His chest is wider. These will work.

Linda shoved the breast forms in, and muttered, “We’ll get you some glue so these won’t shift around.”

Jerome was stunned, he didn’t understand what was happening. “I…I…I…”

“Okay, he’s skinny enough, give him a dress.”

Linda held up culottes and a sheer blouse.

“Sure,” Tammy agreed.

Shortly Jerome was standing in very feminine garb.

“No bad. We have to shave his legs, and comb out his hair.”

“How about the locking heels?”

“What?” blurted Jerome.

“He does need shoes,” Tammy agreed.

Linda ran into the aisles again, then brought back a couple of pairs of heels. She sized his feet, selected one pair, and helped him into them. Finally, she laced them up and clicked the lock at the top of the heels.

Jerome stared down. His cock was struggling! WTF?

Tammy put the fob in her pocket and came to him. She walked around him, inspected him. His face was red and his cock, struggling inside the cage was likely much redder.

Heck, he had just squirted, and now his dick was going crazy in its prison.

“I like it. He needs make up.”

“Let’s let him get used to his new clothes, then we’ll do the whole thing.”

“Why are you doing this? Jerome sobbed.

“Because we are going to have an open house, and we can’t have you running around like a stupid male.”

“Males aren’t stupid!”

“They are if they try to steal other people’s stuff.”

Jerome soughed in disgust, and tears flowed down his cheeks.

“Well, time to get to work.”

Jerome worked all afternoon in a funk. Oddly, the split dress thing was sort of sexy, the way it rubbed his legs, and the bottom of his legs were naked, and felt…cool. Sexy cool.

The weirdest thing was the boobs on his chest. They bounced, they swayed, they made him aware of how he walked and moved.

The hardest thing was the shoes. By the end of the day his feet were killing him. Yet he couldn’t take the heels off. By the time the girls left for the day he was reduced to sitting and trying to rub his feet through the shoes.

“Poor Jerome,” grinned Linda.

Tammy: “Now you know what women go through.”

“Can’t you take them off for the night?”

“Well, we could, when you get ready for bed.”

“I’m ready!” Hell, he’d lay awake all night in the sleeping bag if he had to.”

“No you’re not.” Tammy grinned and held up a baby doll.

“Oh…no!”

“Oh, come on. You’ll like it.” she tossed the short nighty to him. “It’ll feel so sexy.”

Again, Jerome was almost reduced to tears. He took off his clothes…leaving the bra and tits on, as Tammy commanded, and slipped into the baby doll.

“Damn, Jerome. “You’re one sexy bitch.”

He stared after the girls angrily, but they merely laughed and  sauntered out of the warehouse.

But the short night gown thing actually did feel good. His legs were electric, all bare and tantalized by the bottom of the garment, his chest still bounced and flopped around, and the material slithered across his skin.

All of which caused his wanna be boner to struggle and push against the cage.

He didn’t bother with porn, it was too hurtful in his caged condition. Instead he went in search of something to read. He found a few websites, lots of dirty jokes, but finally settled on ‘War and peace.’

He read for a few hours, trying to forget his condition, even as his condition struggled to remind him. Finally he dozed off.

RING RING RING!

He sat up abruptly. The phone. He glanced at the clock. Seven in the morning. The girls weren’t here. but the phone was ringing. He struggled out of the bag and leaped for the instrument.

“Hello, Exotic Toys. May I help you?”

“Hey, who’s this? Where’s Linda? I want to order some stuff.”

“She’s not here, but I can take your order.” He grabbed a pen and paper. He didn’t know what he was doing, but he had seen the girls take orders, so…

Tammy and Linda had carpooled that day, and had had a flat tire. They were an hour late. A grumpy hour. All the orders they must have missed, all the money down the drain. They stomped across the floor with snarly faces. They climbed the short stairs, entered the office, and stopped.

“Sure, we can do that. This Friday. Sure, I’ll put a rush on it myself. Yes. Your credit card just went through. You’re welcome. Have a rest of your day, too.”

Jerome hung up, finished scribbling his order, and looked up. “Nobody was here so I took the orders. Is that okay?” His expression revealed that he was worried that he might have screwed up again.

Linda and Tammy stepped to the table and inspected the invoices. Every one was done right, in easy to read block letters. And every one of them had been paid.

Tammy picked up one order. “You got Fred to pay up front?”

“Yeah, is that okay? He didn’t want to but I explained we couldn’t just give stuff away and he was okay with it. Did I do okay?” Jerome was sweating now.

Tammy couldn’t believe it. NOBODY had ever made Fred Hawkins pay up front. And he always stalled for months before paying his bill.

She looked at Jerome, who’s eyes were begging for approval.

“I guess you did okay.”

He sighed in relief.

“Now go put on a dress, a real dress, then you can eat.”

Jerome didn’t hesitate. He was so relieved to find out he didn’t screw up that he zipped down the stairs, trotted to the big crate and picked out a dress. He pulled it on, then he even bent down and locked his high heels on.

Tammy looked at Linda. “Do you fucking believe it?”

Linda just shook her head.

For two days Jerome worked around the warehouse, prancing about in dresses or even lingerie, and the girls watched him disbelievingly.

“I can’t believe it. He’s…he’s happy.”

“Seems that way.”

“If this keeps up he’ll have worked off his debt to us by the open house.”

“I never thought I’d say this, but I’ll be sorry to see him go.”

“You and me both. Shall we give him the works tomorrow? Start getting him used to make up and such?”

“Yes.”

In the warehouse Jerome turned the forklift, lifted crates, and…and he actually had a half smile on his face.

Ten days later…Jerome was up early. He made sure his legs were shaved, and his chest and his back and his arms and everything. His boobs were glued firmly in place. They would bounce sexily, but not shift around.

He fastened a garter belt, then rolled his stockings up. He snapped them in place, made sure there were no runs, then pulled his panties up. They fit snugly over his cock cage, and the thong felt so good on his brown button. He wiggled into a dress, then reported for make up.

He was learning, but he still needed help. Linda made him up, colored his eyes and applied red lipstick. She handed him the gold tube when she was done. “Keep it with you. Refresh often. People are more apt to buy from girls with red lips and big boobs.”

“Okay dokey,” he answered breathily, making sure his voice was high.

He looked down, and Tammy was done with his nails. They helped him into a sexy pair of open-toed heels, and he stood up and smiled.

His hair had been done the night before, and it was a tangle of lush curls. His earrings sparkled against his neck, and his rings emphasized his long, slender hands and nails.

“Okay, you have the prices memorized?”

“Yep.”

“And you know about the specials for large orders.”

Jerome turned to her, “Don’t be a worry wart.” Then she turned and sauntered out to the warehouse. As she descended the ladder Linda could see the first cars entering the parking lot. She smiled. This was going to be a busy day.

“He’s paid off, you know.” Tammy observed.

“You want to try and hire him?”

Tammy sighed. “No. He’ll be anxious to go.”

They watched as Jerome greeted the first people into the warehouse.

It was going to be a profitable open house. And they were going to have to hire somebody. But…Jerome…he was perfect. But they knew he wanted to get out of chastity and return to his life.

His life of burglary. Which saddened them. Such a waste of a good human being.

“Well, let’s go.”

The two girls descended to the warehouse floor.


EPILOGUE

The open house was a raving success. They had had way more visitors than they had planned. Orders had gone through the roof. They needed somebody to help them fill the orders, but it was the end of Jerome’s ‘employment.’ After the Open House was done and all the people had left, Tammy and Linda called Jerome to the office.

“Hi girls, what can I do for you.”

Linda held out the fob and pressed it.

Whirrr! CLICK!

Jerome looked down. He felt the release of pressure, he felt the chastity tube sliding off his dick and hanging up in his panties.

“Oh, my God!” He blurted. He lifted his dress and grabbed the cage. He held it up, grinned, and looked at the girls. He placed it on top of the safe, where he had first found it.

Tammy held out an envelope. “Jerome, you did better than we ever expected. Here’s a couple of hundred to help you out. Are you going to give up burglary?”

Jerome was silent. Burglary was all he knew.

Realizing they didn’t really want to hear the answer, the girls hugged him, and presented him with one last gift. Male pants and shirt and shoes. A few minutes later Jerome walked into the dusk, free at last. His knapsack of burglary tools over his shoulder.

Behind him the girls sighed, and turned away.

“Too bad,” said Linda.

“Yeah,” agreed Tammy.

They set about closing up shop. They were heading out for a bite to eat, maybe a little champagne, and a discussion about how to expand the business. Both of them felt that little niggle of sadness. They were already missing Jerome.

Seven in the morning, Linda and Tammy drove into the parking lot. They parked and strode across the lot to the front door.

They pushed open the big door and walked in.

Down the center of the warehouse.

Up the stairs, and they stopped.

A trash can had been upended and a small mound of trash was on the floor.

A bottle of Jim Beam was open on a desk, and it was empty.

Jerome was on the conference table, wearing his bra and breast forms and nighty. His cock was locked in the GONO.

Linda pushed on the table. Jerome stirred, then sat up and faced the girls.

“I guess I went back to burglary.”

Linda, with a smile, “You know this is going to cost you.”

Jerome nodded, “I hope so.”

END
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He was Female Different!

Kidnapped and Feminized!


PART ONE

It started on a lonely Saturday night.

I was working on the porch. It needed to have a board replaced, so I pried up the old one, removed nails and debris, measured carefully, and headed for the hardware store.

“Honey! I’m going to the story. Be back in a while.”

No answer. Hmm. She was probably catnapping. Or maybe out for a walk in the woods around our house.

That’s cool.

I got in car and zipped down the street without a care in the world…and noticed that I was near out of gas. So I pulled into the gas station and gassed up. I got back in the car, and the passenger door opened and somebody got in.

Crap! I turned my head, and it was a woman! She was wearing an outlandish red wig! Garish make up, and almost looked like a clown. I would have laughed except for the gun in her hand!

My rear doors opened and the car sagged as two more women got in. Like the first, they were  carrying guns and were totally packed with make up, long wigs and…guns….and…something didn’t jive…something…

THEY WERE MEN!

What the hell?

“Drive!” snapped the guy next to me.

I looked at his ugly dress, lumpy with fake boobs, and even a bump in the groin. Yep. Men. But what where they—
“I said drive!” And he clipped me on the back of the head with his pistol.

I started the car and pulled into traffic.

“Head for the park.”

I was shaking, I don’t mind saying I was scared, and I headed the car for the big park on the west side of town.

The men didn’t say anything for a minute, then the one behind me blurted. “You think this one will work?”

I jerked as I realized that this one was actually a woman. But she was a manly woman, the kind with a barrel chest and wear plaid shirts and would have looked better if she had a beard.

“All he has to do is stand there and do nothing. He fucks up I’ll shoot him. A dead look out will work as well as a live one.”

“What are—“

“Shut up, bozo.”

I was scared of getting hit with a gun again, or maybe of being made dead, so I drove.

We arrived in the park and I was directed to a parking lot that was never used.

“Get out.”

I got out. The woman behind me got out, too. She was carrying a big purse.

“What are you going to do to me?”

She grinned, and it was bizarre. A manly woman looking like a clown woman, yellow teeth through bright red lipstick.

“Take off your clothes.”

Oh crap. My hands shaking, I undid my buttons and took off my shirt. I unbuckled and unzipped and took off my pants.

“Everything.”

I stripped off my underpants and tee shirt. I still had on my socks.

“Socks, Goofy. What part of ‘everything’ do you not understand?”

I stood on one foot, then the other, and pulled off my shoes and socks.

“You almost done out there?”

“Not even. Get in the driver’s seat.”

The man in the passenger side rear seat grumbled, but stepped out of the car and went around to slide behind the wheel.

The woman gave me a bra. “Put it on.”

Well, I had a hard time with that. I couldn’t figure out how to put it on not inside out or upside down.

“Mickey! Get out here and hold a gun on Goofy.”

The driver in the passenger seat got out and came around the car. The gun he was holding was a big 45, and he placed it on my temple. I almost  crapped in my drawers—or would have crapped in my drawers if I still had them on—right then.

“Back off a little. Can’t you see how scared he is.”

He stepped back a couple of feet, but his small, piggish eyes looked like he really wanted to pull the trigger.

The woman grabbed my face with one hand and turned me towards her. “If you behave you’ll live. You got that, Goofy?”

“Uh…uh…”

The guy with the gun laughed at the sound of my terrified voice.

“Okay,” said the woman. She put her gun on the top of the car and helped me put on the bra. She did some weird trick where it was backwards, then she slid it around my belly and pulled the straps up, and, voila, I was wearing a bra.

The woman reached into her big bag and took out a pair of breast forms. She tucked them in with a wry smile. “There you go, honey. The men are going to be drooling for you. Put this dress on.”

I pulled a purple dress with a flower pattern on it over my head. I noticed that all the dresses were the same. Mickey wore a blue one with flowers, the driver wore a pink one, and the woman wore a yellow one.

“Okay, don’t breath for a second.”

She slapped cream and powder on my face, then started brushing my eyelids.

“Damn. I wish I had a chance to do this right.” She had her tongue stuck out the corner o her mouth and her eyes were tight as she focused on me. “He’d make a real cute girl.”

She put lipstick on me, the same bright red they all had.

And, a wig. It was blonde, and I looked ridiculous, but, there was nothing I could do but go along with it.

“Aw, ain’t he cute,” laughed the driver.

“Cute? He’s beautiful, Donald.”

“I think Daisy’s in love!”

The two men laughed, and the woman, Daisy, grinned.

“Okay, Goofy, we’re going to get in the car and you’re going to put on some high heels while Donald drives. You follow our directions and you might just live to go home to your wife and kiddies. You got that?”

I stood there, shaking harder than Jello jiggles, and…I had a hard on.

Daisy suddenly looked down. “Look! Goofy likes it!”

The two men laughed uproariously. “Goofy’s a kinkster!” blurted one.

“Hey, Goofy, want to suck my hog?”

More laughter.

“Okay, Goof, step into your chariot and we’ll head for the ball.”

I got in behind the driver. Daisy closed the door, and…I got it. Mickey, Donald, Daisy, and…Goofy.

The doors slammed and the driver put it in gear.

“Here’s your glass slippers, princess.”

They were wicked witch high heels. Maybe four inches. I slipped my foot into them and Daisy, who was sitting right next to me grabbed my foot and lifted it to her lap. She buckled it up and put a small padlock in the top loop.

“Give me the other foot.”

I did, and shortly was locked into that foot, too.

She pushed my foot off her lap, sat back and grinned at me.

“Here’s how it’s going down, Goofy. We’re going to take out the First National Bank, and we need a fourth for our little square dance. All you have to do is stand at the west entrance. We’ll give you a gun—too bad for you, no bullets—and you just stand there. somebody comes down the stairs you point the gun at them. They’ll go back upstairs. Somebody comes to the door you point your gun at them and watch them run screaming into the wilderness. When we’re done we’ll drive off. Sorry about the car, it’s going to be toast. No fingerprints or DNA that way. Do you understand your instructions?”

“Yes,” my voice shook.

“Excellent. God, this really turns you on, doesn’t it?”

My boner was sticking out, and the dress emphasized my cock.

“No.”

“Yes. Geez, guys, this guy is…he’s fucking dripping!”

I looked down at the big bump in my dress. Yep, I had a bit of pre-cum seeping through the dress. “No. I’m so scared I’m losing control of my bladder.

“Bullshit.” She reached across the seat and grabbed my cock.

“Damn! This guy is harder than hard!”

“Jack him off, Daisy.”

As we drove through town her hand started going up and down on my shaft.

“Oh…” I breathed.

Daisy laughed. “He’s getting off on this. Tell you what, Goofy, if you can cum before we get there then that’s your pay for a job well done. Okay?”

I didn’t say anything. I was turning bright red under the make up.

She stroked me, and reached under the dress and began massaging my testicles.

“Go, Daisy,” grinned the driver in the mirror.

“Ten thousand you can’t get him off.”

“You heard that Goofy? If you don’t cum I’m out ten thou. You better fucking cum.”

“I…I…” I wanted to cry. I was terrified, quivering, and….I could feel the semen in my balls coming to a boil.

“She’s gonna do it.”

“I don’t want to bet!”

“Too late, numb nuts,” chortled Daisy.

We turned into the parking lot and Mickey stopped the car, and…”OH! FUCK! OH!”

It was the most violent orgasm I had ever had in my life.

“Look at his eyes, man. They’re totally rolled back.”

“He’s a fucking Jizz queen. Look at all the spunk!”

Daisy took her hand away, wiped it on my dress, then licked her hand. “You did good, Goof. You’re getting closer to getting out of this alive. Here’s a gun.”

She handed me a big 45. I was dazed, dizzy from that incredible orgasm, but I took the gun and looked at it. I had that lazy feeling of lassitude that a guy gets after a good squirt.

“Okay, guys, let’s do it.”

Daisy and Donald got out and walked towards the front of the bank. In spite of their terrible make up, from a distance they just looked like a pair of blocky women.

Mickey turned to me.

“When they turn the corner you walk to those front doors and enter the bank. You stand in the hallway right where the stairs come down. If you try to run I’ll shoot you. Daisy and Donald will be coming from the front, so you try to run out that way they’ll shoot you. Got it, sweetheart?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Okay, there they go. Get going.”

He motioned with his gun and I got out and headed for the side door to the bank.

I had never walked in heels, and it was hard. My ankles wobbled so hard I thought they would break. And I tottered this way and that. Behind me I could hear Mickey laughing.

At this point I was crying. Big tears streaked my make up.

I placed my hand on the front door and pushed in. I walked across the tile floor and stopped.

The stairs gaped to my right. The main part of the bank was on my left, and Daisy and Donald were already going to work.

“Down on the floor!”

“You! Give me everything in your drawer or I shoot this nice, old lady!”

Donald stood on one side and kept everybody covered. Daisy, one arm around the throat of a crying, old lady, moved along the cages. Yes, there was bullet proof glass, but what choice did the tellers have? Put out the cash, or watch an innocent person get killed. Not much of a choice.

I heard laughter and footsteps, then two ladies appeared on the stairs. They looked like tellers on a coffee break. They stopped and stared at me.

Sobbing, I yelled, “Go back! Go back!” I aimed the gun at them.

Suddenly terrified, the two ladies scampered back up the stairs.

Suddenly, Donald and and Daisy appeared next to me. Daisy took my arm. “Come on, Goofy.”

They walked me out of the bank. I heard screams and yells, then the side door shut and we were hurrying across to the car.

Mickey looked bored, but when we got in and closed the doors he hit the gas.

Later, I would realize that they had chosen me because I had a car that was fairly fast. That car sat on its rear tires and launched. In seconds we were out the side entrance to the bank parking lot and zooming down the street.

Donald drove efficiently, and once away from the bank he drove a little slower. In minutes we were back in the park.

They all climbed out  and Daisy pointed her gun at me. “Out, Goofy.”

We were parked at the back of the parking lot, and Donald and Mickey ran into the trees. It was thick foliage there, and I couldn’t see where they had gone, but they returned a minute later. They were carrying big five gallon gas cans.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting rid of evidence.”

The men began empty the cans of gas into my car. Daisy pushed me back, then Mickey joined us. Donald took a flare out from his back pocket, lit it, and tossed it through the open window.

The car blew up, just like on TV. Donald had been twenty feet away, but he was blown on his ass. Mickey helped him to his feet, then they both started laughing.

As a thick cloud of black smoke rose up the three pushed me through the line of trees. They had apparently stashed that gas, because we walked for about ten minutes before we came to another parking lot. A white van was parked sideways to the trail we exited.

“You want a ride?”

“You aren’t going to…to kill me?”

“Nah. You did good. In fact, here,” she pushed a thick bundle of bills into my hand. I could feel the bank band. It looked like hundred dollar bills.

“Now, you want a ride?”

My choices were limited. Walk through town dressed like a woman, an ugly woman, and be picked up by the cops for bank robbery. Or accept a ride to who knows where, but at least away from the cops.

“Yes.”

My feet were killing me. I felt like I was walking on broken ankles, but when              Donald opened the door I jumped in. In a second we were careening out of the parking lot, then joining regular traffic on a main road. Just another van on a picnic.

For a long minute nobody said anything, then Donald asked, “Where you live?”

I was silent.

“Come on. We want to get you home, off the street. We don’t want to kill you and we don’t want you picked up. So…where.”

“1345 Dobkins.”

“Heck, we’re almost there.”

And we were. The van traveled up my street, stopped in front of my house. Daisy grabbed me before I could get out. “You can fess up and give that money back, and they might even believe you. But cops are cops. They just want to close the case, so I advise you to call and tell them your car was stolen. Up to you.”

Then she reached down and squeezed my crotch—my cock was hard again—and shoved me out the door.

The van roared off and I stood and looked after it, then I realized that I was standing like a woman in broad daylight. I ran, as best I could with the heels on, up to the house. Fortunately, nobody saw me.

I opened the garage door and squeezed through the opening, then shut the door. Sagged against it, and…

“George? What are you…why are you…George?”

I turned, and my wife, who was doing the laundry, stared at me.

I began crying, and I ran to her, almost falling in my heels, and hugged her.

The next couple of hours were a nightmare, but I did what Daisy had suggested.

Why?

Because I had been to court before, on a traffic ticket, and the cop had lied. Outright lied. And my fine had actually gone up.

After court I had seen the cop standing with a bunch of his buddies to one side of the court room. I had walked up and accused him. “You lied. You fucking lied.”

He just looked at me and laughed. And the cops with him laughed. They all knew, and they didn’t care, as long as they closed their cases.

After that I had done some research on the net, and I was amazed at how many people claimed that cops lied, that they would do whatever they wanted to close a case.

So I believed Daisy.

Believe me, I wasn’t even thinking about the roll of bills in my hand. I was thinking about being accused, tried and sent to jail…for being kidnapped.

So as soon as I had gathered my wits about me I stripped off my dress and underwear. “Bleach this, cut it in pieces and flush it.”

Donna didn’t say anything. She just held the dress, looked at my face, and did it. Wonderful woman.

I took two steps to my workbench and picked up a pair of pliers. Snip snip and the padlocks were gone. I put them into my took box for disposal later.

I ripped off my wig. “Can you get rid of this?”

Donna took it and nodded.

I slipped out of the bra and panties, and stood there with a hard on. Another goddamn hard on, and two breast forms.

“Give me,” said Donna. I did.

“I’m going to use your cold cream and make a phone call.”

She nodded. “What about that money?”

I handed it to her. I didn’t want it, but I was afraid to destroy it, I might need to give it back. “Hide it.”

I ran through the house, my peter bouncing, and slid to a stop at her vanity table. I scooped out cold cream and slapped it on my face. I scrubbed, and jumped in the shower, and washed.

Fuck, it felt good to wash the make up and sweat and fear off me.

Then I ran to the kitchen, picked up my cell phone and dialed 911.

Donna came in and followed me. Her face showed her surprise when I said, “Somebody stole my car?”

The 911 operator asked questions, and I answered them as I entered the bedroom and started putting clothes on.

“Right out of my driveway. I don’t recall seeing it this morning, but I wasn’t looking. I just thought it was there!”

More questions.

“Honda. Sports hatchback. I just bought it!”

More questions.

“White. Four doors. License number w648ggj.”

She finally said an officer would be by to make a report.

I hung up the phone and sighed, and Donna started in.

“What in heaven’s name is going on? Where is the…was it really stolen? What—“

I held up my hand. “Go pour two drinks and I’ll tell you everything.”

She headed for the kitchen, I finished getting dressed, and came in and sat down. That lovely woman had two bourbon and Cokes ready, and she was working on hers. I sat down and took a big sip.

“Don’t let me have two. I can’t get drunk. And, baby, I want to get drunk.”

“Okay. Now, talk.”

So I did. I described going to the store and getting hijacked. I described three people by their disguises and their cartoon names. I told her how they called me Goofy, then how the woman had slapped make up on me.

At that point I noticed that my erection was back.

Damn! I had gotten erect in the skirt, been jacked near off, had an erection later, and I had walked into the garage with an erection, and now I had an erection.

I could only hope that Donna didn’t notice my erection when I had gotten out of the dress. I didn’t want to go there. it was bad enough that I had been abused, I certainly didn’t want to rehash it a million times.

Anyway, I finished telling how the robbers had given me money and brought me home.

By the time I was finished Donna had gone from being worried to appreciating the situation.

I mean, I was all right, and she started chuckling.

“My husband, the bank robber.”

I frowned, then she blurted. “My feminized bank robber hubby.”

I frowned, and a spurt of laughter leaped out of me. It was ludicrous.

“You know,” she said, “You looked really cute in your bank robber dress. And that boner you had…it was the biggest I’ve ever seen!”

“Come on,” but I was smiling. How do you not smile at that?

“Now the only question I’ve got now is…”

I waited, and I had the feeling that I was totally caught. I didn’t want to talk about it, but she had the hook firmly in my lip.

“…was it robbing the bank that got you so erect? Or was it the woman’s clothes?”

I turned bright red. Caught between laughter, not wanting to talk, and her humorous but cutting gibes.

“Honey, I don’t…”

“Robbing a bank…” she looked at my crotch. “Or dressing like a woman… Aha! Your cock perked up when I said…’Dressing like a woman!”

Fuck! there it went again.

“So, did you have a hard on when you walked into the bank?”

I fumbled my words, and she got a delighted expression on her face. “You did! You had a hard on! You held a gun on people and made them look at your boner!”

“I did not!”

“But they saw it! I know they did! What woman could not notice a woman with an erection!”

“I was not a woman with—“

“Did you get a hard on when they made you put the dress on?”

My humiliation was obvious, and she clapped her hands in glee. “Ha! You got all excited putting on panties and a bra! And having those big, old titties must have really done it for you.”

She leaned forward and lowered her voice. “Did they see your big penis? Did they touch it.”

“Donna…”

“On, my God! They did! The woman, the one who called herself Daisy. She must have touched you. The men wouldn’t. So what did it feel like when Daisy saw your cock…how did she touch it?”

There was no hope for it now. I was caught. No matter that I didn’t want to talk about it, I knew Donna wouldn’t let up until she had every last dirty detail.

“Look, it wasn’t that big a deal.”

“How’d she touch it?”

My face about as red as red could get, I said, “She just noticed I had a bump and…she grabbed it.”

“Which hand? The right of the left.”

I muttered, “Her left.”

“Not her right? But most people are right handed! Why didn’t she use her right hand.”

Oh, Lord. My face looked like a sun burned cherry. I whispered, “She reached under my dress and grabbed my balls with her right hand.”

Donna’s mouth dropped open. She had been guessing, rightly, but still guessing. Now she was proven.

“She jacked you off and played with your balls?”

“Well, no…”

“Oh, God! That is so fucking hot!”

I stared at my wife.

“Do you want to know a dirty secret that no woman will ever tell you?”

I blinked, and waited.

“Women, all women, are curious about other cock. We have our husbands, or boyfriends, and they get old, and we want more. Society thinks women are sluts if they have multiple partners, but if men do they are studs. We want that stud feeling. We want to know what a big cock feels like, a small cock, a crooked cock. We want cocks that are shaped lie a pig’s tail. We want to feel a big, black peeny shoved in us so hard that we scream! We want to know! But, instead, we live the life of the demure housewife, putting up with the boring sex.”

She leaned forward and whispered, “I would love to kidnap a man and hold him hostage. I would love to feel his cock. To stroke him, to explore his balls, to bring him to the edge and just,…watch him. All that sex…it’s power, and that makes it even sexier.

“Donna,” I put forth.

“I want to tie a man up and have him at my mercy! I want a dungeon in the basement! And I want to chain naked men to the walls and tease them, stroke them until they are dripping, then back off, watch them. All that sexual frustration…it’s like being stoned on power, but about ten times greater.”

“Donna…”

“So that’s it. You’ve had your jollies, and now it’s time for me to have mine.”

“Donna.”

“You’re going to convert the basement into a dungeon, and you are going to be my man chained to the wall.”

“Donna!”

“And I am going to tease you. And deny you. And I’m finally going to get all the weird, kinky, perverted sex that I have ever wanted. You fix the dungeon up and I’ll buy the toys. What cold be better, eh?”

“Donna!” I stood up.

“What?” she asked, an innocent, non comprehending look on her face.

“I…I…you…”

She shook her head, confused by me.

“You can’t…I mean…”

“What? What, George? What?”

So I said the only thing I could.

“Okay.

She grinned.

And the cops pulled up out front.


PART TWO

It went smooth as silk, a lone cop took the report, said the detectives would get back to me, and left.

He seemed to be in a hurry, and I surmised, without asking any leading questions, that he wanted to get back to looking for bank robbers. Heck, being forced to deal with a stolen car must have seemed pretty tame in comparison.

When he left Donna and I sat and discussed the situation. I drank Coke, no bourbon, because I knew as soon as the cops figured out it was my car they would be all over me.

Donna had taken the money into the woods and buried it in a can. No way the cops were going to search the woods because a guy had his car stolen.

Donna, unlike me, had a couple of more bourbon and Cokes. I grew more and more sober, and worried, and she got happier and happier, and she kept teasing me.

And, she started making plans for the dungeon.

Finally, she went on the net and started researching fungeons.

Yeah, fungeons. A fungeon is the actual name of a ‘fap room,’ a place where a man, or people, go to have sexual fun.

“I want a big screen on the west wall. Paint that wall white, or we can hang a sheet, of something. We can put a projector in there. Can you see it? Wall sized porn?”

I sat in the chair next to her, worrying, and she went to dungeon equipment. She pulled up real torture equipment, and I was astounded at what people were selling.

I mean, people were really into this BDSM slap and tickle torture stuff. There were benches for spanking and whipping. There were crosses to be mounted on, tables for anal sex, motorized dildos, everything.

I stared, but was having a hard time getting into it.  I had robbed a bank. And…the memory of being in women’s clothes still had me hard.

“Look at these dildos? You could pleasure me with a dog dick, or a donkey dick! Oh, my God! All my dreams come true!”

“Honey, do you think we should have this on our computer?”

She pushed a foot away from me and swiveled to look and stare.

“You think Google doesn’t have a complete list of all your porn?”

“Well, uh…”

“And Amazon? And Facebutt and just about everything else you’ve ever looked at?”

I lowered my voice, looked around as if the police were actually eavedropping. “Yeah, but I’d never just robbed a bank?”

“Or dressed like a woman,” she giggled.

“Hey!” I kept telling her not to tease me, but she wouldn’t stop. She was getting so much joy out of my misfortune I had the feeling she would never stop.

“Don’t get your panties in a bunch,” she snickered. “The cops aren’t going to confiscate our computers because your car was stolen.”

“Still…”

My voice faded and she turned back to the computer.

“Look! We can put you on one of these!” She moved the cursor over a platform with a pole on it, on top of the pole was a dildo.

I groaned. Once hoisted on top of that I wouldn’t be able to get off. Man, talk about a nefarious torture device.

“Ooh, look! Peeny gags!”

For the next hour she toured the seamier sites of the net, and when the doorbell sounded I about jumped out of my skin.

“Oh, relax.” Donna got up and headed for the door.

Two cops this time, and in suits.

I felt a mess, I was sure they would be able to see into my mind, would know upon seeing me that it was all a story, that I was a bank robber.

Instead, they simply told me that my car had been involved in a robbery, and had been ‘torched.’

“Oh, my God! I loved that car!” Donna blurted.

The detectives said they were sorry, they took more information, and thinking about the bits and pieces of their questions actually calmed me down. Was there anything in the car of value? Was there a key in the car? ‘Yes, there was,’ I quickly remembered, but they didn’t seem to think anything about it. After all a car in a someone’s driveway with a key in it…not that big a deal.

They asked questions for a bout a half hour, and Donna started pumping them for information on the bank robbery.

They actually discussed what they knew freely, but, heck, I knew more than they did.

But I sure wished Donna would stop being so inquisitive.

I wanted to forget about it, but she was fascinated.

Finally, the detectives left, and Donna closed the door and leaned against it. She had an excited grin on her face. “Damn! If I was a man I’d have an erection!” Then she looked at me. “How about you? You have an erection?”

I didn’t.

“Don’t worry, we’ll fix that. Come on, let’s go to the bedroom.

“What?” It was still early, barely dinner. “Why?”

“I want to feminize you.”

“What? No!”

She moved up to me, pressed herself against me and looked up into my face. I wasn’t that much taller so she didn’t have to look up far. In fact, if she had been wearing heels she would have been taller.

She said, “You are the most exciting…” she paused and I felt her hand fumble with my pants, “…woman I have ever seen.”

“Woman? What? No!”

But she got hold of my cock, and I hadn’t been hard, but I got a king sized boner pretty darn fast.

“Are you getting erect because I called you a woman?”

“No!”

She giggled, pecked me on the lips, and started pulling.

Now, it is a well known fact that no man resists when a woman grabs his pecker and pulls him towards the bedroom. And I am no different than any other man; I didn’t resist.

“I don’t want to do this!” I finally managed to dig my feet into the carpet.

She turned with a wry smile. “Oh, yes, you do.”

“No! I don’t!”

“Voice say no. Pecker,” she shook my valued best friend, “…say yes!”

“No.”

She frowned. Then: “Okay, we’ll do this the easy way.”

Still holding my penis she pulled me out of the bedroom and marched to the kitchen.

“What are you doing?”

“Lubricating the situation. Sit down.”

Well, she had me turned around, and she pushed, and I sat down with an oomph.

“Let’s have some bourbon and Coke!”

“That’s not going to work.”

“Oh, well, then you’ll just have a good time and we’ll get drunk. Right?”

I grunted, and she pulled the big bottle of Canadian whiskey down from the top of the refrigerator. I wasn’t much of a drinker, but when I drank I preferred the smooth taste of Canadian whiskey. It was bourbon, but with a muzzle. Funny thing, though. That muzzle fell off after a few drinks.

She filled glasses with ice, then half filled them with bourbon, then poured Coke to top the drink off. She placed my drink in front of me and grinned. “Drink this and I’ll be right back.”

I took a big sip, and felt myself instantly relaxing. I hadn’t realized how uptight I had been. Man, to get your car stolen, to be involved in a robbery, and…I started thinking about the packet of hundred dollar bills.

I knew enough about banking that the thing Daisy had handed me was probably $10,000.

Ten grand. Zowie!

Another sip, and I already felt the glow. Heck, I was so messed up, I needed to lighten up so badly…I actually considered how much dungeon ten grand would buy.

A lot…and I chortled inside.

“What are you grinning so stupidly for?” Donna placed her make up kit on the table.

I straightened my face up. Her make up kit?

“What’s that for?”

“Nothing. I just want to look at it while I get you drunk.”

“You’re planning on putting that stuff on me!”

“No! I’m not!”

She was so adamant…and totally lying, but there was no way I could argue her into telling the truth.

“Aren’t you done, yet? Hurry up!”

She made another drink, and I actually gulped the rest of my drink. Damn. I didn’t usually drink like this. But it had been a stressful day.

She placed the second drink in front of me.

Aware that I had a big boner, I took a big sip.

Donna sat down and took a sip from her own drink.

“Now tell me what happened. right from the beginning, when they got into the car. And I want detail.” She grinned, “Tell it with feeling.”

I probably wouldn’t have, I didn’t really want to, but I was already a drink and a half down, I was starting to relax, and, what the heck.

“Well, I had jut got into my car, my hand was actually reaching for the ignition when…”

We sat and I explained everything. She kept stopping and asking for details. What ran through my head, what emotions did I feel, and, of course, when did I first get my boner.

I knew she was guiding me, but I had enough whiskey in me that I didn’t care. Things that were highly embarrassing became funny. We even laughed over some of the things that Daisy said to me. Then I started crying.

Right out of the blue.

I was talking, and then tears were streaming down my face and I was mumbling, “What the fuck? What the fuck?”

Donna put her hand on mine and said nothing, and all my fear came out. All the terror.

I cried for about ten minutes, then I simply stopped. Done. Empty.

She watched me, not saying a word. I had never cried in front of my wife before.

I sniffled and said, “I guess I’m not a very brave man.”

She leaned across the table and kissed me a good one. She had her hand around the back of my head and she just held us together, lips pressed, fused, and our eyes were open. It was reassuring, and sexy, and…and I felt my boner start up again.

She sat back, grinned, and said, “You’re the bravest woman I know.”

And it made me laugh. Then we were off, hysterically laughing, slapping knees and I actually fell on the floor and laughed.

Finally, she helped me back up—I hadn’t known how sloshed I was getting—and sat me down.

“I’m not a woman,” I said, giggling.

She smiled. “Honey, inside every man is a woman trying to get out. Heck, we are the superior of the species, all men want to be like us.”

“No,” I shook my head.

She opened her make up case, and I felt a surge in my groin. The blood pulsed and my dick bobbed.

She said, “Honey, if you let me do this…you will have the best sex in your life.”

Now, I was drunk. I was emotionally bare. I was…curious.

Yes, some part of me was waking up, and I was wondering.

I couldn’t deny that I had had a boner. I couldn’t deny how heightened it had been when Daisy had jacked me off. I couldn’t deny that, even as drunk as I was, every time Donna called me a woman I got harder.

“Nonsense,” I said.

But she saw she had me.

She pulled the make up kit over, then arranged our chairs, then…stopped.

“You need to shave.”

“What?”

“I want you to shave, super extra close. And I want you to use my Nair.”

I resisted, but only a little, and then I was somehow walking down the hallway, getting naked and she slathered Nair on me. Fifteen minutes later I was watching my curlies circle the drain.

And I was shaved. Super shaved. I wasn’t a heavy beard guy anyway, and I stepped out of that bathroom and marveled at how my skin felt so …so new…without hair.

Back to the kitchen, and another drink, and Donna went to work.

She cleansed me, she creamed me, she powdered me. She whisked little brushes across my face, and with the feel of those soft bristles against my now electric skin my dick got hard and stayed hard. Real hard.

As she worked on shadowing my eyes I marveled at how I could feel the blood pulsing in my face and in my cock at the same time.

She poured me yet another drink.

She sat down and applied lipstick to my lips.

We weren’t laughing now. We were serious, and I felt about as alive as I had ever felt. I was aware of everything on my face. I was aware of the waxy feel of my lips, I was aware of how she leaned close, peered at me, and licked her lips.

“Oh, honey. You should have taken up bank robbing a long time ago.”

Yet, no laughter. Just a feeling in my chest, like a light saber was shooting up and into my throat.

“Can I pierce your ears?”

“Sure,” I didn’t even think about it.

She took me back to her vanity table then, dabbed my lobes with alcohol, and I barely felt the needles go through my ears. When I looked in the mirror, however, I saw long, silver strings dangling.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Put this on,” she whispered, and she handed me a bra.

I remembered what Daisy did, how she put a bra on me, and I managed to get it right.

“It fits!” I was surprised.

“I bought the wrong size.”

“For you.”

“For me,” she smiled, but there was no humor here. Instead, what we felt, it’s hard to describe…it was like what we were doing was sacred.

She handed me panties and hose and left the room.

I remembered how she put hose on, and I unrolled them up my legs. Without the hair my legs looked totally feminine. I stood and marveled, and looked at the panties. No way I was going to get those on.

She returned, and she had the fake boobs Daisy had stuffed into my bra. She slipped them into the bra I was wearing, and it was an even better fit. Looking in the mirror my body looked downright feminine. I wasn’t one of these big, muscular guys, but I hadn’t realized how, with the proper sized boobs, I would look so…so female.

“No panties?”

“They aren’t going to go over this?” I turned and pointed my weenie at her.

She giggled.

“We’re going to have to cut that off.”

“What?”

“Just kidding.”

“Heysoos, you had me scared there.”

“No, we can get something called a gaff, or maybe just tie it down.”

“Tie it to my leg,” my turned to giggle.

“No! I’ve got it! We’ll get you a chastity tube.”

From my porn meanderings I knew what that was. “I don’t know if I want to lock up my pal.”

She came to me then, held my hands, and we were kissing distance apart, but she didn’t kiss me, she spoke in a low voice.

“Think about it. Your cock struggling to get erect, but it can’t, and the only way it can is if you come to me, ask me, beg me. Please, honey, I need to feel my cock! But I won’t let you. I dangle the key in front of you. I laugh and tease, and you try to get harder and harder. Your cock is straining against the cage, blood is pounding through your whole body. All you want to do is get loose and fuck me. But I won’t let you.”

She had painted a scene and I was caught. “How long?” I asked.

“Days. Weeks. Who knows, maybe months. And the torment gets greater and greater. You feel like you’re going to bust, and I do things like make you eat me out, and still don’t let you loose.”

“But when do I get to cum?”

“Honey,” she kissed me quickly, lightly, “I’ll let you know.”

I didn’t agree right then, but…I knew I would.

“So forget the panties and let’s get you in a dress.”

She didn’t have anything that really fit me, but she did have a slinky, stretchy thing, and she helped me into it.

I stood there, my cock pointing and perfectly outlined, and we laughed at it.

She grabbed it through the dress and held it. “This is mine, baby. It’s all mine. And you’re going to have to beg to use it.”

I felt like my heart was going to burst. My chest was pounding.

“I want to fuck you. Right now.”

“Soon, baby. Put these on.”

She handed me a pair of high heeled sandals.

I looked at them, and there was a part of me that groaned. I had worn high heels already that day, and my calves were still sore.

But there was a part of me that wanted them desperately.

She pushed me back on the bed, took the shoes back, and put them on me. As sandals my toes could hang over a tad, and they were a lot more comfortable than those witch heels Daisy had made me wear.

“Come on,” she took my hand and led me through the house. I wasn’t comfortable in the high heels, and I sort of stumbled and tip toed, but I managed to keep up with her.

Inside the garage she brought down a box from a high shelf and opened it. “Oh, my gosh,” I blurted as she handed me a wig. She had bought it years ago, after a bad hair cut. A couple of months later her hair grew in properly and she had put the wig in storage. Until today.

It was beautiful. Long and wavy, and it brushed out right away. She affixed it to my own hair, and she whispered, “You’re never going to get a hair cut again.”

I nodded, was mesmerized by the feel of soft curls framing my face and falling to my shoulders.

And we were done.

We returned to the kitchen, one last bourbon, and then we did the most mundane of things…she fixed dinner.

I sat.

We chatted.

And it was like two girlfriends. There were definite changes in my attitude, my character. And she responded to me differently.

We laughed, and I felt like everything was different, that even the smell of hamburger was different. Female different.

Twenty minutes later we began eating, and even that was a new and unique experience.

First, she poured me a Coke, no bourbon, we were both pretty loopy, and slipped a straw in it.

“How come?” I asked.

“You’ll find out. Take a sip.”

I did, and found out. My lips left the top of the straw red.

“Sometimes it’s fun to leave a print on the rim of a glass, but I thought you’d like this. Now, eat a French fry, but pop it into your mouth so you don’t get lipstick on it.

I did.

“Sometimes, a long fry, you have to cut it with your teeth, but…this is an accepted way.”

“Accepted by who?”

“Women do it this way.”

I did it, and looked at my hamburger. I suddenly realized I was going to be leaving big lip prints on the surface of the bun.

“Knife and fork, baby. Cut it into bite sized pieces.”

So I did. And it was interesting to eat a hamburger that way.

“I think I’d rather eat it male style. Just grab it with my hands and chomp away.”

She smiled. “I like to eat that way, too. But if you’ve got lipstick on…” she shrugged.

So we ate, and conversation sort of died down. We were too busy looking at each other.

“You know,” I finally observed, “I’m the only one dressed like a woman here.”

She smiled. “I know.”

“What? More of your devious plotting?”

“Absolutely. You’re the woman, so what should I be.”

That weirded me out, and she saw it in my eyes.

“Of course, underneath my male garb I will be the same old same old sexy me. Big tits, a pussy that is voracious.

That helped, and I just blinked a little.

“But before you fuck me…you’re going to have to suck on my cock.”

“How are you going to have a cock?”

“I have a strap on.”

“What?”

“A strap on. It’s a harness into which one places a big dildo, and then one can use that cock as any man would use a cock.”

I was speechless now. I hadn’t known she had a strap on.

“Where did you get a strap on?”

“Time for secrets to be revealed,” She whispered, grinning at me, but, first, I have a question for you.”

“All right.” I finished my burger and sipped some Coke to wash it down.

“Are you going to resist me when I put you in women’s clothes again?”

I didn’t even hesitate. “I’ll try not to.”

She nodded. “Then, my big secret is that I have always wanted to do this to you.”

“What?”

“How fast did I jump on this? How did I respond when you burst into the garage wearing a dress and very badly applied make up?”

I was silent. My mind turned over the morning, and…she had responded…quickly. And she hadn’t wasted any time trying to get me into a dress.

“Honey? Even the basic attraction you had for me was that you have a delicate frame, easily adapted to…to being a woman. Whenever I look at you I sigh, and get images in my mind, of you in make up, of you in a dress, of walking down the street with you, two women, holding hands and giggling.”

“This is…this is a lot to—“

“A lot to take in. After all, you must be wondering if I am a Lesbian. And the answer is a definite no. I have absolutely no interest in being with a woman. But a man dressed like a woman…that turns me on. That get s me so wet I’m going to need a sponge instead of a pad.”

“Do you think of other men like this?”

“Sometimes, but not like you. Other men it’s more like a mental exercise I look and I imagine, but I don’t have the big lust.”

“But you do with me.”

“Oh, honey, you have no idea. I have wanted to see you in a dress since before we were married, and what I feel, the lust that I feel…imagine the hardest and drippingest your cock has ever been, and then know that that is how I feel about this. You want a final drink?”

“I think so.”

So she made us a final bourbon and Coke. We sat in the kitchen and stared at each other and drank.

She wanted me in a dress, she wanted me as a crossdresser. Full make up.

What did I want?

I wanted this feeling that I had to last forever. I wanted to dress like this always, to feel the nylons, to be bound by bra. To explore garters. To grow my hair long and learn how to make it more…female.

I loved the feeling of lipstick on my lips, and I wanted the fluttering eyelashes, thick and heavy and ready for batting.

I could get used to high heels, I already enjoyed the ones I was wearing much more than the ones Daisy had given to me.

And I could learn things. I knew about crossing the legs, and I was figuring out how to walk on a line, which I felt would probably make my ass sway.

And, a weird thought, did I want to put up with men checking me out?

No.

But what sacrifice was I willing to make to live like this?

“What are you thinking?” Donna asked.

I realized I had been daydreaming, drifting into far realms of thought. I came back to planet earth and told her. She nodded as I spoke, and gently bit her lip.

When I was done she said, “You don’t have to be a man all the time. You can be male one day, female the next…you can do this however you want.”

“How do you want me?”

“I’m okay either way. Having you as a woman is satisfying deep seated needs, but now that I can have you as a woman, it’s okay if you be a man. After all, we’ll be going to a football game, and I’ll know that you’re wearing panties and a bra.”

I snickered at that.

“And if you’re acting all manly, smoking cigars and thumping your chest with your friends, I’ll remember you like this. I’ll remember fucking you like a woman…and I’ll be totally okay.”

“Wow.”

We were holding hands over the table now. The last drink was almost done, and we could feel our sexual desires starting to kick in.

As if they hadn’t been already kicked in right from the first moment she saw me in a dress.

But now we were breathing harder. I was aware of her boobs, her lips, her soft hair.

And she was aware of my boobs, my dress, my red lips.

She spoke in a low, throaty whisper. “What’s it going to take for me to get into your panties?”

“A buck and a quarter,” I whispered back.

“I’ll owe you.”

“Fine.”

She took my hand and pulled me up from the table. As we walked down the hall I realized something. She had taken charge. She was leading me. She was pulling me by the hand.

I was—I don’t want to say ‘lesser’—somehow subservient to her. And I recognized something about the differences between men and women.

Men charge around, banging into walls like confused buffalos.

Women…submit.

I don’t mean that in a bad way, like I say, not ‘lesser,’ but there is just a part of a woman that lays down and accepts, and in that is a bit of submission.

And, the man takes.

But she was leading me as if she was going to take. And that made me subservient. Submissive, if you will.

She led me into the bedroom and put me on the bed.

“Hold on for a minute, baby.”

Even the way she said ‘baby,’ she was taking charge.

I sat on the edge of the bed, marveling at the hints of submissiveness that I felt.

Donna took off her clothes and went into my closet. She came out with boxers and some pants, and a shirt and tie.

I blinked.

She grinned, then went into her closet and brought out a strap on harness and a dildo.

“Told you,” she said, putting the harness on.

I said nothing, just watched as she pulled up the boxer shorts and pants. When she put on the shirt and tie she had a decidedly more male body. She had taken off her bra and her boobs were more disguised by the cut of the shirt.

She went into the bathroom and combed her hair back. Tied it in a tight ponytail, and I knew that when we were face to face it would just look like she had her hair combed back.

She came to me then. Swaggering a bit, trying to be a man, and sort of succeeding.

She stood in front of me. No make up. Making her face as gruff as she could. “Baby, I think before we do this you need to moisten me up.”

I reached for her pants zipper and pulled it down. “I think it would be more effective if you just told me to suck your cock.”

She chuckled. “Suck my cock, bitch.”

I snaked my hand through the zipper and the opening in her boxers. I looked up at her, ‘Bitch?’ I mouthed.

She shrugged. “I could always have called you a cunt.”

That made me laugh, and then I had her cock out.

It was maybe seven inches, about the size of a regular cock, and it was a half squooshy, half hard hunk of plastic.

“Wow,” I said, and I was face to face with the idea of me being a woman, and me being a residual male.

I stared at the tip of the cock and thought about how men had, for ages, stood before women and expected them to suck their dongs.

“What are you waiting for?” She asked.

I looked up, gulped, and opened my mouth.

I opened my mouth and she slowly inserted the cock. Thank God she didn’t move fast. I was immediately assailed by the gagging reflex.

Donna pulled back and smiled. “What? Can’t take a little cock?”

“Come on,” I complained. “First time I’ve ever done this.”

She moved her penis forward again and I opened up, and this time managed to take about half in. Then I choked and she started to pull back.

I stopped her, and just took a few seconds to relax, to relax my mouth.

“Mmph,” I said, encouragingly, and I started to blow her.

She moved her cock gently in and out. I felt it rubbing against my lipstick, touching the sides of my throat.

I blew her for a long time, just trying to understand it, to get used to it. And I was succeeding.

By the time we finished, though my jaws were tired, I had managed to get three quarters of her cock into my mouth.

“Wow,” she grinned. “You’re a natural.”

“Nah. I just had a good teacher.”

“Let me suck yours for a while.”

Now it got funny, because taking down my panties and lifting my dress felt…not right.

I was being the girl. I shouldn’t have a cock!

Yet, it was hard.

But she didn’t suck me. She couldn’t wait, and she pushed me back on the bed, stepped between my legs, and did me Amazon style.

Amazon style is when the women is on the inside of the legs, but still has the cock up her pussy.

And it felt amazingly good, her standing there, slamming me like she was a man.

Oh, the smile on her face.

And the moist warmth of her pussy.

She hadn’t been telling a lie, she wanted to do this role reversal style. She wanted to pretend to be the man, and have me be the woman.

She held my legs apart, held me open, and it felt so good to be stretched out like that, made to accept, to receive, and I thought about the submissive aspect of this again.

But…I wasn’t cumming.

And she wasn’t.

She slowed down, stopped with me inside her. “What’s wrong?”

We just stayed motionless, thinking, and it struck me. I began to blush a little, but…but I knew what was wrong.

“I know.”

“What?”

“We aren’t going far enough.”

“What do you mean? I’m fucking you like a man would fuck. I’m in charge.”

“Are you?”

She blinked and tilted her head slightly.

“Well, yeah.”

“Are you fucking me like a man would fuck a woman?”

“I’m between your legs. I’m pumping away.”

Overcoming my reticence, my embarrassment, I said, “Are you inside me?”

Her mouth opened slightly, and she stared. then: “You want me to…you want…”

“Let’s face it, that’s what’s wrong.”

“But…we’ve never—“

“We’ve never done any of this. So if we’re going to do it, we need to do it right.”

She actually looked a little pale at the thought. Then: “If you mean it, then I’ll get some lube.”

“I mean it.”

She pulled off me, stared for a long second, then went to the side table and took a big bottle of lube out of the drawer.

She scooped out a big glob of lube and said, “And you’re sure?”

“Yes,” surprising myself with my determination.

My legs were still apart and she put two fingers down to my crack and began smoothing the lube into my asshole.

It was cold, and I jerked, but we both knew it was the sudden feel of lube on my asshole.

She began to push the lube into my asshole. She use two fingers, rimmed me, and I began to jerk and twitch. Sexual feelings were washing over me, taking over me.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted.

“Okay?”

“God, yes! Keep going!”

She put more lube down there, she used three fingers, and suddenly she was finger banging me.

“Oh…oh…oh…” I couldn’t help myself. It felt so electrifying, so good. I had never imagined an asshole could feel so…so good. So…sexual!

Donna giggled. “You really like this?”

“I never knew,” I blurted.

“Well, you’re about to find out. Are you ready?”

“Yeah!” And, man, I was. I wanted bigger fingers, more fingers. I wanted her dick.

She stepped up to me and placed the tip of her dick into my hole.

“Oh!”

She very slowly, very gently, pushed in.

I had heard stories of men taking it up the ass, of how it hurt, and then got better.

But this didn’t hurt, at all. It just felt good right from the get go.

She pushed inch after inch into me, and my eyes grew wider and wider.

I was gasping and gulping, and I began to feel full, stuffed, but in the most pleasurable way.

“A natural,” she whispered, and she began to fuck me.

She moved excruciatingly slowly, and my head was back and my mouth open as the pleasure rippled through me.

“Good?”

“Gah!” I responded, unable to put the amount of pleasure I was receiving into words.

I didn’t see her smile, my head was back and my eyeballs were rolling back, but I could feel her pleasure. She was getting immense pleasure just from giving me pleasure.

What a pure love!

In and out, small movements to the side that took my breath away.

I began moving my hips, trying to get more of her cock. She responded by corkscrewing me, rubbing the tip of her dick against my anal walls.

I groaned, a loud, guttural sigh of commitment and satisfaction and…and…submission.

I was submitting. I was giving myself to her completely. She was in charge, and I was okay with that.

“Are you going to cum?” she asked.

I knew it was possible to have an anal orgasm, or a prostate orgasm. I also knew it was difficult, but it didn’t feel difficult to me.

I nodded, and made a gurgling sound deep in my throat.

She took my cock in one hand. As she pumped me she began stroking under the head of the cock with her thumb. Her other hand was palpating my balls.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” And I came.

It was a weird cum. It was more like being lowered into a warm bathtub, except that it was more like the warmth rose up and engulfed me. And the bathtub felt more like an ocean, filled with waves and life and golden currents.

I thrust my hips up, and I knew I was squirting, but the orgasm was deep inside me, all over me, and my dick didn’t really matter.

“Oh…oh…oh…” It went on for a long time, then very slowly it receded, and suddenly I felt like I had been thrown onto a beach. I felt like I had been pushed through a meat grinder, but in the most pleasant way. I opened my eyes and looked at Donna, and she began to laugh with delight.

And laugh and laugh and laugh.

END
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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.

The Feminization Games


Kidnapped and Feminized!

Man changes into woman to foil kidnapping!


PART ONE

Joan knew she was a target. Her father was richer than rich and it had been driven into her skull for years that she had to always be on the alert. Heck, a beautiful heiress was a prime target for those who wished to get rich without working.

When she was a child Joan had had bodyguards, but now that she was out on her own she had decided to do without bodyguards. She went where she wanted and didn’t worry about it.

Of course, there was good reason she didn’t worry.

First, she had pepper spray in her purse.

Second, she tried never to go out without friends.

Third, she trained herself to check out her environment.

Fourth, and this was the big one, she trained in the martial arts. A lot.

Her father had insisted, and she had gone along with it, but after a couple of years she had realized that she really liked the physical exercise. She liked practicing against full grown men. She liked knowing that she could defend herself. So she had continued her studies far past where her father might have expected her to stop.

For these four reasons, capped off by a bit of arrogance, Joan thought she was immune. Nobody was going to take her against her will.

So on a Saturday night she met with some girlfriends, had a couple of drinks, listened to some fine music, and wound up in the rare position of having to drive herself home without anybody to accompany her. Her bestie, Christie, met some hunky guy and when the new couple decided to go home together Joan took it in stride.

After the couple left Joanie only stayed for a couple of more songs, just long enough to finish a bourbon and Coke, then exited the club.

It was a hot night. Los Angeles hot. And she listened to her feet clicking on the asphalt.

The parking lot was not well lit, and there were an abundance of cars, and not many people.

Joanie’s sixth sense, honed by years of karate, suddenly popped. The hair on the back of her shapely neck stood up, her scalp itched, and she could feel it.

She stopped. Took out her keys and fitted them to her hand. Her keychain was a Kubotan, a small round bar of plastic that was perfect for loading the fist.

The night club was fifty feet to the rear. Her car was ten feet in front of her. Right beyond a dirty, white van.

She heard nothing but the sounds of the city, horn honks and the unintelligible mutter of far away voices.

Ten feet. She moved slowly, setting each step so she would be grounded and have good balance. There was really only one place an attacker could come from, and that would be the van. No wonder it was parked right next to her car. She would walk past and somebody would come out of the shadows and grab her. And it would have worked, except that Joan was no dumbie.

She put her foot just past the bumper of the van and stopped. The man rush out, arms spread, to encircle, to grab, to bear her to the pavement. To pick her up and maybe throw her against the side of the van. Knock her out.

Instead, she stepped back and brought the Kubotan down on the back of the man’s neck. It was a rabbit punch, but as if with a sap. The man lay down and slumbered.

Joan stared down at the man for about ten seconds. She had never seen him, but she didn’t expect to have. He was about five foot six, a little short for a kidnapper, but he was probably good at kidnapping, didn’t need to be bigger to get the job done. Especially if he was going after the fairer of the species.

Only ten seconds, then Joan came to herself. Who the hell wanted to kidnap her? She lifted his coat to find a wallet or identification, or maybe a letter with kidnapping instructions signed with a flourish. Instead, she found handcuffs.

She took the cuffs off and put them on the man, and just in time. He was starting to come around.

“Unh…” he shook his head, realized he was lying on his face, and he struggled and managed to sit up.

Joan glanced back at the night club. Nobody had come out.

“Wha…”

“Get up,” Joan ordered brusquely.

“Huh? Wait? What are you…”

The man started struggling against the handcuffs.

He was brown eyed, brunette, hair a bit shaggy. He wasn’t ugly, he was just..plain. The kind of features you could forget.

“Get up. Now.”

“Get these cuffs off me! Now!”

Joan looked at the club. Any second somebody would come out. She made up her mind. She reached down between the man’s legs, which were conveniently spread out, and grabbed him by the testicles. She squeezed and lifted.

“Aieee!” But he was on his feet. Nobody coming.

She didn’t say a word, just pulled him between the cars. The sliding door on the side of the van was open and she literally tossed him into the van.

She quickly crawled in after him.

He lay on the floor and made puking sounds.

Joan looked around. Duc tape for wrists. A sack for her head. A length of nylon rope. The man had come a’callin’ all right. She searched for instruments of torture, pliers for the nipples, maybe a lighter, but—thank , God—she didn’t find any of that stuff.

“Oh, fuck,” he whined and jerked to turn himself over. It was hard with his hands cuffed behind his back.

Joan turned on the overhead light and studied the man.

“Jeez, lady. Let me loose.” His voice was ragged. He was still feeling the effects of being conked on the head and lifted by the nuts.

“Who told you about me?”

“What? I don’t know about you! I just tripped and it looked like I was coming towards you. I’m sorry if it looked—”

“Handcuffs?”

“Uh…” he wasn’t able to think fast enough to answer that one.

“What’s your name.”

“Douglas Henderson.”

“Well, Dougie, you’ve got a problem. You see I don’t believe you.”

He was coming around to himself. “You’d better let me go. This is false imprisonment. You’re doing the kidnapping. I’m going to scream for help.”

Joan smiled. The odd thing was that she had participated in kidnapping scenarios in her karate class. It was called the ‘stranger danger’ drill, and she knew everything that Doug was going to say or do before he said it.

“Couple of things wrong with your plan, Dougie.”

He looked at her suspiciously.

“First, if you make a peep I am going to kick you in the nuts as hard as I can. Second, if you turn away I will hit you in the back of the head hard enough to make your eyeballs fall out and roll. Third…” she pulled the door shut, “…I actually want you to yell so I can do those things to you.”

That was the moment that Doug really started to worry. The quick snatch job was turning into a major fuck up.

“Okay…there’s got to be some way for both of us to go home happy.”

“I don’t know about your happy, but my happy consists of you telling me who hired you to kidnap me.”

He answered readily and Joan thought it was the truth. “A phone call. I don’t know any names.”

“Bad for you…let me explain. I’m an heiress. People would love to hold me for ransom. But because I know this I keep a very low profile. The only people that know where I live are my best and closest friends, who would never betray me, and my family, who are likewise not suspects. But somebody knows, and they told you about me, and…I need to know who. You are going to tell me.”

“Look, I understand, I even feel for you, if you can believe that. But I was telling the truth. I received all my instructions over the phone.”

“Well, that’s too bad for you.”

“Why? What are—“

She jumped on him, her full body weight, and bore him backwards to the floor of the van. His arms and shoulders hurt from the awkwardness and the weight pushed down on them, then she was ripping off a piece of duc tape and slapping it over his mouth.

“Hey! HE—HGHJK!”

His voice became dour mumble. His eyes flashed frantically, he struggled, but she just got off him and spooled off a piece of rope.

“Whhie yui ukio?”

She didn’t bother answering, just looped the rope through his hand cuffs, then over a hook in the ceiling. From there she brought the rope down and sat on his legs and looped the rope around the legs, then pulled the rope to a hook on the ceiling in the back of the van.

Doug Henderson was barely supported on his belly, his body in a shallow U, and he was trussed up and stretched out.

“Hmpppjhg! “Huoijhg!”

She ignored him, got out of the van and looked around. The parking lot was still empty, but it didn’t matter now. Dougie boy was hog tied, and she was more concerned with her purse, which she had dropped. She found it wedged under the tire of her car and she picked it up and went back to the open door of the van. Watching Doug she tapped the face and started making calls.

Doug had kidnapped people before. He was actually quite good at it. So good that people never even noticed that he was under sized for a kidnapper.

But how much size do you need when your primary target is a woman? You push ‘em on the ground, conk their head if need be, and if the situation warrants, use a taser.

But Joan wasn’t a big girl, he didn’t want to mess with a taser in a parking lot where people could happen by, so he figured he’d just rattle her around, throw her on the ground or against the van, and he’d be gone.

Obviously, he thought ruefully, he should have gone with the taser.

What should have been a snatch and go ended up with him hogtied, and her showing a situational awareness that he never expected a woman to have.

In fact, she was about as efficient as any kidnapper he had ever met.

After a couple of terse conversations, she had put a sack over his head, turned the music up in the van, and stood outside keeping watch.

Now unable to hear or see, he yet knew when another person showed up, and another. He could hear voices, differentiate between them, but he couldn’t make out what they were saying.

No matter. She would make a mistake and he would get free.

Then the door slid shut. He listened, he felt the van jounce and knew somebody had gotten in. Then he heard the motor start up.

Fuck!

He lay in the back, sliding a bit in his uncomfortable position. His arms were starting to ache, and he wasn’t a fan of pain.

He tried to keep track of turns, but rapidly became confused. He tried to at least figure out the compass direction they were going in was, but that didn’t work.

A half hour later the van bounced over a curb. The tires crunched over some gravel, then bounced again, they they were on smooth surface. The van only went a short ways, probably less than a hundred feet, before it stopped.

The music was turned off and his ears rejoiced. His arms felt like they were on fire and he groaned.

The driver’s door opened and closed.

The sound of more cars inside…a warehouse it sounded like. Then the sound of doors closing, and the click of high heels on cement. Multiple high heels.

He moaned again, his shoulders bearing the brunt of his weight. They were pulled up and back and he felt like his bones were in danger of coming apart.

Voices, even some laughter. Fucking bitches. When he got loose…

The door slid open and he smelled a different odor seeping through the mask. An odor like cars being worked on. But that could mean anything.

Then he was ignored again.

Another radio started up, sounded like a boom box, but it wasn’t loud.

He heard the sound of people moving around, all high heels, and he heard voices chatting.

A drill started up, and he could tell from the pitch that it was drilling into concrete.

Concrete? What the hell were they planning on doing to him?

Then more drilling sounds, hammer sounds, even saw sounds. An hour later the sounds of construction stopped.

The van shuddered with bodies getting on. He could feel their bodies moving around him. They loosened the ropes and he laid down on his belly. His arms were getting used to pain, and now they generated more pain as they were allowed to relax.

He was dragged out of the van and across a concrete surface.

He was put in a chair. A weird chair. It felt like a dentist’s chair. The chair didn’t move, and he realized they must have screwed the chair to the floor.

Chains were pulled around his ankles, and his legs were fixed to the legs of the chair.

He was pulled over to one side and a new set of handcuffs was put on his right arm. That set of hand cuffs was fastened to the arm of a chair. The arm was metal, the chair had to be metal, and he tried a sample pull and knew that he was securely fastened, at least for the right arm. But maybe he could pull his left arm loose and—a thin wire was placed around his left wrist. So thin that if he struggled he’d probably just cut himself. Then his left arm was pulled to the armrest and handcuffed.

This whole time he hadn’t tried to make a sound. He had only tried pulling on the wrist once. He had figured out there were four people, and they were probably all women. No sound of men’s shoes; just heels.

The four sets of heels walked away. He heard voices muttering in conversation probably fifty feet away. He waited..

Ten minutes later the heels came back to him. The bag was pulled off his head and he blinked. He was in a warehouse. The lighting was dim. Four women stared at him.

They were babes. Good bodies, pretty faces. No, beautiful faces. Two brunettes, a blonde and one with purple streaks in her hair. They were all made up, and he realized they must have been out on the town before they got the call.

He focused on his target.

Joan stared at him, her mouth in a moue.

“Well,” said one of the brunettes, the one that wasn’t Joan, “I vote we take him out to Griffith Park and bury him deep.”

Nobody said anything.

“Hummmjh!” Doug attempted to start a conversation.

“He wants to talk.”

“He wants to bullshit.”

“Why Griffith Park? Why not just off him and toss him in a field? It’s not like anybody will miss Mr. Scumbag here.”

Doug waited. He was sweating. No, he didn’t believe their tough talk, but the idea was out there. Get rid of him. No fuss, no muss, no bother. God, he wished he had used the taser.

“Well, let’s see what Dougie boy has to say,” suggested Joan. She walked forward, gripped the duc tape and gave a yank.

“Fuck,” whispered Doug hoarsely. The tape near ripped his lips off.

Joanie leaned down and placed her arm on his chair. “Okay, Dougie boy. No time for prevarication…who sent you.”

“I told you, it was a phone call. Money deposited in my account.”

“How much they pay you for me?”

“Twenty-five thou.”

The other three girls had moved closer, and now he felt like he was in the center of a bunch of cops and getting a grilling.

Joanie looked up at the other girls.

“I believe him,” said purple head, “But we need to be sure.”

Joanie stepped back. “Let’s get naked.”

The girls moved in on him. Two of them held his leg firmly.

“What are you—“

The third girl, the blonde held up a razor knife. “Don’t struggle, Dougle. I’d hate to cut deep.” The look in her eyes said she wanted to cut deep.

The blonde started at his right ankle and ripped the knife quickly but efficiently up his pant leg. The brunette pulled, and the thing came apart easily.

The left leg, then some sawing, and he was pantless.

“Ooh, tighty whiteys,” the blonde chimed. She stuck a finger in the leg hole and start cutting.

One thing he had never imagined could happen, not that he had imagined himself in this situation at all, was that his penis stood up.

“Look! Dougie has a stiffie.”

“How cute.

Purple hair grabbed it and shook it and Doug groaned. Why the fuck had he chosen this moment to have an erection. Why did it have to feel so good to have a warm hand holding his prized member?

They cut off his shirt, then they all stood back and Joan stepped forward. While they had been cutting his clothes off she had picked up a pair of scissors. They were rusty, and when she opened and closed them they made a harsh, rasp of a sound.

“What the fuck!” Doug panicked. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“Dougie. We have to be sure, and I heard once that eunuchs tell no lies.”

“No! Stop! I told you everything.”

“I doubt that. Hold his head.

The girls moved in again. One of them put a belt around his neck and pulled back. The other two pushed down on his legs. He was caught, he couldn't move. Joan kelt in front of him and he felt her hands grip his testicles. She held them firmly and his pecker pushed up. She slowly shook her head. “So sad.”

“I’ll talk! I’ll talk! Let me talk!”

“Too late, and too bad. They look so big and happy, too.” She moved and he felt a cut across his skin, then…then…

Joan stood up. She held a pair of nuts in her hands. They were slimed in blood, but…his nuts! She had cut off his nuts!”

Doug sobbed. He had been castrated! He had been…he…

Joan smiled. She dropped his nuts. He heard them hit the floor.

CLANG!

Doug blinked.

Clang? Metal nuts? And he was supremely confused. He had metal nuts?

“You…you didn’t…”

“Nope. You’re still whole down there. Those were just those metal nuts they hang on the backs of trucks. But I suggest you start talking for real now. The next time won’t be fake.”

No smiles now.

“So talk. Who paid you?”

Doug was more than willing to speak now. Unfortunately, he still didn’t have anything worth listening to.

“But I don’t know! I really don’t! Jobs come in over a phone. I have a…I guess you’d call him a broker, he gets the jobs for me, but he’s not even here. He’s in New York, and he’s mob connected.”

Joan listened, and frowned. She was pretty sure he was telling the truth. His story hadn’t changed, he had experienced sever trauma…no, he was telling the truth.

“And that’s all I know. I swear! Please believe me.”

The other girls were watching and he looked from one to the other, hoping to convince at least one, hoping to get out of this mess with his balls still in their sack and firmly connected to his groin.

“I don’t know,” said Purple.

“Yeah,” agreed Blonde. “He’d probably lie to his own mother.”

“No! No! I swear!” His eyes were moist and tears started overflowing.

Joan: “What were you supposed to do with me? Kill me?”

“Oh, God! No! I don’t do that! I was supposed to deliver you to a place.”

Purple snorted, “And then they’d kill you. I tell ya, Joan, cut ‘em off and make ‘em into dice. You could put ‘em in little blocks of lucite with painted numbers on the side.

“Snake eyes,” quipped Brunette, and they all laughed.

“No! Please, believe me! You’ve got me! I have to tell the truth to get out of this! You have to believe me.”

“Let’s talk this over, girl.”

The four women retreated into the gloom of the warehouse. Doug could hear their voices discussing him, but he couldn’t make out what they were saying.

A couple of minutes later they came back.

Joanie leaned over and placed her hands on his arms. “First things first, Dougie, we are going to need a confession.”

Purple brought a camera into the circle of light and set it up so it was aimed directly at his face.

“Sure,” he said, his heart sinking, “I’ll confess.”

It was that or his nuts. It would mean the end of his career as a kidnapper, but he would still have his testicles.

“We’re on,” said Purple.

Joanie stepped back, out of the camera view.

“Talk, Dougie, and make it good.”

“Uh…” he was sort of at a loss as to what to say. He hadn’t planned on confessing this evening.

“Start with your name.”

“My name is Doug Henderson.”

“What were you doing tonight.”

“I went to kidnap a girl.”

“Give details.”

So he told the story. He stole the van, he received information about Joan, and he tracked her to a restaurant. He told about having the tables turned on him, he talked and he talked and he talked.

When he was done, they had him confess a second time. Then a third time.

After the third time the girls held a quick discussion.

Blonde: “You believe him?”

Purple: “He never changed his story. If he was lying he probably would have.”

Brunette: “It’s not too late to cut his family jewels off.”

And they actually chuckled at that. Sadistic bitches!

Joan: “Okay, we know the number he was to call, we know the drop off point. And we need to know who paid him. You girls ready for phase two?”

Phase two? What the fuck?

“Oh, yes,” muttered Blonde, and the others shook their heads and grinned.

“What are you doing? What’s phase two.”

“Phase two is where you become deserving of retaining your best friends.” Joan looked down at his groin. She turned to the girls. “Lets get set up. I’ll give Dougie a couple of last minute instructions.”

The girls moved off into the gloom. Shortly he heard cars start, and leave.

Joan knelt in front of him. Her hands were on his. She was smiling and suddenly didn’t look dangerous at all.

“Dougie boy, we’ve got your confession. We could call this number, talk to this Steve person you were supposed to report to, and arrange for him to get the confession.

Doug’s breath caught. He knew what would happen to him, and he knew they wouldn’t stop at his nuts. They would dismember him and spread his remains across the Great Lakes.

Joan reached forward and grabbed his penis then. He froze. He fully expected her to rip it right off his body.

“Then there’s the other option.”

“Yeah,” Doug licked his dry lips. “I’d like the other option.”

“I’m sure you would. The other option is you walk out of here, with the tapes, and your nutsack, and if not a smile on your face, at least not a frown.”

She was actually stroking him. Talk about mixed singles. He moaned slightly, then gasped, “Just tell me what to do.”

“Eventually, we will, but right now…you just have to go along to get along.”

He gulped and nodded.

“Okay. Would you like to have an orgasm?”

“Wha…what? He started blinking at this non sequitur.

“I asked if you would like to have an orgasm.”

“Why…I don’t understand?” Man, talk about confusion. First they’re going to cut his nuts off, then…an orgasm?

“I just thought you might like to have an orgasm. You know, you’ve been under a lot of stress, this might relax you. What do you say, would you like to have a big, old, juicy cum?”

“Right now?” His voice actually squeaked.

“No time like the present. How’s my hand feel?”

“It’s…it’s good.”

“Of course,” she reached under his penis and took his balls in her other hand, “We could go back to slice and dice. I really thought the idea about making your testicles into dice was cool. I could hang them from my rear view mirror and see them every time I looked behind me. And think about what great conversation pieces they would be. ‘Hey, Joan, nice dice, where’d you get them?’ ‘A friend of mine named Doug.’ ‘Cool, could he make me a pair?’ ‘I don’t think so. There’s sort of a limited supply of these things.’ She shook his nutsack and he groaned.

“No, please. I’ll take the…I’ll take the orgasm.”

“I thought you might.” She was stroking him seriously now, and she palpated his nuts, giving little slaps that made him jump. The feeling was building pretty quickly down there.

Joan had soft hands, educated hands, and she used her fingernails to score him, then blew on the head.

Doug moaned and tried to move his hips forward.

“Don’t move, Dougie boy. I don’t want to lose my rhythm.

“It’s…it’s hard.” He meant to not move.

“I know it is,” Joanie laughed. “And it is about to feel so good. Are you close?”

“Yes,” he gulped. “Yes.”

“Then go for it.”

A few seconds later Doug began to spurt. Oh, it was heaven, his testicles tightened up, his muscles began to twitch, and he felt that wonderful feeling of hot sperm pushing up his shaft.

“There we go,” crooned Joan.

Doug spasmed and emptied his testicles in her hand. It took a while, he hadn’t known he was that horny, but…finally, he was empty. He sagged, and Joanie walked into the darkness.

He heard her footsteps, then the sound of water running, then she was returning. Click. Click. Click.

She came out of the gloom, her heels tapping and her ass swaying and her boobs quivering with each step. She had a huge smile on her face. She was holding a little box, maybe six inches on a side.

“What’s that?” He felt good. After sex lassitude permeated him.

“It’s a chastity tube, Doug. We’re going to put your little pal in jail for a while.

“Wait? Why?”

“Oh, don’t worry. You do everything right then you can have the key.”

“But…why?”

So Joanie explained the plot, and his eyes grew large.

“No!” he blurted at one point. “I don’t want to do that?”

“We could just turn your confession over to the police. Would you prefer Steve or the police?”

“But…I don’t want to do this!”

“And I didn’t want to be kidnapped. And then you didn’t want to be kidnapped. But here we are, and it’s not like you have a lot of choices. Besides, once we start in on you you’re going to find that you like it. Men always do. So I suggest you just play along, do your part, and this will all be over.

Suddenly a door far away opened and closed. High heels clicked towards him. He licked his lips and stared into the gloom.

“The girls are back, Dougie Boy. So what’s it going to be? Do you want to go along and get along? Or do you want to go back to the rusty scissors part of this whole thing?”

He stared at her. He didn’t know if she really could cut off his testicles. But she had played him thus far, and she certainly didn’t seem like a soft person.

Joan smiled. “Make up your mind, Dougie Boy.”

He licked his lips again, then nodded. “Okay.”

Joanie reached for his package. She slipped a ring around his testicles and penis. Then she slipped a tube over his cock. She locked it…

CLICK!

Gave it a shake, then stood up and stepped back.

The other three women had come out of the gloom and they stood waiting. They were holding bags and a small, little mini-suitcase

“Okay, girls,” said Joanie. “He’s all yours.”

Joanie stepped back and the three women moved in on him.


PART TWO

The women worked efficiently. They didn’t bother removing his handcuffs, not yet.

One woman took his legs and the other his arms and the other his body. They slathered white cream all over him. They even reached behind his back and slathered it on. If he hadn’t just cum he would have gotten an erection the way boobs were pressed again him. As it was, he was just aware, painfully aware.

Then they stood back and chatted. Talked boyfriends and nail polish and stuff.

Doug didn’t know what was happening, but suddenly his body started to heat up. “Hey! This stuff is burning!”

They washed the cream off him. They had a hose that went to a far sink, and they sprayed him down. Cold turned to hot, so it was probably connected to a slop sink of some sort.

They dried him off. Big, fluffy towels. Rub a dub dub. They chatted amongst themselves, and occasionally directed a quip toward shim.

Dry, two women sat at his feet and two took his hands.

“Just relax, Dougie.”

He tried to, and they prepared his nails. He couldn’t see his toes, but he caught occasional glimpses of bottles of polish. Bright red.

His hands he could see, and his nails were prepped, sanded, and long ovals soon adorned his digits. They painted his new fingernails red.

His toes were done first, and those two girls began working on his face. They cleansed it with tiny sponges, then began rubbing primer onto him. He had no mirror, but he could imagine what they were doing, and figure it out from the way they talked and the movement of their hands.

“Give him a bruise there and there,” Joanie directed.

He felt latex being glued to his skin. He now had swellings as if he had fallen on his face, or just been hit with a fist.

They put a foundation on him, then began applying blush. Shortly they were working on his eyes. Liner and mascara.

He sat rigid, aware that sharp objects were fractions of an inch from his orbs.

“Relax, Dougie.”

He tried. Lord, how he tried, and then he felt something. Oh shit. His cock tried to stand up.

Why now? he moaned on the inside.

He willed his cock to lay down, to go back to sleep, but he might just as well tried to whisper a hurricane to sleep.

“Hey, Dougie’s getting excited!”

The girls all chuckled and Joanie picked up his chastity encased cock and looked at it. She looked at him with a grin. “Told you, Dougie boy. Every man loves this.”

“But I’m not that kind of guy!”

“That’s what they all say, but the proof is in the pudding. Or in the chastity. She shook it. “You can’t hide from the truth, Dougie.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whined, and his cock kept pressing and trying to get hard.

They rubbed his chest with glue, pressed a large pair of tits onto his pecs, held them in place till the glue dried, then put a bra on him.

Doug looked down at his tits. They looked so huge.

He looked at Joan.

Joan was contemplating him. He compared her tits to his. They were a pretty good match. With clothes on nobody would be able to tell the the difference between their tits.

Purple: “We’re going to loosen your legs, Doug.”

He nodded.

“They took off the cuffs around his legs and began pulling nylons up his legs. They had him lift his legs and help a little when they pulled the nylons over the part of his legs that were on the chair.

“Let’s use a garter, I don’t want one of these to slip off at the wrong time. They might look up under his dress to see what’s wrong.

So they did.

Doug felt the straps against his skin and his cock was twitching madly in the cage. The girls kept noticing and they kept mentioning it, and even fondling his plastic prison.

Lipstick. The tube had a bright red label on it. To match his fingers.

A wig. It looked exactly like Joan’s hair.

“Fasten it good. If somebody grabs him by the hair I want him to go with it.”

Blonde said, “Sorry, Doug, but you’re going to have to shave your head to get this wig off.”

“S’okay,” he mumbled.

Almost done, except for the dress, they stood back and inspected their work.

His cheeks had been padded and shadowed. His eyes plucked to perfectly match Joan’s, and he looked like Joan. The slight differences were disguised by a couple of small bruises.

“Joanie, baby,” muttered Brunette, “I’ve seen you look better.”

“Yeah, girlfriend,” chimed in Blonde, “I never got around to telling you how ugly you really are.”

Doug sat and took it, and he thought about his chances. They were going to release him pretty soon, and then what were his options?

He had none.

He had to do what they said, even putting his life to risk, because they had his confession, and that would definitely result in his demise.

Joan: “Okay, Dougie. Now we find out if we can trust you.”

“I won’t run.”

“Put high heels on him first.”

So they slipped some high heels on him, then they undid his handcuffs.

Doug felt his wrists, felt the life come back into them, and he rubbed the chaff marks. He was so aware of how his hands were female hands.

And his face felt like it had a mask glued to it. A skin tight mask.

Which made his weenie struggle again.

He stood up.

He wobbled. The high heels were difficult to stand in. He wasn’t going to be doing much walking.

Joan took off her dress and handed it to him.

His eyes widened at how perfectly built she was.

And…how perfectly built he was.

They helped him slip the dress over his head, and Joanie was handed sweats, including a hoodie, which she rapidly slipped into.

Finally, done, Joanie turned to Purple. “We’ll do his throat as soon as he makes the call.”

“You got it.”

Joanie handed Doug a script, let him read it, and said, “You ready?”

Doug nodded and cleared his throat.

Joanie dialed, and they heard the phone click on the other end, then a man’s voice: “You do it?”

“She’s right here in front of me.”

“Okay. Take her to 4309 Wilson. Nine tonight. We’ll have a package for you to deliver. Just push the girl out on the mattress, pick up the package and leave. We’ll be waiting for you.”

“Uh…”

“Yeah?”

“I had to hit her. A couple of times. She’s got bruises. Does it matter?

“Nah.”

Real sweethearts, Joan thought.

“Okay.”

Click.

Joanie held up a spray can. Try not to swallow. One quick breath will hold you for the night. But try not to talk.

He opened his mouth and she spritzed his throat.

He didn’t feel anything except the cool of the mist, but when he spoke again his voice came out an octave higher. It sounded feminine.

The girls all laughed, and he even grinned. He sounded so funny.

“Okay, girls, and you Doug, let’s go over the plan.”

So they did, and Doug listened avidly. It was his life on the line, after all.

Eight o’clock came and Joan got into the van. The other girls piled into another car and followed her.

Wilson St. was on the far side of town, and it wasn’t a nice area. Shabby houses mixed in with garages and the streets were filthy.

Joan threaded her way through a narrow gateway and back to 4309. The door was a metal roll up and it was open. There were no lights inside, and that was good. Joan was wearing the baggie hoodie and her body was pretty well disguised, but a careful look wild reveal that she was a woman. No lights would help conceal her.

She drove into the garage and the lights revealed a mattress just inside the door. There was a package, just a bubble wrap envelope, on the mattress. She stopped, slid the door open and rolled Doug out. Then she grabbed the package and backed out of the garage.

Doug lay on the mattress, huddled up as in fear, trying to keep his body and face hard to examine.

The door rolled shut and all was silent. Doug waited.

On the street Joan drove away. She drove for some minutes, searching for tails. She saw nothing. She stopped at a seven eleven and ordered a hot dog and a Coke. She kept her eye on the street. Nobody.

She went back out to the van, took out a stick with a mirror on it and walked around the van. She saw nothing attached to the car. Not that there was much chance of somebody putting a bug on her, but better safe than sorry. She got into the van and opened the package she was supposed to deliver. She didn’t feel bad about opening somebody else’s mail because it rally wasn’t somebody else’s mail. It was addressed to her home, her real home where her father lived.

Earlier that night Blonde, Purple and Brunette had driven to a location up the street from the garage. Blonde got out and walked up to a house. The house was dark, nobody home, and she acted like she had lost her keys, then walked around the house, through a couple of back yards, and set up to watch the garage.

Purple and Brunette waited in the car, laying down and not moving. Purple had a mirror on a stick and she held it up and watched the driveway at 4309.

Across from the garage Blonde watched from under a bush. She had brought a Coke and a Three Musketeers bar. She waited, and took a nibble off the bar, and a swig, and waited.

She watched the van pull in, some sort of movement just inside the garage, then the van backed out to the street and drove away.

The door to the garage rolled down.

Doug listened to the sound of the rollers and the door rumbling. He was about as scared as he had ever been in his life. He wanted to jump up and run, and keep running. But he couldn’t. He had to get that confession back.

He heard the sound of somebody coming across the floor. A flashlight shone on him and he ducked his face away from the light.

“All right.” It sounded like the man was trying to disguise his voice.

Joan stopped at a Copymat and made copies of the letter inside the thick envelope. Then she continued on to her father’s house. And now came the sticky wicket. She had to deliver the package and worry her father to death.

It went against everything inside her. But she had to.

She put the package on the front door step, rang hell out of the bell, and ran for it. She was watching from the shrubbery when her father opened the door, looked out, looked down, and picked up the package.

She was crying, cursing herself, but she walked around the house and looked in a side window.

Her father, with lowered brows, opened the package. A look of shock and horror crosseed his face. Then he went upstairs to the computer.

Joan had her own laptop, and she picked it up and connected with the house system. It was a simple matter to tap into the feed that her father was calling up.

Darkness. The screen pixillated, then a picture formed. It was Joan, huddled on a mattress. Her face was bruised and puffy in a couple of places. But it was her.

A voice came over the feed. “Ten million dollars. Deposit it in The Bank of the West Indies. Account number 23-54398222-542.”

The number was written at the bottom of the screen and stayed there.

“If you call the police, the FBI, or anybody…you will never see her again. We are watching you.”

The screen faded to black.

Upstairs Henry Fielding, Joan’s father, collapsed in on himself. His only daughter! The love of his life! How…how!?

Trembling, he reached for the phone, and then stopped. They were watching him.

He thought.

The ten million was no problem. It was chicken feed.

The bank was just. a stopping point for his money As soon as his money was deposited it would disappear, go to other untraceable accounts.

Fine. He didn’t care. He just wanted his daughter back. He straightened up and reached for the computer again. Time to transfer some money.

Joan hit the gas and the van, which was turning into ‘old Trusty,’ responded. She slowed for lights, kept an eye out for cops, but she was in a hurry. Whoever had sent the computer feed was working out of the warehouse. They hadn’t bothered to move Doug, and she recognized the filthy mattress.

She had no idea who had sent the internet stream, and that meant she had no idea who was behind everything, but her only chance of finding out was back at the warehouse. If she could get there in time. Now that the video had been sent they could move at any time.

Blonde held her position. She had finished her candy bar and Coke and needed to pee But she had received no phone call, so she should just keep watching.

Purple and Brunette stayed in the car. Nothing was happening, so they set tight.

Inside the warehouse Doug lay on the mattress and waited. The man who had filmed him had gone into the back room and he could see the glow of a computer screen. The man was waiting for ten million dollars. If Joan was right, her father would send it quickly, and then…then the dispensation of one Doug Henderson would be seen to.

Would he be let go? Left bound on the mattress? Worse?

He was a kidnapper. Sort of a middle man snatch artist. He kidnapped the women, turned them over to a third party for…disposal.

He had often wondered what happened to his victims. Had they been…disposed of?

He didn’t know, and now that he was laying on a dirty mattress in a garage he wanted to know.

Now that he was experiencing what he had handed out…he was having a change of mind.

He had done it for the money, and never bothered to find out what happened to the victims.

For the first time in his life he considered himself a bad person.

For the first time in his life he wished he could go back and change things.

“YES!” the man in the back of the garage exulted. He pumped a fist towards the roof, and the sky above, and began a happy dance. He had managed to pull it off! He had won! He had beaten that old fool, the father of Joan, and he was ten million dollars richer!

He stood and stared at the screen, saw his offshore bank account swell by ten million buckaroonies.

He leaned his fists on the grey table the computer was on and stared at the screen. Ten million dollars. He could get away now. Heck, he could skip out on the money he owed. Fuck those idiots. They could never catch him once he lifted wheels for the Indies.

He straightened up and sighed heavily.

Then: “YEAH!” He pumped his fist and did his happy dance all over again.

Joan turned the van into the shabby district and picked up her cell phone. She had been so intent o driving…and her friends were already there.

“Guys!” she barked. “Is there anything happening?”

“Nope,” and “Nada.”

The man finished chortling and chuckling and celebrating his cleverness and came out of the back room. Doug finally got a good look at him, and he memorized those features. Then he turned his face away and prayed he wouldn’t end up with a bullet in his skull. Or worse.

The man walked up to Doug and laughed. “Okay, my dear, thank you for your service.” He toed her softly in the buttocks. “But I’ll be on my way now. I’ll arrange for somebody to come get you and…” he stopped. The girl wasn’t moving. She should be reacting somehow.

Suspicious, the man leaned down, grabbed her shoulder and pulled her over.

“What the…you’re not…who…”

He saw through the paint and the fake bruises. He saw different eyes than the ones he expected.

His mind spun crazy.

But he had the money.

But…who was the girl? And if he didn’t have Joan, then where was she now? Could this all be…was it a trap!”

Doug expected violence, but the man didn’t react the way he thought he would. Not anger, but fear. In fact, terror.

The man ran to the garage door and began pulling it up.

Across the street. “Joan, something’s happening. The door is going up.”

Down the street Purple and Brunette went into action. Purple crawled over the seat, Brunette sat up and turned the key.

The man didn’t wait to hoist the door fully open. He ran out into the yard.

“He’s on foot,” Blonde was trying to remain calm, but the man wasn’t calm, and she had a feeling everything was turning sideways.

Joan was only a couple of blocks away, driving like a madman. Or madwoman. The van nearly tilted over, but she managed to keep it upright and closed in on the garage.

Brunette turned the car around.

Blonde came out from under the bush, yelling into her cell phone.

“He’s got a car!”

The man leaped into his Jag, turned the key and hit the gas. The car spurted out into the yard and he cranked the wheel. Two wheels throwing up a rooster tail of dust, and slid into the street, just cutting off Brunette.

The engine roared and the Jag jumped like somebody had poked a stick up its ass.

Down the street Joan was listening to the commotion, trying to make sense out of it. She came around the corner, saw the oncoming car and tried to cut it off.

The Jag swerved, made it around her, and all Joan did was succeed in cutting off Brunette and Purple.

Cursing, frustrated, angry, Brunette and Purple leaped from their car and screamed at the disappearing headlights.

Joan got out of the car, but she wasn’t angry. She had a sad smile on her face. “It’s okay.”

“It is? But…he got away!”

“Maybe,” said Joan. “Let’s go check on Dougie.”

Doug was twisting on the mattress, trying in vain to bust his handcuffs. The four women walked in through the open door and looked down on him.

“Sorta cute like that, isn’t he?”

“We could take him home. Keep him for a pet.”

Joan (chuckling): “Come on, guys. He did good.” She knelt and reached behind him and inserted the key and freed him.

Doug didn’t run, he didn’t jump up or curse or anything. He just latched on to Joan and started crying.

He had just lived an hour of terror. He thought of the people he had terrorized. What had he done? What on earth had he done!?

Joan was surprised, then she smiled and returned the hug. Finally, she stood up, helped Doug to his feet. “Did you see him?”

Doug nodded. “But I don’t know who he is. I’ve never seen him before.”

“That’s okay,” Joan just smiled ruefully. “Come on, you guys. There’s one piece left to this puzzle.”

Curious, Doug and the girls left the garage.

The police arrived at Henry Fielding’s house at the same time Joan and company did. Joan had told the police some of what was going on, and now she finished her story.

“So who kidnapped you?” asked a grizzled sergeant.

“He’s inside the house. Talking to my father right now.”

Everybody looked at each other. They were stunned.

“But who?” asked Blonde.

“Come on in and let’s find out.”

Joan opened the door and lead the way into the big house.

Henry Fielding was talking to the man. They were in chairs pushed together, heads bent, discussing the kidnapping.

Joan walked in. “Hello, Father.”

Henry jumped to his feet. “Joan” He rushed to her, held her, was crying.

Peter Fielding was on his feet, a relieved smile on his face. “Joan! Thank God! Henry was telling me about your terrible ordeal!” Yet there were beads of sweat descending from his hairline.

The girls filed into the room. Then two police officers.

“But…who? Who kidnapped you? What is—“

“Hello.” Doug entered the room. Wearing a dress, made up to look like Joan, bruises on his…her…face.

Peter turned white. Still, he tried to brazen his way out. “I…who are these people?”

“Father. It was Peter.”

“Me!? Nonsense!”

Henry turned around and stared at his brother in shock.

“Henry! You can’t believe this!”

Doug: “I saw him face to face. He was surprised when I wasn’t Joan.”

“But…nonsense! I’ve never seen this…this…whoever she is, in my life!”

“He left a computer in a warehouse,” said Blonde. “We brought it with us.”

Peter sputtered some more, but finally caved in. Eyewitnesses, computer proof, it was too much.

“I needed the money,” he said, as if that was an apology, before the police carted him away.

“Lynn, Janice, Sandy. I can never thank you enough for helping my daughter. When an emergency hits you find out who your true friends are, and I guess Joan knows who her friends are. Anything I can do for you. Anything.”

The girls just laughed it off, except for Purple, who said, “I heard you have a bottle of 100 year old bourbon.”

Henry laughed. He went to a cabinet and lifted out an ancient bottle. He poured six glasses and cautioned, “This isn’t your cheap ass shit.” They chuckled at his earthy language. “So just sip it straight, swirl it around, and enjoy the glow.

They all sipped, and the girls all went ‘Gah’ and added Coke.

Doug swirled it, said, “This puts all the cheap shit I’ve ever drunk to shame.”

Henry laughed at that one, and poured another couple of fingers for Doug.

“And that brings us to you, young man. You really are a man?”

“I guess.”

“Well, thank you.” Henry clinked his glass to Doug’s and they sipped.

“Except…”

All listened.

“Except I’ve done some bad things. I need to undo them.”

“Like what kind of bad things?”

And the story came out. Joan listened, and was impressed. Doug could have walked out. He was free, he had his confession, but…there were unseen depths to Dougie Boy.

“So, that’s my situation, and…I want to fix some of the things I’ve done. But for that…I need money.”

Henry saw it then. He measured Doug’s level look. He considered what Doug had done, and what he wished to undo. He sighed, sat down in a chair, and thought. And he said, “Being a businessman, normally I’d ask what kind of collateral you have to offer. But since this situation is entirely—

“Father?”

He turned to Joan.

“Why don’t you think about this for a while. I want to clean Doug up and talk to him first. Can you hold off for a bit? Maybe drink some more of that disgusting bourbon or something?”

Puzzled, Henry nodded. Joan took Doug by the hand and led him back into the house.

Doug followed along. They went upstairs and down a long hall into Joan’s room.

She sat him down at her vanity table and began to work on him. She removed the latex bumps, undid the bruise coloring, and repaired his make up.

“This is my room when I live here.”

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“For what?”

“For getting you involved in this whole mess.”

“And you should be. I’ll probably make you pay for the rest of your life.”

She used brushes and creams and studied his face carefully as she worked.

“Aren’t you taking this stuff off?”

“Why? Don’t you like being a girl?”

“It’s not…It’s that…I…”

She put a finger on his red lips and shushed him. She reached down to his groin and put a key in a lock.

He sprang forth like a horny, young man. Which, of course, he was.

“What are you…”

“I thought I told you to shut up.”

She pulled her sweat pants and panties off and sat on his dick. He gasped as the pleasure hit him.

She took his hands and guided them under her hoodie, and she kissed him. She chewed on his mouth like it was her last meal. She ate his lips, stuck her tongue down his throat, and totally overwhelmed him with the purity of her sex. And all the while she was grinding her buttocks down into his lap.

“Oh…oh, fuck. I’m going to cum.”

“Good.” She got off him.

He stared down at his erect penis. He had never been so close, and so denied, in his life.

“But…but…” he looked at her helplessly.

“I always wondered what it would be like to fuck a woman, and it’s pretty good, although we have some unfinished business.”

“Uh, yeah,” He was breathing hard and his cock was bobbing.

“Before we finish our business, however, we need to talk.”

We need to talk. Possibly the most nefarious statement of all womandom. But they did talk, and after a while Joan got back on top of Doug, and this time she didn’t stop him. This time she reached under and gripped his nuts and slapped them. When Doug came it was prodigious. It was like nothing he had ever experienced.

And she felt the same.

They returned to the dining room. The bottle was empty. Blonde and Brunette were in two chairs next to each other, harmonizing over, of all things, ‘Row, row, row your boat.’

Purple was sitting on her father’s lap and lecturing him on why women had an innate advantage in business.

They all looked up as Joan and Doug entered the room.

“Father?”

Henry tried to straighten up and look dignified, which made Purple laugh.

“You asked what kind of collateral Doug has. And I am here to say that I am it.”

“What?”

“I will personally oversee Doug, make sure he makes sound business decisions and pursues justice for his victims. I will watch him, guide him, and…you may safely invest in him.”

Henry was a bit mystified, but the girls weren’t. They noted how Joan fingered the little gold key on the chain hanging between her breasts.

END
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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


Feminization of a Thief!

Caught and feminized, but is that a bad thing?


PART ONE

Tim slouched against the side of the building and watched the studio across the street.

He stood in the shadows and sipped a Coke and waited.

The studio across the street was a small building attached to the side of a warehouse, and it was a dance studio. Young, nubile things went there to learn how to do things with their bodies. Apparently the space was owned by a woman named Dorothy Johnson, and she hired people to come in and teach classes. The sign in the window listed everything from Yoga to pole dancing. He had even seen a bunch of women learning how to Twerk when he walked past that afternoon.

Of course, Tim didn’t care about twerking and dancing and all that. He just wanted to filch a bunch of clothes.

Tim was a freak. He got off on wearing women’s underwear and sexy clothes.

In looking around for some place to shoplift some items he had come across the dance studio, and it had advertised a whole line of sexy underthings, unitards, and so on.

Exactly what he was looking for, and in bulk. Heh heh.

So he leaned against the building like he was holding it up and watched people come and go. The hours of four to five were little girls learning how to be ballerinas. Six to seven were young girls learning gymnastics. Eight and nine had classes in pole dancing.

Yoga was six in the morning, so he didn’t care about that.

By ten o’clock things were winding down, and by eleven, or thereabouts, Dorothy Johnson, called ‘Dot’ by the instructors, locked the place up and left.

Tim watched for several days and made sure everything was regular. He watched through the weekend and that brought no real changes in the schedules and usage of the building.

So, on a Sunday night, he watched Dot Johnson turn off the lights, walk out and lock the door, and sashay down the street.

Tim grinned. This was going to be easy.

Midnight, the witching hour, and there was nobody on the street.

He sauntered across the street and walked past the building. He slowed down as he walked past and peered in. Nobody. No lights except for a dim nightlight sort of bulb over the stairs.

The set up was pretty regular. The dance floor occupied a space about forty by thirty. To the right was a stairway to the second floor. The second floor was a big office and a store room. Under the second floor was the ‘store.’ He could see racks of bras and dance uniforms and fancy shoes and things.

He reached the corner of the building and looked up and down the streets. Nobody. He turned and walked back. Nobody.

At the end of the building there was a small alley. Real small. Big enough for six garbage cans if you put them in a row.

Tim darted into the alley and climbed on top of the first garbage can. He was careful, testing that each lid was tight, and he walked to the back of the alley.

He listened. He heard nothing. He placed his feel against the next building, his back against the dance studio building, and started spelunking up the wall. It was easy and hard at the same time. He had the strength, but it was awkward, something he had never done before. Still, it only took him a moment to reach the roof.

He grabbed a drain pipe and pushed over the edge and was suddenly laying on his back on the top of the dance studio.

He took a couple of breaths, then sat up, rolled over and got to his feet.

He was in the shadow of the larger warehouse, and the second floor of the dance studio was right in front of him. He edged around to the front and looked down the front of the second floor. He snickered. Whoever had built this piece of crap wanted to be robbed.

He was in the light only for ten seconds as he jimmied the window, then he was inside, on all fours, listening.

Nothing. Not a whisper. No cat walking. Not even the sound of a plant growing. He grinned a big grin and closed the window.

He was in the upstairs office, and he walked under the level of the  windows. He didn’t see any cash register, but there was a big safe. He wasn’t a safe cracker, so outside of trying to pull it open on a whim, he left everything in the office alone.

Into a short hallway, past the storage room, which was open but which he wasn’t interested in, and down the stairs.

Into the store, and there he was…in nirvana.

He walked down the rows of lacy underthings and sniffed them. Mmm. What a delightful aroma. He could image sweaty, young girls exercising in them, and then him smelling the crotches. He was almost giddy with the vision.

But he wasn’t there for that. He was there to abscond with the goods.

He found a big shopping bag under the counter and began filling it with items. Panties and bras, negligees, and…unitards. Stretchy to fit him. Soft and satiny to excite his senses. He had never worn a unitard before, and he was looking forward to it.

Within minutes he was done. He peeked through the big window at the front of the building, then walked up the stairs, down the hallway and…stopped.

He looked into the storeroom, just on a whim, and found a light switch. In that moment Tim realized he had made a mistake. This place was the gold mine.

It was big shelves with a table bolted in the middle of the room; it was a workshop of sorts. Glues and powders and things on one shelf. The other shelves had kinky underwear. LOTS of kinky underwear. The room seemed to go back into the warehouse itself, and it was jammed and crammed with the kind of things porn stars wore.

He fingered a couple of items, bras made out of leather, chemises that were totally see through, corsets, nylons, tights, everything. Much more everything than had been in the stupid, little dance studio shop.

But he already had a bag full of stuff. And here was the problem. He had stolen items at random and tried to make it look like nothing had been stolen. He moved hangers over to fill spaces, he had shifted garments around in bins, and there was no way to go back and replace everything the way it was, and then come back upstairs and steal the stuff he really wanted.

He sighed, turned the light out and closed the door and headed for the office. He would just have to come back in a couple of months and get all that good stuff then.

He went through the window, shut it, hung over the edge of the building and dropped right onto the sidewalk. He was across the street and out of sight in less than ten seconds. Total time in the building under five minutes.

Tim was in heaven. He had taken more than he had planned, but it had all been so good. He immediately put on bra and panties, stuffed some socks into the bra, and pranced around.

His penis was harder than a crowbar and poked the panties way out. Nothing he could do about that, and he didn’t really care. Some people think cross dressers are sick and twisted perverts who are a danger to society. The fact is that many crossdressers just do it to get excited. Wearing female clothes, especially underthings, causes a more extreme horniness than even being out and naked with a woman. It is just intense.

Of course, if being super horny is a disease, then they are sick. But only until they get so horny they can’t stand it and ejaculate.

For the next few weeks Tim wore bras and panties under his clothes. All day long, while working at the Apple store, he would talk to people about mouses and memory storage, and under his clothes he was a raging fire.

He would be smiling, incredibly polite and thorough, and his face would be lightly flushed.

Sometimes he wouldn’t make it through the day, he would head for the bathroom, lock a stall and pump out a quick one.

But he could usually make it through the day, and he would go home and watch porn and play with himself until he just couldn't stand it anymore.

And life was grand.

He wasn’t interested in girlfriends—he saw how his friends who did have girlfriends were always messed up—because he had his stash of kinky clothes.

And life would have gone on in this fashion for the rest of his life. He was that happy.

Except…he kept remembering that storeroom.

He kept picturing all the clothes. The corsets and negligees and…and they were all original! That was a workshop where they were actually creating clothes! He had seen several items he had never seen before. Leather bras with holes for the nipples, crotchless panties with a ring for the dick.

In spite of the fact that he had a big stash, and that he was happy, he wanted to go back to the dance studio in the worst possible way.

For that is the one failing of the crossdresser. There was always another rung of sexy just beyond his horny, little grasp.

He staked out the place again. Business as usual. Girls and women going in there to tone their bodies, to get strong and limber, to stay flexible.

The joke of it was that one of the new classes being offered was a series of lessons on self defense. He had to laugh at that. He had no intention of getting in a fight with a girl, and if he did, there was no way a girl could mess with him. He was a guy, with guy muscles and strength.

Still, it gave him a kick to watch the women jump around in their gis and punch the air and hug each other until one or the other fell on the floor.

Self defense, hunh! Girls would never learn to throw a baseball right, and they could never hope to match a guy’s muscles.

But, that amusement aside, everything was pretty normal. There didn’t seem to b any extra alarms, no cameras, people came and went at the same times as usual…and he wondered if they had even discovered his prior theft?

He watched for three days. It was all so normal, and he was already familiar, that after three days he put his black clothes on, tied his sneakers, had a ski cap, and even put on some black face.

Midnight on Sunday, and he slunk across the street. Dot Johnson had gone home an hour before, locking the place up tight. What she thought was tight. Heh.

He sauntered past, sauntered back, and darted into the little alley. Across the garbage cans, spelunk up between the two buildings, sprawl on the roof, and through the window. Heck, this time it wasn’t even locked.

He tried the safe. Locked, so what. Went down the hallway and into the store room. Or the work room, as he now thought of it. He didn’t bother with the downstairs and all that lame commercial stuff. He wanted the latest and the greatest. He wanted something that was going to make his dick harder than any dick had ever been in the history of the world.

He closed the storeroom door and turned on the light.

There, hanging over the work table, was the dream of all dreams. It was a gold, lamé unitard. The full suit, wrists to ankles to neck. He stared at it and was instantly in love. He brushed his fingertips on it and shivered. Lamé actually had threads of gold in it. Very durable. And while it would seem that such material wouldn’t be very stretchable, this unitard did have some stretch. Not a lot, just around the joints where the weave had been aligned so that the person could move without being restricted. It was perfect.

Tim reached for the hanger and stopped. There was a note on the top of the hanger. He took it down and read it.

Use special powder or it will be difficult to get off.

Powder is in the purple spray can.

Use a lot.

Tim chuckled. How nice of them to leave him instructions. The can was on the workbench, so he grabbed that, the unitard, and put them in a fanny pack he had brought. The stuff was light, bundled up small, and fit right in.

He looked around a little more, but everything else was just blasé after the gold unitard. He couldn’t wait to get home, powder himself up and slip on that unitard. Oh, God, was he horny!

He turned off the light, slipped out the door, and headed for home.

Tim lived in a one bedroom apartment. It wasn’t anything special, and he didn’t need anymore. He had a kitchenette attached to the living room, a decent sized bedroom, and a large walk in closet for his clothes.

He walked in and was almost trembling as he opened up the fanny pack and laid the unitard over the back of his couch. He sat down on the couch and ran his hands over the cool material. It truly was unlike anything he had ever seen in his life.

He placed the spray can of powder on his coffee table and sat back,  turned his head, and just stared at the material. Lamé. Popular back in the twenties and thirties, back when they had flappers and real gangsters, and then it had sort of faded. Still around, just not the big item.

But it should have been a big item!

Heck, Elvis had had a suit made of gold! That should have started a whole fashion movement!

He wondered if Elvis had gold underwear to go with his gold suit, and chuckled.

Gold underwear. Heh.

Well, he didn’t need gold underwear because the unitard was gold underwear.

Finally, he could stand it no more. He had enough anticipation in him to clog an artery. Or ten.

He went into the bathroom and applied Nair. He did this regularly, he didn’t have much hair, but he didn’t want any hair at all for the unitard. He wanted this to be a special experience.

Twenty minutes later he was body bald and ready to go.

He laid out the unitard, looked at the can of powder spray for instructions—there weren't any—and began spraying his body.

The powder was so fine it was like a mist, and it settled on his body and left no trace. He stepped into the unitard and pulled it up his legs. It felt so incredibly cool, it was like he was growing golden skin. He struggled his butt into it, and then he had a problem. His penis was on fire!

He thought about pulling it up, but he didn’t want it to look like he had a worm crawling up his front. So he pushed it down, pushed it between his legs so hard that his balls actually went up into the little cavities that had originally descended from. The balls were okay, but the penis ached. Still, it was good. He could stand it for a while.

He slipped up sleeves on, struggled into the shoulders, and writhed around until the back was in place.

He was gold.

He had a golden body.

He had an erection that hurt, but wouldn’t quit. He didn’t remember ever feeling this horny in his life. Oh, God! He was sexy! With a capital SEX! He couldn’t wait to jack off!

But, he had just gotten this thing on, and he wanted to enjoy it a bit more, and let his anticipation build.

He walked around the apartment. Mmm. His thighs slithered together like they were encased by liquid metal, which, in a sense, they were.

He couldn’t stop staring at himself in the mirror. Unbelievable. His body looked like a Greek God’s!

Not that he was muscular, he was actually slender, but the suit defined what muscle he had and made him look more muscular than he was.

And he realized that whoever had made the suit had made it with falsies built in! He actually had little breasts! Imagine the vanity of women who thought they needed extra enhancement. He snorted a laugh. But it was sort of fun to feel them and imagine himself with big knockers.

He went out on the balcony and presented himself to the world. Being several stories up nobody could see him, but he could see them. He could imagine the worshiping throng, catching a glimpse of the ‘sun god’ and falling to their knees.

All hail the God with the golden body!

He went into his closet and took out a dress. He put it on. It was black, medium length, and he put it on. Interestingly, his boobies actually helped fill out the dress. They weren’t big, but they were big enough to make the dress, his body, appear more feminine.

He looked out of his apartment, down the hall both ways, then darted for the end stairs. They were only a few yards away, and it was late at night, and then he was standing on the stairs. He descended, entered the small garden in the center of the apartment complex. He walked around, feeling his body. He looked like a woman wearing a unitard. Except, of course, he had a male face.

But that was okay. He had never been one for make up.

He walked down a walk to the street. He was behind a gate, but perfectly visible. Nobody was out, and he was almost sorry. He almost wished there were people he could impress with his new look.

He returned to the garden, then, sighing, but knowing it was getting late and that he had to get some sleep if he wanted to make it to work, and he still had to jack off, he headed back to his apartment.

He made it back no problem. He leaned his back against the door, thoroughly excited, his cock throbbing, and painful for being so bent, and  sighed.

Time to take off the suit.

He reached up to the neck and tried to grab the edge of the material. But there was no edge. The suit had adhered to his body.

Well, it was just a little tight.

He dug his fingernails in and only succeeded in scoring his neck.

Fuck.

Well, no problem. And he tried again, but he simply couldn’t insert his fingers between the lamé and his flesh.

That was the point at which he started to panic.

He tried to insert his fingers into the sleeve, and couldn’t. He tried to pull the material away from his body, and couldn’t. It was like it was painted on, like the lamé was actually part of his flesh.

What the fuck!

He ended up rolling on the floor, trying to get the unitard off, and all he succeeded in doing was tiring himself out.

He lay on the floor, dazed in the brain. He had put the unitard on, it should come off, but why wasn’t it?

He looked at the clock. He had four hours until he had to go to work. He had to get out of this and go to sleep. He had no more thought of jacking off, though his cock was still erect and screaming for a little relief.

He stood up and went to the computer. He did a search for materials adhering to skin and came up with surgical glue.

But he had just put a powder on his body, not a glue!

Then he thought about it. He didn’t know what that powder really was. It just said that it would stop the suit from adhering to the body. But it actually worked the opposite. The powder was some sort of glue, or something, and it made the material stick to his body. It did just the opposite of what the note had claimed.

And the light went on in Tim’s head.

It did the opposite, and they made sure he used it, which meant…it was a trap.

Now he was scared. He had to get the unitard off! He had to get free! He had to get out of this thing!

He went to the shower and tried soap. The material clung to him, was a second skin to him.

He tried other things, household cleansers, even Comet.

Nothing worked.

He stepped out of the shower, and found that a simple towel worked to dry him off.

He felt his nuts, which weren’t there, but his throbbing cock, all scrunched and painful, was.

Yet when he looked down it looked like he had a girlish front. No slit, but…it was flat. Smooth. Like a girl’s.

Three hours to work. Yet…how could he sleep?

Oh, he could sleep, the suit wasn’t uncomfortable, a little tight here and there, but his mind…that was frazzled. To the extreme.

He had to get out of the unitard, but there didn’t seem to be any way to get it off!

He sat down on the couch to ponder, and the late hours waned and the sun peeked over the horizon.

He was tired. His mind was wired, but confused. His thoughts wouldn’t stop overwhelming him.

He got up and looked down. His body was gold. How much of it could he cover?

He pulled on long pants and put on sock and and shoes. The bottom half was okay,

He pulled on a shirt, and his gold arms stood out.

He tried a flannel shirt, and it wasn’t bad. You could still see his neck a bit, and the ends of the gold sleeves, but he could say he was wearing a gold undershirt of sorts.

Then he took off the flannel shirt, put on a long sleeve turtle neck shirt. There. Everything covered. Only a glimpse of the sleeves, and that barely. Of course it was a little warm. He might be sweating a little, but he could do it.

Okay. Fine.

He picked up his wallet and his fanny pack and started for the door, and stopped.

He had to pee.

Oh, fuck.

There was no zipper. He couldn’t just flop his cock out and wee!

His mind trying to work, he finally realized that the lamé suit dried fast. Would the pee go right through the material? He thought it would. He had felt water in the shower, but it had dried off. But if it didn’t he would be walking around with urine sloshing between the suit and his flesh.

He went and stood in front of the toilet and…knew he was going to make a mess. There was no telling where the piss would go when it went through the mesh.

Sighing, he turned and sat down.

Man, he really needed to pee. He hadn’t realized it, but he could feel the pressure in his bladder now that he had thought about it. He relaxed, pushed the muscles, and pee started dribbling through the suit and into the toilet.

Oh, God! That felt good. The pressure waned, and he peed and peed and peed, and finally, what seemed ages later, he was done.

There was a sponge on the sink, normally used for wiping stuff down. He took it and doused it with sink water, then blotted at his groin. Then he used toilet paper to blot, and he stood up.

Excellent. Hardly any drippage at all. He pulled his pants up, grabbed his wallet and fanny pack, and headed for the door.

Work was….frustrating.

He was irritated by being enclosed in the lamé unitard. He could move all right, but his range was a bit limited. He had to reach for a box on a shelf in the back and actually had to have somebody help him, claiming a pulled muscle.

He wasn’t happy horny. He was cock-folded irritated horny.

But he tried to control himself.

“Hey! What are you wearing under your clothes?:

One of the girls was staring at where the sleeve of the unitard was showing.

“Oh, nothing.”

She reached for his arm, slid the sleeve back and felt the gold sleeve. “Cool.”

“Hey,” he said, pulling his arm away.

“What are you wearing that for? And what is it?”

“It’s just a tight shirt. I feel like a cold might be coming on, so I wanted a little extra warmth.”

“Oh.”

And he excused himself to go wait on customers.

And the day went like chalk on a blackboard.

And, what was worse, after lunch he had to go again, but not number one. His belly started to gripe, a pain started up and he had to poop.

But there was no way he could poop. Not through the lamé suit.

By the time five o’clock rolled around he was hurting. He had to go. Bad.

He trotted home, being careful not to jar himself and have an accident. He ran into his bathroom and sat down. And…YUCK! What a mess!

The poop came through the gold lamé, but it was like shitting through a screen. A very fine meshed screen. It got all over him, there was still some left behind the material, and…he had never felt so stinky and miserable in his life.

When he had cleaned himself as best he could, getting shit all over his hands and parts of his body, he stepped into the shower.

It took him an hour to clean himself off. An hour of pressing on the material, of squeezing his buns and trying to mush the goo out. Finally, he was clean, and he stepped out and was thoroughly and utterly miserable.

It had started out so much fun. Wearing a kinky unitard. Looking so cool and feeling so horny.

Now he had to sit to pee, shit meant a shower, and his cock was harder than ever. All day long it had been hard.

What the fuck was he going to do?

He cooked a TV dinner and sat down at the counter in the kitchenette. He pushed his food around for a while, then threw it out.

He sat down on the couch, and the tightness of the material made even sitting down sort of irritating.

He couldn’t live like this. He had to get this suit off.

He spent some time on the internet, but there was no solution. And he didn’t think there would be. This suit, and that meant the powder he had sprayed on his body, was brand, stinkin’ new. An invention. He couldn’t just head down to the corner pharmacy and pick up a bottle of ‘Lamé Be Gone.’

He watched TV. And saw nothing.

And it finally seeped into his cranium. He was going to have to back to the dance studio. In daylight. He was going to have to fess up and demand that they get this thing off him.

He was going to have to…what if he broke in? They might have what he needed right out in the open? What if they had a powder spray that stripped it right off?

All he had to do was go back and break in and…yes! That was his solution.

At midnight that night, no time to reconnoiter, he walked across the street and into the alley. It was harder moving with the unitard under his clothes, but he walked over the garbage cans, spelunked between the buildings, and crawled over the edge and onto the roof.

He was breathing hard. It had taken more effort. He rested an extra minute, then headed for the window.

Again, a little more difficult, his flexibility was compromised, but he fell onto the floor of the office. He took some more deep breaths, then headed across the office for the door. He didn’t bother trying the safe. He didn’t give a shit about the safe. He wouldn’t have cared if it was open and had a million dollars in it. He needed to get out of the lamé get up!

Out into the hallway, listened for a brief moment, heard nothing, and headed for the store room. The work shop. The place that simply had to have a way to get this damned thing off him.

He listened at the door to the storeroom. Nothing.

He opened the door and slipped into the room.

He turned on the light.

It was as he remembered it. Kinky clothes everywhere. Slinky, flimsy material shaped into bras and harnesses and stuff.

He went right to the shelf that held bottles and little cans. There had to be…there had to be…but there wasn’t. Nothing that looked anything more than commercial.

“Oh, heysoos!” he groaned. There was a chair next to the shelf, and he collapsed into it. He put his head in his hands. He didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know how to get the unitard off. He was looking at a life of wearing that damned thing, of having to take hour long showers whenever he took a dump.

And his cock! He couldn’t touch his poor cock! No way to relieve the constant priapism that was life life now.

“Oh, heysoos, mother—“

“Hello.”

Tim screamed.


PART TWO

Tim screamed out of a lot of surprise and a little fear. He was sure he was alone, and to find out that he wasn’t…he screamed.

Dot Johnson was sitting in a chair at the back of the room. She was in the shadows, but stepped forward so he could see her.

Tim was frozen, totally and utterly frozen. His mind had stopped working. There was only the knowledge that he had been caught.

“So you’re the one who’s been making off with our underwear. You kinky, little boy.”

Tim opened his mouth and shut it like the flapping of a doggy door.

“And I can see your gold lamé under your sleeves.”

Tim looked down to where his sleeves had come up and, sure enough, the lamé was visible.

“How do you like our little unitard?”

“I, uh…”

“How is it taking a piss.”

Tim began to turn red.

“Is it fun sitting like a little girl? Having to blot your pussy when you’re done?”

Now he was flaming red.

“And what’s it like pooping? I assume you have pooped through the lamé since you put it on?”

Finally, Tim managed to speak. “Take it off.” His voice sounded like a frog with a sore throat.

“But it looks so nice on you! Come, take your clothes off and show me.”

Tim didn’t want to. He shook his head.

“Well, if you won’t show me, then I won’t do anything for you. You can leave now.”

“Wait…no…you have to take this off!”

“No…no, I don’t. Take off your clothes.”

Tim saw it then. She had complete control over him.

“Take them off or leave.”

“I…you…”

“Of course I could call the police, but I don’t want them around. And I’m sure you don’t want them finding out about your night time activities. Wearing girls’ underwear. Tsk, tsk.”

“Look, lady,” Tim tried. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done it, but I’m bringing this thing back to you. Just take it off, you can have it, and you’ll never see me again.”

“I don’t need to see you ever again right now. I’m sure that, three or four years, or ten, the material will start to wear out, and you might be able to get it off then.”

“What do I need to do to get you to take it off?”

“Ah…there we go. Simple. Take your clothes off.”

Tim almost sobbed as he began taking his clothes off. He slipped out of his black shirt and black hoody. He paused, then unbuckled and took his black pants off, kicking his black sneakers off before pulling them all the way off.

Dorothy Johnson watched him, an amused half smile on her face. She appeared to be checking him out, but what there was to check out he didn’t know. He was a slender fellow, be it with small tits now, and he no longer felt like a golden god.

“There. Now, can you get it off?”

“Hmm. Nice body. Perfect for…” she left the thought unsaid. But he wasn’t thinking about his body, he was thinking about getting her lamé suit off.

“Before I help you out, I’d like to show you around.”

“Show me…what?” He was confused.

She turned, moved the chair she had been sitting in aside, moved some dresses on hangers aside, and opened the back wall.

Tim’s eyes widened in surprise.

She walked through the wall and beckoned him to follow her.

He followed, and found himself in a huge, dark area. He heard a click, she had turned on a light switch, and the warehouse was illuminated.

They were standing on a catwalk that led to a narrow stairway. Spread out below them was a massive enterprise. A dozen tables, designed for packing and shipping. A station near the far away roll up doors for mailing. Racks of dresses, bins of kinky underwear, dildos and strap ons, latex products, butt plugs, condoms, everything sex under the sun.

Tim’s jaw was officially dropped. His eyes roamed over the set up and…he was stunned. “This…this…”

“That’s right. The dance studio is a front. Our real work is out here. This is where the internet makes us billions. That billions with a B. When I left tonight, as I have on other nights, I simply went around the corner, entered the warehouse, and went up to the studio. I knew you would be back.”

“But…why not just turn me over to the cops and…oh.”

“That’s right. We aren’t doing anything illegal—well, not too illegal—but the government should not have their noses in our business.”

“But why not…” he ran out of thoughts.

“What’s your name?”

“Tim.”

“And I’m Dot. Come with me.”

She turned and led the way back to the work shop.

Once she had closed the door and arranged the dresses so nobody could see it, she turned to Tim. She was holding a pair of handcuffs. “Turn around.”

He took a step back. “You ain’t getting those things on me!”

She shrugged. “It’s the only way this is going to work. Either put your hands behind your back or go home. See ya sometime.”

“I…I—“

“Look, if I was going to hurt you I would have used a gun on you already. Or a taser. Hell, I’ve got lots of big, strong gentlemen that work in the warehouse that would be more than willing to slap you around a little and put you in cuffs whether you like it or not. Now stop being an idiot. This is for my safety, not any kink you might have in mind.

He blinked at that. He wasn’t thinking kinky with handcuffs. He just didn’t want to be helpless and at somebody’s mercy.

Finally, he said, “You aren’t going to hurt me? You promise?”

“Girl scouts honor. Pinkie swear attested to by a notary. You are safe.”

It took all he had, but Tim turned around and put his hands back behind him.

Dot snapped them on quickly. She turned him around, smiled, and said, “See ya.” She walked out of the room.

“Hey! Hey!” But she had closed the door.

He stood, panicked, not knowing what to do. He considered trying to knock the door open with his shoulder, but then what would he do? Even if he got out of the dance studio he would be handcuffed, unitard naked and looking like he had been painted with gold. Not a cop friendly look.

But before he could try anything, or even come up with something worth trying, she re-entered the room.

“Where—“

“Turn around.”

He turned.

“Lean on the table.”

She gave a light push to help him and he leaned on the work table.

“All right. Don’t move. I don’t want to mess this up.”

He remained motionless.

She fiddled with something that was close to his underarm, then he heard a hissing sound. Suddenly he felt pressure on his chest, and he tried to get up.

“Not yet,” she held him down. Finally, the hissing stopped, it felt like she disconnected something, and he was able to stand up.

He had tits. She had filled the little tits with air and now they were big tits!

She grinned at the expression of horror on his face.

“Why’d you do that!?”

She just spun him around and pushed him back down.

“What are you doing?”

She lifted the handcuffs, forcing him up and immobilizing him. She started rubbing something over his butt. Suddenly he felt the back of the unitard give way and her hand was rubbing his crack!

“Hey.”

“Hold still.” She ran her fingers up and down his crack, touched his brown button, and took her sweet time.

“What are you doing?”

“Do you like this?”

“No!”

“Have you ever played with your own butt?”

“Stop that!”

“Feels pretty good though, yes?”

The problem was…it did. It felt real good. He tried to move, but only succeeded in pressing against her fingers.

She pushed a digit into his hole and he jerked.

But she was lifting cuffs, pressing on his back with her other hand, and now her digit up his rectum was keeping him fixed in place.

“Please!” He started to cry.

“Oh, come on, you big baby.” She pulled her finger out of him and stepped back. He straightened up and turned to see her wiping her hands on a paper towel.

“Aren’t you going to let me go?”

She held up the key to the handcuffs and said, “Turn around.”

He turned, and she let him loose.

He spun, his hands free, and rubbed his wrists. “Why won’t you let me go?”

“Go ahead and feel your ass.”

Puzzled, the satisfaction on her face making him curious, he reached behind himself. Around his asshole the lamé was gone. He could feel where the suit no longer existed…he could feel how, running his hands out from his cheeks, where the material was still present, unable to be pried off, a second skin.

“You can go to the bathroom now. That should help.”

“But what about the rest of this thing? What about…what about my cock? I have to pee!”

“I find it enjoyable to think of you having to sit like a little girl, blotting your little wee wee, getting all embarrassed.”

“But my cock hurts! It’s all bent down there! And my balls are stuffed up into my body! And what’s with these tits?”

“Drop by in a week and we’ll discuss it.”

And that was it. No more talk. No more plea or beg. She simply walked him downstairs, across the dance studio, and opened the door for him.

“Bye bye!” she giggled and gave a flip wave.

Stunned, shamed, a little relieved but still trapped, and now with a big, feminine chest, he walked home.

Being able to poop was a relief, and it made his life easier. But his penis was still folded down and pressed between his legs.

And he started to get hornier.

Now that his mind was off his bodily functions he was starting to feel things. Like the head of his dick. It was pointed down and clothes rubbed the lamé. Even though his clothes didn’t touch his dick, the constant rubbing on the gold material caused a sensation, and excitation.

He walked up the stairs to his apartment, his underpants—what the hell had he even worn those for?—rubbed against his cock head with every step. By the time he reached hi apartment he was half bent over and grabbing his crotch.

He looked at how the material had dissolved around his asshole, and the edges had simply grabbed the skin. No way he could get his fingers under the material. Whatever that powder glue was…it really worked.

But, at least he had some relief. Even if he had big tits.

The next day he went to work, and he took an Ace bandage and wrapped his chest tight. He was hot and sweaty in his extra clothes, and the floor manager suggested that he take his hoodie off and show his official Apple tee shirt. No way. And he thought about ways he could wear long sleeved turtle necks and then his Apple tee.

But being hot and sweaty was only half the problem. the way his cock was being rubbed was the real problem. The more the head was rubbed the more horny he got, and the more his dick throbbed and fought the material, and the more it hurt. Time after time he found himself turning so nobody could see him and pushing on his crotch.

By the time he was done at work he knew he couldn’t stand it anymore. He went straight from work to the dance studio. He walked in and sat down and waited.

The dance instructor asked him what he wanted, but he just shook his head. She went and told Dot, and five minutes later she leaned over the rail and called to him. “Up here, Tim.”

Tim walked up the stairs and back to her office. She was sitting at her desk and reading reports. “I thought I told you a week?”

“I can’t stand it! It rubs my dick! I’m horny all the time! I sit like a little girl. And this chest! these tits! I can’t stand it any more!” And he started to cry.

Dot looked up. Her smile wasn’t in evidence as she studied the broken man. She nodded to herself. “Very well. Come with me.”

She led him into the storeroom, through the back wall and into the warehouse. She turned right, instead of left, and walked away from the stairs.

Tim followed her, sniffling, wiping his nose.

They entered a small room. It was brightly lit and there was a camera set up on a tripod. It was a big, professional grade camera, good for shooting TV commercials.

“Take your clothes off and sit in that chair.”

He didn’t want to take his clothes off, not again, but…he did, and she snickered when he unwound the Ace bandage. When he was naked but for the gold suit she rolled a little tray over to him It was loaded with make up, and he tried to pull away. “Hey!”

“It’s the only way it’s going to work Tim. You let me make you up, give you a wig, and…”

He was flustered, he was embarrassed, and he didn’t know what to do. But, finally, no other choice, he sat and let her make him up.

“You’re quite the beautiful woman, Tim. I know a few models who would give their eye teeth for your skin. And your features are so…forgiving. I tell ya, you’d make a model jealous.”

He said nothing. Just held still while she shadowed his eyes, then put lipstick on him.

She finished, put a wig on him and said. “Go stand at that wall.”

He did, and looked around. There were boxes of dildos in a corner. There was some kind of a machine in another corner. A mattress was leaned against a wall, and next to it was a weird thing made of out pallets.

“Tim, if you want to be released from the suit you have to do everything I say.”

“Oh. Okay,” his voice had a bit of blubbering in it.”

She turned on the camera, a computer next to it, and he was visible on the computer monitor.

“Now, I want you to say ‘I love it when my heinie is all corked up.’ Then turn to the right and put this butt plug in. Then  show your ass to the camera for about five seconds, wiggle your ass like you’re happy, then straighten up and face the camera and say, ‘See?’ Do have that?”

He was shocked. Flummoxed. Flabbergasted. “I’m going to what?”

“Put a butt plug in your butt.”

“But…no!”

She straightened up, looked him in the eye and said, “Then go home. We’ll see how you feel next week.”

He tried to object. He blustered and begged. He threatened police. But he was done. He, and she, knew it wasn’t going to take a week for him to break. The sooner he did this the sooner he would get out of that hellacious gold unitard.

So, in the end, no pun intended, he smiled for the camera and said, “I love when my hind end is corked up.” He bent to one side and pushed the plug into his butt.

It went in hard, as she had forgotten the lube, but it went in. He was desperate. It had to go in. So he grunted and pushed and it translated wonderfully on the camera. Then he showed the camera his ass for five seconds. Finally, he faced the camera again. “See?”

Dot smiled. She shut everything down, let him get dressed, but made him keep the wig and make up on. “Follow me.” She led him first to her office, where she grabbed her purse, then out of the studio.

She took him to Charlie Coyote’s a fancy nightclub out in Santa Monica. They parked, and he said, “I’m not going in there.”

“Nobody can tell you’re not a woman. And you are going in there is you ever want to get out of the suit. She got out of the car and walked across the parking lot. Cursing, he followed her out to the patio. He was amazingly

He looked around in wonder. He wasn’t much for night clubs, and he was quite impressed.

“A couple of Margaritas,” she tossed at the waiter, and they sat at a small table in a corner of the big room. the room wasn’t crowded, and they had their drinks within two minutes.

She sipped her drink, leaving a trace of red lipstick on the rim.

Tim gulped his, and was shocked by leaving his own lip print on the glass.

“We are a big operation, as you may have noticed.”

“Uh…yeah.”

“That suit is specially mad, one of a kind, and I was supposed to test it out. I wasn’t sure what to do about that, then you came along.”

Tim sucked his drink, she ordered him another one, and listened. In the darkness of the club he was starting to feel almost comfortable.

“Our big problem is finding models. Regular models are sometimes weirded out by what we ask them to do. To model for us you have to be a real freak. Like you.”

“I’m not a freak!”

“Says the guy in gold underwear who has to sit down to pee.”

“But…you did that!”

“Nope. Out of all the warehouses in the world, you chose ours. Out of all the underwear in our warehouse, you chose the one you’re wearing. Now, you can say no, but the conditions for release are that you become our sex model for three months. You do everything we say. Butt plugs, dildos, whatever. You will be wearing the most filthiest and intimate apparel in the world. You will be in make up every day, we will give you extension, and we might even consider permanent breast implants. And I’ll tell you this: you will, in spite of anything you might think now, have fun. And in three months, word of honor, no bullshit, we will release you. We’ll even give you a bonus. A sizable bonus.”

He didn’t bite. He didn’t want to do this.

But…what choice did he have?”

She ordered more drinks. “You hungry?”

He shook his head.

“So let’s talk.”

“About what?”

“About you. It’s going to help me if I know what your sexual preferences are, what kind of clothes you like to wear. We’re going to be very close for the next three months, and I need to know you inside and out.”

“But I don’t want to do this?”

She took out her cell phone, called up a video, and showed it to him.

It was him, a half hour ago, putting a butt plug up his ass.

“Do you see this? You have a freshness, a believability, that will enable us to sell a million of those butt plugs. You’re a natural. You’re going to make us a lot of money, and, contrary to anything you might believe now…you’re going to end up loving it.”

He stood up and walked out.

He took an Uber back to his apartment. His mind wasn’t thinking. He didn’t exist as Tim. He was just…stunned.

She wanted him to model butt plugs and dildos. Impossible. He would never do that. Not as long as he lived!

But he wouldn’t live long, horny as he was. He didn’t know if anybody had ever died of horniness, but he felt like he was about to.

And he came up with a plan.

He didn’t go to work the next day. He just rested, tried to avoid moving around and getting his cock head stimulated. Early evening, and he got ready. He pulled on his burglar outfit, black pants and hoody and shoes, and walked o ver to the dance studio.

The lights were on in the studio and young women were dancing around. He waited.

Ten o’clock and the dancers left. The lights were on dim and he knew that the only person in the place was Dot. He waited for a few minutes, then walked across the street. The door was open and he entered  quietly.

Across the dance floor, up the stairs, and down to her office.

She wasn’t in her office.

The workshop.

He went to the storeroom and opened the door. She was bent over the work table and measuring a piece of clothe. She looked up, and froze.

He was holding a taser.

He sidled into the room.

She stepped sideways, coming out from behind the table.

“You’re going to get me out of this suit, or else.”

“Or else what?”

“Or else we’re going to find out how many dildos your butt can hold.”

The humor was lost on her. And, truth, he had not meant it to be funny.

“Okay,” she said. “You’re got me.”

He nodded, satisfied.

“I keep the glue dissolver in the safe.”

She walked slowly towards him, moved against the table to get past him, and slapped the taser out of his hand and kneed him in the balls.

Except he didn’t have balls. They were all tucked up in his pubic area.

Still, it hurt, and he oofed and bent.

She backed up. “You can stop now.”

But he couldn’t. He had to get free. He moved towards her, and she kicked him in the thigh, which unbalanced him, then punched him in the throat.

That was it for Tim. He had laughed at girls doing self defense, but now he had been self defensed, and he fell to the floor and gagged.

Dot snapped cuffs on one wrist, fell on him so he collapsed, and managed to snap them on his other wrist.

Tim was having trouble breathing. He lay there and gasped and tried to get his throat working.

She grabbed a carpet knife off a shelf and began slicing his clothes off. He didn’t even think about struggling. That knife was pretty close to his flesh.

“Up we go,” Dot said. She tried to grab his groin, but her hand slipped off the gold lamé. She went to a shelf and came back with a big, silver hook. It was shaped like a monster fish hook, but had a ball on the end. She quickly greased it and pushed it in his ass, then she simply lifted the hook.

“Ack…gah…aahh!” Tim was on his feet. On his toes. Dot walked him back through the wall and towards the the stairs. There were a few people on the floor, mostly good looking girls, and they gawped as she walked him past them.

And they giggled. Girls who made kinky sex toys were not put off by seeing a young man with a butt hook up his ass.

Tim was regaining the power of speech and he started pleading. “Please! I’m sorry! Let me go!”

“Linda, get me the go kart.”

She walked him into what looked like a lunchroom, but which was bare.

He heard a whirring and though he was on tip toes he managed to look behind him. A small, electric cart whizzed through the door. Several of the women followed the little buggy.

The buggy was specially made. It had a raise seat and an electric motor underneath the seat.

“Okay, girls. this is Tim, let’s get him into the buggy.” She pulled the butt hook out of him and the girls moved in.

These girls must have been taking the self defense class, because they kicked his knees and when he fell they simply picked him up.

“No. On his back.”

The girls looked each other, shrugged, and Tim was placed on his back on the seat.

“Okay, strap him down, and pull his legs up and tie them to his arms.

In short order Tim was laying with his ass sticking out. HE was able to raise his head and look between his legs.

“Go get the size eight dildos. The ones with suction cups on the base. Linda, make marks exactly,” she measured the height of Tim’s asshole from the floor, “Three feet and two and quarter inches.”

Five minutes later eight dildos had been stuck to the walls at exactly three feet and two and quarter inches.

Dot sat in a chair and faced the upside down Tim.

“Tim, there is one thing we won’t stand for, and that is violence. So we are going to teach you a lesson. And you’d better learn it, because if you don’t we won’t hire you to be a model. Got it?”

Tim’s throat was still sore and the most he could manage, in his bent up position, was ‘Gurk.’

“Okay, girls, who’s first?”

The girls nearly fought for the chance to be first, and Dot ended up giving the remote to a short girl with big tits and a bigger smile. Then she grabbed some lube and smushed it into his asshole.

“Okay, you have five minutes. How many dildos can you get?”

The first girl, who was Linda, jiggled the joystick and Tim lurched into motion. The little buggy whirred across the floor, turned a bit, adjusted, and then he saw where the buggy was heading. Right for one of the dildos!

Tim tried to yell, but he just made acking sounds. He watched as the dildo frew in size, came closer, then the buggy slowed a bit as Linda made the final adjustments.

“Nauu!” Tim yelled. His butt touched the dildo, the buggy powered up a little, and it went right into his asshole!

“Nauuu….leeetisstop!”

No. Let it stop.

The girls cheered. Then Linda turned the wheels sharply, gave the buggy the juice, and his asshole knocked the dildo off the wall. It popped out of his asshole as Linda headed for the next dildo.

The buggy closed in on another dildo. Tim watched in horror as the buggy lined up, then the thing disappeared into his ass. Sproing! The dildo flew away and Linda went in search of another dildo.

Dildo after dildo! It didn’t hurt, the dildos were greased, as well as his ass, and they went in smoothly.

By the five minute mark Linda had knocked off six dildos. Tim prayed that it was over, but Linda just handed the remote to another girl.

Zzzzz! The buggy rolled for a wall and a freshly remounted dildo. It paused and lined up, then Tim felt it going in. He felt the head, opening him up.

And another dildo. And another.

And then another girl. And another.

An hour later, his asshole well reamed, Tim was released. Amazingly, the girls all kissed him and thanked him. Dot was waiting by the door and she said, “Come with me.”

Tim followed. No thoughts of tasers or revolt. No intent to run away. He just followed along, quite docile.

They walked back up the work room at the back of the dance studio, then down the hall to Linda’s office.

She sat down. “Have a seat.”

“I, uh…can’t.”

She nodded. “You did well. how’d you like it?”

He said nothing. He was a mix of sore asshole and happy rectum.

“So, I’m kicking you out. You have a couple of choices. Come back here Monday morning, ready to work. Or, go back to your shitty job selling Apples. If you decide to go sell computers I’ll have a girl bring by the solution to get you out of that suit. What you choose is up to you.”

He sat there, totally befuddled. Everything that happened…it was all too fast.

She sat back and watched him.

He started to say something, then stopped.

“I messed up your clothes. You want a dress to wear home?”

He nodded.

She handed him a sexy blank dress and he put it on.

She handed him an overcoat, and he put that on.

“Your shoes are in the lunchroom.” They had fallen off during his little go kart adventure, “So wear these.” She handed him some high heels. She watched as he put them on.

“Okay. We’ll talk about piercing your ears later, but you can probably get home without being arrested now. But I’d hurry. You don’t want any cops picking you up and fucking you. They might get a little perturbed when they find out all you have to offer is your asshole.”

Tim stood, breathing hard. The look in his eyes was that of a bull that had been hit on the head with a four by four.

Dot shook her head. “You really are quite helpless. Come on.”

She linked arms and walked him down the stairs and to the front door. She walked him out, locked the door and took him around the corner. Across the street was a parking lot, and she took him to her car and told him to get in.

She drove the few minutes to his apartment and stopped.

“You know where I live.”

“Of course.”

He turned and looked at her. He was a shattered man…who was a woman.

She suddenly leaned forward and grabbed his hair. She pulled his face close to hers and whispered. “Grow up, Tim. Come to work for us. You and I, we’ll have a good time. You’ll get rich, and I know what you like.

She touched her lips to his. A sweet, gentle kiss.

Then she reached across, pulled his door handle and pushed him out the opening door.

Tim stood next to the car. He was like a mannequin, motionless, caught between whatever pose somebody put him in.

“Go on, Tim. And maybe I’ll see you on Monday.”

Tim’s mouth was open. His chest felt huge. His legs were excited by the breeze bowing under his dress.

“I…”

She drove away.

It was late now. It was dark, and there was nobody on the street.

He turned and looked up at his apartment, then he walked into the apartment complex.

Upstairs, he closed the door and saw himself in the reflection of the patio window.

A girl with golden skin. A face with long hair and lipstick. His cock throbbed tried to stand up, but it wasn’t going to be able to.

He thought about all that he had been through.

He thought about the clothes he wore, which were his dirty, little secret.

He thought about how horny he was.

He thought about selling computers for the rest of his life.

And he thought about how anxious he was for Monday morning to arrive.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Feminized by Drug Dealers!

He was kidnapped and force feminized…

but that was just the beginning!


PART ONE

Jerry hated buying presents, his wife loved getting presents, and that was the only source of irritation between them.

Jenny wanted him to remember birthdays, anniversaries, the day they bought a dog, and all sorts of things that Jerry considered silly

Well, not silly. Birthdays and anniversaries and such were important, but in his mind they were not worth obsessing over.

So, with this little obstacle to their happiness put up with, they loved each other.

Except that this year Jerry had decided to get ahead of the game. He liked surprising his wife, and nothing would surprise her more than him remembering a day.

The day he had chosen was their anniversary. He had it firmly in mind, had managed not to mention it, or ask about it, and he was sure she was sure he didn’t even know their anniversary was coming up.

Thus, he planned and prepared and mapped out the coming anniversary.

First, he would wake up and not say a thing. She would stew. She would sulk. She would be so very sad.

Then, he would suggest taking a drive across town.

She would suspect then, and she would go along for the ride, hoping that maybe he had a surprise for her.

He would drive, and they would take a short walk along the beach.

Then, on the drive home, he would say he had to take a piss, and stop at a restaurant. He had chosen Charlie Coyote’s, as he had heard that it was a great place, had scouted it, and the management was incredibly helpful in planning the big surprise.

He would leave her in the car and trot into the restaurant to relieve himself.

She would sit in the hot car, and simmer, and he would snicker and laugh from the inside.

Then the owner of Charlie Coyote’s would use his phone to call his wife. ‘Oh, Mr. Jansen has slipped in a spill and hit his head on a table. He’s unconscious. We have called an ambulance coming and…are you anywhere nearby?’

She would come rushing in and he would be laying on the floor, surrounded by people. When she reached him he would sit up and hand her flowers and twenty of their friends would all jump out and scream ‘Surprise!’

Oh, yes. This was going to be the best surprise party in the world, and he would get her so bad, and she would never be able to complain again if he forgot a date.

So he had gotten together with Barbara, his wife’s best friend, and she had arranged everything, and the big day approached.

The surprise party was supposed to happen on a Saturday morning, and on Friday he and Barbara had a last meeting scheduled. A few last minute plans, so he took off work early and headed for Charlie Coyote’s.

Barbara was already waiting in the patio dining area, and he took a seat and grinned.

She grinned right back. “I never thought you had it in you, slick.”

“Sometimes I even impress myself,” he drawled.

Barbara was a good looking woman. As a matter of fact she had met Jenny when they were both contestants for a beauty contest. Actually, they had gotten drunk and ending up being disqualified, and there was the start of a wonderful friendship.

The waiter, Jose, arrived with drinks and chips with hot salsa and they toasted and sipped their tequila laced drinks.

“I want to thank you for helping. I never could have pulled this off if it wasn’t for you.”

“Por nada,” she chuckled. “Shall we go over a couple of things?”

They spent an hour going over parking, they needed to get a guest book, and various other things.

After an hour, and three drinks, they were ready to go.

“Woo,” Barbara said, staggering a bit when she got up. I should have taken it easy with the alcohol.”

“You need a ride? Or an Uber?”

“Oh, Lord, no. I’ll just walk in the parking lot for a moment.”

The complete gentleman, Jerry walked her out the back door.

Three big delivery trucks were at the back entrance and they were boxed in.

“We can get around this way,” said Jerry, and he led Barbara behind the trucks, then cut up the side of the last one to the parking lot.

They rounded the back of the truck. A swarthy Mexican stepped onto the truck lift, tripped, and dropped a package. It landed right in front of Jerry and Barbara and they jumped back. The package burst and they stared at the contents.

White powder.

“Oh, shit,” said Jerry, “We gotta get out of—“

“Don’t move.”

A man was standing to the left of them and he was holding some kind of assault rifle. It was short, had a big clip, the stock was a fold out and it looked very dangeous.

Jerry tried a smile, “Dropped some flour, eh? Don’t let Charlie see you.”

The man on the lift lowered the platform. The two started conversing in very rapid Spanish. The one with the gun watched Jerry and Barbara.

“Listen we didn’t see anything,” blurted Barbara.

Jerry groaned. To these men saying you didn’t see anything was like saying you just saw something.

The lift reached the ground

“Get on,” the man with gun said.

“We just—“

The man lifted the gun and aimed it.

Jerry stepped onto the lift. Barbara stepped on behind him. She was terrified, and growing more terrified, and she held onto his arm.

Jerry thought about leaping off the platform, running along the side of the truck, but Barbara had sort of anchored him. Besides, he couldn’t just leave her to the drug dealers

The man who had dropped the package of white powder hit the controls and the lift raised up.

“Get in,” said the man with the rifle.

Jerry and Barbara moved back a little bit.

“All the way to the end.”

They moved further into the darkness. The light of the open end became smaller and further away.

The man with the rifle watched them. He kept a hold of the gun with one hand and spoke into a phone with the other. He spoke very rapid Spanish. Jerry spoke none.

“Can you understand him?” Jerry whispered.

“No. But I think he’s talking to somebody important.”

Jerry didn’t look at her. Barbara was smart, but she wasn’t thinking now.

The lift suddenly lowered again, then it went up, with the gunman on it.

He stood in the opening for a minute, then somebody handed him a flashlight.

The guy who had dropped the package grabbed the cord and pulled the door down. Gloom filled the truck and the light disappeared.

They could still see a little bit, there were cracks in the corner, and the wood flooring was a bit sprung, but even if it had been pitch dark it would have done them no good. The man with the gun turned on the flashlight and kept it shining on them.

“Sit down.”

They sat.

The man sat, 20 feet away. The light kept them blinded, but they could see the gun barrel projecting into the cone of light.

“What are they going to do?”

Barbara was breathing very rapidly. She still had her arms around his arm and he could feel her breasts, and under her breasts the pounding of her heart.

“I don’t know.”

They heard the driver’s door in the cab in back of them open and close, then the truck lurched into motion.

Jerry and Barbara bounced a bit on the floor, and corners made them slide. The man with the gun, however, was like a rock. He didn’t move or shift, he just kept the rifle trained on them.

“Oh, God.” Barbara whimpered. “I’m scared!”

“It’s okay. Don’t worry,” Jerry tried to calm her down. “Just relax, they’ll drive us a few miles and then let us go.”

“But what if they don’t?

“Oh, they will.” Jerry tried to sound confident. “It’s bad business to kill Americans.” Then he wished he hadn’t said that. He wished he hadn’t said anything, because Barbara took it the wrong way. She heard the word ‘kill’ and her mind started to ricochet.

“You think they’ll kill us? But we haven’t done anything! I want to go home.”

The truck rattled and rolled down the road.

The truck didn’t go all that far. Onto a freeway, then up into the hills. The last part of the drive was over bumps and curves that made sore the butt and constantly knocked Jerry and Barbara together.

Barbara stopped crying, but she was obviously shaken. And who wouldn’t be?”

The man with the gun braced himself against a box and kept the flashlight and the rifle trained on the couple.

“What’s going to happen to us? Barbara whispered to Jerry.

“Don’t worry,” he put up a false front. “They’ll let us go. We just have to wait it out.”

He was aware of her breasts pressing against his arm. She had nice breasts, and the nipples were erect, and his dick became erect.

They were also thrown into contact by the bumping and swerving of the truck. More than once she reached for balance, rubbing her body against his, and twice she actually touched his cock.

The second time she stiffened and said, “Are you…is that you?”

“I’m sorry.”

She didn’t giggle, the situation was too tense for that, but she gave a funny sigh. “How can men be erect in a situation like this?”

“I’m just getting banged around sitting like this. He didn’t go into the fact that her breasts were pressed against him.”

“Well, I guess I should be glad that you can enjoy it.”

“I might have an erection, but I am definitely not enjoying it.”

She grunted. Waited a few minutes, and deliberately groped him. He stiffened, caught his breath, and now she gave a rueful laugh. “Men.”

At that moment the truck went into a dip and up, then geared down. It felt like they were on a driveway.

The truck stopped, there was some shouting in Spanish, and the very low grind of a motor.

“What’s that?”

“A gate, sounds like.”

The truck started up again, drove for three or four minutes, then turned sharp and stopped.

The man with the rifle didn’t move.

Sounds outside the truck. Voices in Spanish. Footsteps.

The back of the truck rolled up and sunlight assaulted their eyes.

The man with the rifle stood up, motioned to Jerry and Barbara to stand up, and walked them to the back of the truck.

The lift was up and the gunman got on, was lowered to the ground. He stood back and the lift went up again and brought Jerry and Barbara down.

They were at a large hacienda overlooking the Pacific Ocean. Jerry thought they might be off Kanan Dume Rd. He had heard motorcycles passing the truck a couple of times, and the view…

“It’s like that house on The Bachelor.” whispered Barbara.

And it was. The driveway was colored brick, there was an abundance of flowers, the fences were brick with iron spikes. The house was Spanish style, quite beautiful, with large windows, and inside they could see exquisite furniture.

“What your drug dollars buy,” muttered Jerry bitterly.

The front door opened and a man strode out. He wore a Hawaiian shirt, sandals, and shorts. He had a thick, gold necklace around his neck, and his mustache was bandito thick.

“Well, well,” the man grinned.

“Say, there seems to be some mistake here.”

The man with the necklace grunted, showing a twisted grin, and broke into a very fast Spanish conversation with the gunny.

Jerry tried to understand what the two men were talking about. They were talking about Barbara and him, that was obvious from the side glances, but what they were saying specifically he had no idea.

Barbara looked around. “It’s so beautiful.”

“Yes, it is,” said the man, turning away from the gunny and confronting them.

“”Do you think we can leave, uh…Mr? Senor? This has all been a mistake.”

“The mistake was when you saw the white powder. The mistake was in being somewhere you should be. And now you will be my guests.”

“But—“

“I suggest you not complain. Jose,” to the gunman, “Take them down to the cellar.”

He raised his voice. “Enrique! Pedro! Help Jose. If these two Norteamericanos try anything you would please to shoot them full of holes.” He grinned in a nasty manner. “I will speak to you later. Right now I have more important matters than a couple of nosy tourists.”

Two men, one grizzled and grey, the other a kid with nasty eyes, both of them carrying some kind of automatic weapons, came running.

“But…”

Jose pushed Jerry’s shoulder. Jerry spun, but Jose had stepped back a foot and was grinning down the barrel of his gun. “Please, senor. I not shoot any gringos for a day.”

Barbara gasped, and that was what decided Jerry. He couldn’t risk Barbara. He moved in the direction that the gun barrel pointed.

Jose, and Enrique and Pedro, moved them to a short walk on the side of the house, then down a shallow flight of stairs. Enrique moved ahead of them and opened a door of iron bars. Across a small landing was another door, this one of thick, ancient wood and rusty iron bands.

They descended into a cellar. It looked like it had once been a wine cellar, there were still some empty racks against one wall, but had been adapted to a jail cell.

They passed a small room in which was a pallet stacked with plastic bags. Like the one that had broken open on the parking lot of Charlie Coyote’s. They were directed into another small room.

“Sit,” said Jose, once again waving his rifle around.

There was a small brick ledge around the room, and it was just wide enough for them to sit on.

“What do you think they’ll do to us?”

“Don’t worry,” Jerry said. But he was worrying.

Jose sat on a chair across from them. Enrique and Pedro watched them with glittering eyes. Pedro, who was the younger, started asking Jose questions.

Jerry knew almost no Spanish. What he did know he had picked up as a kid in high school.

Puta. Whore. And the kid used that word.

Then he said ‘chi chi grande.’

Barbara whispered, “Are they talking about my tits?”

The men laughed, then Enrique, the older one said, “Si, senorita. Pedro is wish to suck on your big chi chi grandes.”

The men all thought that was hilarious.

“I don’t think your boss wants us messed with.”

The three men considered that, but Jose grinned, “Big boss probably do heemself.” More laughter.

They heard somebody coming down some stairs, then the boss entered the room. Jose stood up and the boss sat down. He considered them, frowning, pursing his lips, his eyes slightly lowered.

“So why did you mess with my shipment?”

“What? No! We walked out of the restaurant and one of your fellows dropped a sack of flour.”

The boss chuckled. “Flour.” he said something to the three men and they laughed.

He turned back to them. “Well, my fine, feathered friend, you have stepped in the poop this time.” He turned to the three men and gave rapid instructions.

“Wait a minute.” The man turned back. Pedro ran off.

“We don’t know anything. You can let us go. there is no proof of anything. There’s no need to let things get out of hand.”

The man grinned. These guys were grinning fools. “Well, senor, what are your names?”

“I’m Jerry and this is Barbara. We’ve got family and friends. We don’t want to be mixed up in any of this.”

“Want to or not, you are. My name is Angel, and you will be my guests tonight. Then you will take a little trip.”

“But we—“

Pedro rushed back into the cellar. He was carrying shiny handcuffs.

“I dislike having nosy touristas sticking their noses into my business, but we will treat you kindly. You will be well fed. Heck, I will even send down a bottle of whiskey. You Norteamericanos are fond of whiskey, correct?

“But what will happen after that?” Barbara blurted.

Angel tilted his head slightly. “You, senorita, will become acquainted with some of my men. You will be held at my hacienda in Mexico until you are of no more use. You will entertain my men, and then you will be disposed of.”

“You can’t…” Barbara gasped.

“You can’t…” Jerry started to rise up. Jose pointed the gun at him. Jerry froze.

“I can and will. And as for you, Mr. Jerry. You will become a mule. We will dress you up and send you across the border as a woman. Do you know how much powder chi chis can hold? Then you will be reunited with your lovely Barbara.”

They stared at him in horror, but he merely smiled.

“You can’t do this,” whispered Jerry.

“And who would stop me? Your stupid DEA? The Border Patrol? No. Mr. Jerry. It is time for you to find out how the real world works.”

With that Angel stepped back and Pedro stepped forward with the handcuffs.

Jerry bristled, but Angel said, “If he resists…shoot her.”

Jose nodded. His little pig eyes looked like he was more than ready to shoot Barbara.

Jerry had no choice. He put his hands through the bars between their room and the first room, the one with the pallet of white powder. Pedro snapped the cuffs on, checked them, and chuckled.

“Put Senorita Barbara on the other side. The lovers can face each other for their last day.”

Barbara was hustled out of the room and into the next cell, her hands were put through the bars and handcuffed.

Jerry and Barbara looked at each other.

Suddenly Pedro stepped behind Barbara, grabbed her hips, and pushed his groin up against her butt.

“Hey!” yelled Jerry.

Barbara’s eyes went wide, shock was on her face.

The drug dealers laughed, then Angel said something, something that sounded like, ‘later,’ and the men left the room.

Jerry and Barbara sat on the floor of their cells and looked at each other. They were two feet apart, yet together.

The silence was complete. They were deep enough under the house that they heard no wind. There was no sound from upstairs, not even feet walking. There was only…them.

“I am so scared,” Barbara said.

“Hey, it’s okay. I think he’s just jerking us.”

“Maybe, but…they’re going to take us to Mexico?”

“The border is pretty stiff. I doubt it. They’ll probably take us to San Diego and let us go.”

Silence while they contemplated their situation.

“They’re going to take me and…and use me.”

“Come on, now.”

“You don’t understand, Jerry. They’re going to fuck me.”

The way she said ‘fuck’ was downright bawdy. Jerry felt his cock stir.

“I don’t want a hundred men touching me, feeling my tits…fucking me.”

There was an excitement in her words.

He thought about his own possibilities. He didn’t have to think much, though, because Barbara put it in words.

“They’re going to make you run drugs, then…then…”

Then his life was done.

“Oh, God. What will Jenny think? What will she do? I’m not married, but you…what will Jenny do?”

It hit him then. He didn’t mind dying, but to never see Jenny again? To never speak to her? To never give her a message?”

His misery must have reflected in his eyes, because Barbara said, “Don’t worry. Like you say, they’re messing with us. They’ll set us free. Maybe San Diego. Maybe even in Mexico. But we’ll get back. You’ll see Jenny again. You’ll hold her in your arms. You’ll kiss her and love her.”

Barbara’s voice was choking, and she suddenly blurted. “I never realized how sad it is not to have someone.”

Jerry stared at her.

“At least you’ve got Jenny. If you have to go you’ll at least have your memories of her to take with you. I have nobody. I don’t have a man I love more than anything.”

“Hey, come on. You’ve got lots of memories.”

“What? That horny 19 year old who took my virginity on a blanket in an orchard? Or how about that drunk last week. He was black and I wanted him because I figured he had a big dick. Guess what? Not all blacks are super endowed.

Jerry said nothing. It sounded like Barbara was really hung up on sex. The bad thing was that when she used dirty words and described sex acts…it turned him on.

Imprisoned, looking at death…he still couldn’t help himself. But that’s men for you. Horny to the grave.

They sat, and their hands, being cuffed to the same bars, touched.

He was aware of her perfume, her warm flesh. He could see down her dress.

His dick beat harder.

He tried to look away.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing.”

“No…no. It’s something. Why did you look away.”

“It’s just…I don’t want to offend you.”

“We’re gonna die and you’re worried about offending me?”

“Well, uh…I can see down your dress.”

She was silent.

“I’m sorry. I know that’s stupid, but—“

“No. It’s not stupid. I wear dresses like this to make men look at me. It’s a compliment.”

“Well, thanks for being understanding.”

Another period of silence. Awkward, yet somehow companionable.

“Would you like to see more?”

He looked up at her. “What?”

She giggled, edged up to the bars and said, pull it down.”

“You’ve got to be…” he goggled at her. Yet his heart was leaping.

“Hey, last day on earth. Take a peek.”

Truth, he couldn’t have said no if his life depended on it, which is sort of a bad way to phrase it.

She was wearing a summer dress with a cross over upper half. The material was tight because she was big.

“Are you sure?” As his fingers pulled the material. he lowered his hands and her boob was revealed.

He stared at her bosoms, his cock was bonerific, and he licked his lips.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

“Are they better than Jenny’s?”

He stared at her.

“Okay. Bad question, but the situation…I’ve just exposed myself and you have to answer the question. Are my tits better than your wife’s?”

His dick was pounding inside his pants. Their faces were a foot apart, they could feel each other’s breath.

“I don’t want to be untrue to my wife.”

“So saying somebody’s boobs are better than hers is being untrue?”

“I don’t…”

“Come on. Honest answer. If I’m going to get fucked by a hundred drug dealers, fucked to death, then I deserve at least a little honesty.”

Jerry gulped. “I refuse to answer on the grounds that it may tend to incriminate me.”

“Well, I guess that’s not bad. After all, you wouldn’t invoke the fifth unless you’re guilty, right? So my tits must be better than your wife’s.”

He smiled, and looked at them.

“Would you like to touch them?”

He blinked and stared at her.

“Oh, fuck. I don’t know why…but I need this. I want to feel something before I die!”

Jerry was embarrassed, intrigued, curious.

“Come on. It’s not like Jenny would care. If she knew you were on your last legs she’d tell you to have a grope. Hell, if you could get that big, hard dick you’re sporting through the bars she’d tell you to.”

“Well, I don’t—“

She pressed against the bars and her tit poked through. It was big, and the nipple stood out.

“Fuck, Jerry. Cop and feel, and maybe even suck on them.”

Jerry was an honorable man. But given the situation even an honorable man can fail.

And, truth, maybe it wasn’t failing.

“Pull back,” he said, suddenly very intent.

She pulled back and he touched her breast with his hand.

She sighed, and it was like a great load went off her mind. “Feel the nipple.”

He did. It was stiff, erect, and wonderful.

She pushed forward again, pushed her tit through the bars. “Suck, you horny bitch.”

He lowered his head and kissed her nipple. He took it in his mouth. He sucked on it and ran his tongue around it.

“Oh, fuck, yea,” Barbara moaned. “God, I wish we could get a bed in here.”

Jerry suddenly laughed. He couldn’t help it. Her nipple popped out of his mouth.             

Then she was laughing.

For a moment they chuckled, then it was silent. But it was a sex-filled moment of silence. Jerry’s wanger was twanging like a cheap guitar in a honky tonk.

“Fuck,” he said.

She pulled back and said, “Feel me again, Jerry.”

He did.

He felt her tit, her nipple, and they stared at each other through the bars. they were breathing heavily, sexually excited, wanting what they couldn't have.

Barbara leaned forward, kept her tit back so he could fondle it, and put her face to the bars.

“Kiss me, Jerry.”

“Oh, God…”

“Kiss me, and if somehow I get out of this I’ll tell Jenny how your last kiss was for her. Now kiss me.”

He leaned forward, their faces grew closer, they were inches apart, their eyes hungry. Her eyes were glassy, glazed by the stimulation to her tit.

He touched his lips to her. For a long moment they just stood there, feeling flesh on flesh, then she moved her head a bit, their lips slithered on each other, her tongue slithered out and into his mouth.

He couldn’t help the groan that wheezed out of him. His cock was now against the bars. She lowered her hand and touched him.

She broke the kiss, spoke with their faces an inch apart, “That is a big one. You must have made Jenny very happy.”

She fumbled with his pants, undid his zipper and managed to get one hand in. She stroked him, her hand moving up and down, the head of his cock rubbing against his pants.

“I’d take it out, but they might come in.”

He humped her hand, unable to speak, totally overwhelmed. Their lips fused, their mouths chewed.

She said, “Can you get me off?”

He lowered his hands from her tits. He lifted her dress, pushed a hand into her panties.

He pussy was hot. Molten. It was moist. He moved a finger into her and she tilted her hips and pulled against his finger.

“More,” she said.

He inserted two fingers. It was awkward, his wrist was bent out of shape.

“More.”

Three fingers, and that was all he could do. He hooked them and scratched her itch. She groaned and kissed him harder. She stroked him, and their hands kept hitting one another, yet they couldn’t stop.

The dirty talk, their situation, they needed this.

“Can you cum?” she asked.

“Maybe.”

“I can cum. Do me harder.”

He did, pulling and squeezing and jamming.

She gasped and pressed up against the bars.

“He lowered his head and sucked on her nipple. It was very awkward now, and her stroking slowed and became jerks. She was climbing the mountain, almost over the top, and as he sucked hard on a nipple and crooked his fingers in her she finally popped.

“Fuck! Oh…yes!”

Then she was sagging against the bars, held up by the hand in her pussy. Breathing.

She tilted her head up and kissed him passionately. A soft, slow, gentle kiss.

His dick bonged wildly, wanted more stimulation, but she was done for the moment, and he would just have to live with the temporary frustration.

“Oh, God.” she whispered against his mouth. “That was good.”

He smiled, at least it had taken their minds off their situation for a while.

“Give me a minute to recover and I’ll do you.”

They stood apart, smiling at each other.

But he wasn’t to get his hand job. A door shut and footsteps descended the stairs.

“Oh, fuck!” Jerry managed to get her dress back up over her distended nipple, but she looked a bit disheveled. Her hair was messy and she had the look of a woman just fucked.

Unfortunately, when she tried to get his zipper up his cock popped out.

“Oh, fuck!”

A Mexican woman, quite sexy, looked into their cell.

She saw the ‘caught’ on their faces. She saw her hands trying to put his dick back in his pants. She laughed.

“Oh, you nasty people!” and she laughed.


PART Two

The woman laughed at his exposed dick. She was holding a tray of food, and she advanced into the cell. “Leave him out. I want to have some fun.”

The door opened and closed again, and another woman descended.

Both women were beautiful. Large breasts, the sultry latin look, and their cleavages were exposed by their low cut Mexican dresses.

“Look, Lupe. Senor Jerry have big dick, eh?”

Lupe giggled, paused to look at Jerry’s exposed member, then continued into Barbara’s cell.

The woman in Jerry’s cell, whose name was Estrellita, stared down at Jerry’s cock.

“Not bad for a Norteamericano.” She looked up at Jerry with a saucy grin. “Angel say we’re supposed to take good care of you. She placed the tray on a stool, picked up a taco and fed him. And while she held the taco her other hand went right for his cock.

“Unh!” Jerry’s eyes opened, his mouth opened to speak and Estrellita pushed the tip of the taco into his mouth.

He ate, and she stroked him. Not fast, not to get him off, just fast enough to keep him in a high state of excitement.

He swallowed, and she fed him more.

“I always wonder about Norteamericano cock. I heard they big, and you are big, but I’ve seen bigger.”

Lupe was feeding Barbara on the other side of the bars. “You suck bigger, that’s for sure.”

Estrellita laughed. “Si,” she said.

Jerry tried to look at Barbara, but Estrellita kept his attention, and Lupe kept Barbara occupied.

The tacos were quite delicious. Real tacos. Not Taco Bell tacos.

Still stroking him, Estrellita kissed his cheek.

The door opening and closing again.

Estrellita kept moving her hand.

Another woman appeared. And laughed. “If there’s a cock to be found…” she placed a bottle of bourbon on the floor next to the stool and left.

 Fifteen minutes later lunch was over, but the party had just begun.

Estrellita brought in a second stool. She had Jerry sit on that one and she sat on the first. She held the bottle of whiskey to his lips.

“Ack!” he sputtered. That first gulp was always raw. It slid down his throat and into his belly.

“What? Gringo can’t hold his liquor?”

Barbara was sitting on a stool in her cell, Lupe sitting next to her.

“He likes Coke with his bourbon.”

Estrellita’s eyes opened and she nodded. “Si. Can do.” She spoke in rapid Spanish to Lupe, and that woman jumped up and ran out of the cell. She was back in a minute with a six pack of cold Coke. She also had a couple of glasses with ice in them.

Estrellita began making the drinks. She poured half and half over the ice for Jerry. She didn’t make Barbara’s drink as strong, but nobody noticed.

“Senor Angel says you should have fun your last night on earth.”

She reached down and grabbed his cock again. Her hands were cold from holding a can of Coke.

Jerry drank, and it wasn’t bad. The bourbon was Maker’s Mark, and the Coke had real sugar in it.

On the other side of the bars Barbara sipped her drink.

The women held the glasses and kept feeding the prisoners.

“Can you help us get out of here?” Barbara asked at one point.

“Oh, no. Senor Angel say you go to Mexico. We get you drunk, make trip fun. You like to have fun.”

“You don’t understand. Senor Angel is a drug dealer. He’s going to kill us.”

“Eh. Maybe.”

“Don’t you care?”

Lupe held the glass still for a moment and said, “Senor Angel build big church in our village. All the children are fed now. Federales not come anymore. No more rape or killing. Senor Angel is good man.”

Jerry, feeling his suds a bit, blurted, “So it’s okay if we die so you can live.”

Estrellita stroked his cock harder. “You call this dying?”

Both Latin ladies giggled.

Jerry and Barbara had been at Charlie Coyote’s about four o’clock. The ride to the drug dealer’s home, with the sit down time in the back of the truck, the time he and Barbara had had to themselves, and dinner…Jerry did mental cogitations and estimated that it was past dinner. Evening.

Which did him not a bit of good.

Estrellita and Lupe fed them alcohol for hours. The level in the bottle went down, and Jerry got a bit riotous. Even though it was a life and death situation he couldn’t help but feel the liquor in his blood stream.

When they reached the end of the bottle Estrellita went upstairs. she returned a minute later.

Jose and Pedro were with her.

Jose undid Jerry’s cuffs, and redid them behind his back. Jerry was too drunk. He didn’t stand a chance. He was still a prisoner

Estrellita tucked his cock, which was bright red and dripping, back into his pants. He groaned.

She said, “See you later Missy Big Dick.” She and Lupe laughed, and they left the cellar.

Jerry, bleary-eyed, looked around.

Pedro went into Barbara’s cell and undid her cuffs. Then he redid them. But he didn’t bring Barbara out of the cell. There was a rope going through an eyebolt in the middle of the ceiling. Pedro threaded the rope through the eyebolt and down to her handcuffs.

“What’s going on?” asked Barbara. She was dazed.

Jose said, “Pedro, he young. He like a little fun.”

Pedro pulled on the rope and Barbara’s hands were jerked up. She stood on top toes, and the younger man took out a very sharp looking knife. He cut her clothes off.

Jose watched with a grin.

Barbara had a beautiful body. Jerry had felt her tits, and her pussy, and she was world class. Now this Mexican drug dealer held up a tit and sucked on it.

He looked at Jerry. “See you later, gringo.”

Barbara struggled, gasped, gave little screams, and Jerry felt his hands being lifted up behind his back.

“Leave her alone you sons of bitches!”

“Shut up, gringo.” Jose pushed him up the stairs, and the last thing Jerry heard was Barbara crying out for him.

Jerry was drunk, and he stumbled on the stairs. Jose kept him from falling, and they came out in a kitchen.

Jose walked him through the kitchen into a large dining room, then into a monstrous big living room. They climbed stairs at the far side of the room and went down a long hallway. Jose pushed him into a room at the end of the hall.

Estrellita and Lupe were there. They were sipping small drinks and chatting happily, and they looked at Jerry hungrily.

Estrellita stood up and came to Jerry. “It is Mr. Big Dick. How you doing, Mister Big Dick?”

“Barbara…that kid…Pedro…”

“That kid is my son.” Estrellita suddenly wasn’t so friendly. Then she smiled and was friendly again. “You don’t worry. Pedro good boy. He have big dick. Make your girlfriend very happy.

“Where you want him?” asked Jose.

“Chains on wall.”

On the side wall two chains were hanging, and Jose took Jerry there. He fastened one wrist to the end of a chain, then the other one. Jerry was stretched out.

Jose moved his face closer and whispered, “You be nice to Estrellita or I hit you.” He tapped the butt of the rifle against Jerry’s belly, then stepped back and grinned. “You be a nice man, gringo.”

Jerry stood. The alcohol was working in him, but he was sober enough to stand still.

The girls came to him, discussed him in Spanish. They seemed to be estimating something, and they moved their hands back and forth over his body, as if taking measurements.

“What’s going on?”

“What’s coming off.”

Lupe stepped forward and produced a knife. She sliced his clothes, all of his clothes, and pulled them off.

Jerry stood naked, his cock sticking out obscenely.

Estrellita went to an open suitcase on a side table and took out a spray can. She began spraying him. The spray covered his body and turned into foam. She pulled him away from the wall and sprayed his back. She got the stuff into his crack, onto his balls, even on his scalp.

Fifteen minutes later Jerry’s body started to feel the heat, and Estrellita and Lupe took warm wash clothes and began wiping his body. He stared, was stunned, and his hair came off. All his hair. In a minute the only hair left on his body was his eyebrows.

“Heysoos,” Jerry muttered, feeling the sensation of his skin without hair.

“Nice, eh?” asked Lupe.

Estrellita produced another wash clothe, and this one felt like it had been kept in the ice box. She wrapped it around his dick and waited.

“Hey! That’s cold!” but he was drunk so it really didn’t matter.

His dick shrunk and Estrellita quickly put a tube over his cock, a ring around his whole package, and padlocked them together.

Jerry’s dick was now caught in a chastity cage.

“Why are you doing this?” Jerry begged. His cock was already trying to get hard. It pushed against the plastic and was defeated.

“You can’t be a woman with a cock.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman!”

“Oh, Jerry, you are so silly. Much better to be a woman than a man.”

“It is not!”

“You don’t have to bother with silly things like this,” Estrellita shook his package. “And you get to look all pretty. We give you big boobs. You feel real pretty. You’ll see.”

The women brought out a large bra and two breast forms. they put the bra on him, then inserted the boobs.

“These very expensive tits,” Lupe squeezed one.

“Filled with cocaine,” agreed Estrellita.

The put a corselet around his torso and tightened it up. It made his tits look bigger, and his hips flared out in a most feminine manner.

“You can’t do this…” Jerry said. He wanted to cry out, but he was too drunk. He was also worried about Barbara.

“Can…can’t….eh?”

They pulled panties up his legs, then bent down and prepped and painted his toenails.

He looked down in shock at the little red nails.

Hey!” he blurted when they started working on his hands.

Jose stepped forward and held his gun and shook his head. Jerry was forced to just stand there while the women gave him bright red fake nails.

After his nails they rolled stockings up his naked legs and attached them to the garter snaps on the corselet.

All he lacked now was a dress, and they gave him one.

It was a bright, Mexican design. They wrapped it around him, buttoned up the back, and he suddenly looked like a female. From the neck down.

His boobs were big, his hips were round, his waist was thing. And his legs…ooh la la!

Estrellita cleansed his face, then Lupe applied primer. Working quickly but efficiently, they brushed his eyelid a smoky color, lengthened his lashes, and painted his lips a bright red.

“You pretty senorita,” Estrellita said at one point, patting his cheek. “Border guards stare at you so hard they no see drugs.”

Jerry thought about it. She was right. They would be so busy looking at his big tits they wouldn’t see the cocaine inside them. The material of the breast inserts would stop any dog from smelling it, and…he was going to walk across the border.

Finally, they glued a wig to his bald head. It was rich, luxurious hair, and it flowed down over his shoulders.

He could see himself in a half mirror across the room, and he realized they were doing a bang up job. He actually looked like a sexy woman.

Lupe pierced his ears and inserted a couple of big hoops through the lobes.

The women stood back and inspected him.

“He beautiful.”

“I fuck him.”

They both giggled.

Jose’s cell phone rang and he answered it, mumbled into it, then looked at the girls. “He ready?”

“He ready. We put shoes on him and he ready.”

They each took a foot and slipped cork sandals, three inch heels, onto his feet.

Jerry stood and braced, and realized he wasn’t going to fall. He felt taller though. The heels weren’t spikes, so he had just enough contact area to be balanced.

Suddenly Pedro and Enrique entered the room. Pedro whistled, a rude sound if ever there was one.

“Okay. Take him out to the truck.”

They unchained him and walked him out of the room. He was still drunk, and the heels gave him a little trouble, but they walked him down the stairs, then out the front door.

The same truck they had used to bring him to the house was in the driveway, the back was open.

He stepped onto the lift and was raised up. He entered, and was surprised. Somebody had put a couple of club chairs in the back of the truck. He was told to sit in one.

“Don’t want to mess your pretty dress, senorita.” Pedro sneered.

Jerry sat down. The three men stayed in the back with him and the door was rolled down. Jose sat in the other club chair, Enrique and Pedro sat on the floor. They all had flashlights and rifles.

“He sure pretty,” snickered Enrique.

“Leave him alone,” Jose said.

Jerry suddenly blurted, “Where’s Barbara.”

The men blinked, then Pedro spoke. “She like it. She go ahead with Angel. Angel want to…” he stopped talking, and he looked nervous.

Now Jerry really worried. Why hadn’t they brought Barbara out? He had thought they were going to hold her on one side of the border, a hostage, while he walked alone. If he was caught she would suffer, and that would inspire him to not get caught.

But where was she? What had happened?

“If you’ve harmed her in any way…”

“Shut up, gringo.”

Jerry shut, and the truck began to roll. He was comfortable in the chair, and he was still sloppy drunk, but…he rolled with the motion of the truck and wondered what was going to happen.

They seemed to drive back along the route they had taken on the way out. By the time they hit what Jerry presumed was the valley he was completely turned around. He couldn’t tell if they were heading south or north, though he knew they were supposed to be heading south.

The truck began to make stops, and Jerry figured out they were stoplights. He could hear the motors of other cars on the road.

The truck went up a ramp, and Jerry figured they were on the 101 south.

He closed his eyes and waited. If they were heading down the freeway they were probably going to Tijuana. Or they might make a turn and try for a lesser border crossing.

Which way? Hide in the crowds? Or bluff through a tired border station out in the boonies?

Suddenly Jose’s phone rang. He answered it, spoke Spanish, and frowned. the conversation went back and forth, then he hung up. To Enrique and Pedro he said. “Change of plans. One stop.”

The other two men didn’t look too happy about it, but Jerry was. Anything that interfered with their schedule might give him the opportunity to escape.

They came to a slow spot on the freeway, stop and go, then the truck veered to the right. It felt like they were going to…yes…they took an offramp and started wending through Hollywood.

Jerry listened, tried to hear something, anything, that would give him a clue as to what was happening.

The truck meandered for awhile, then bounced over a dip and into what Jerry assumed was a parking lot. It stopped.

Jerry could hear traffic, but it was not distinguishable from any other traffic.

Jose’s phone rang.

Again, a quick conversation, then Jose said, “We can’t leave him in the truck. You come with us, gringo.”

The door rolled up and the gunnies stood up. Jerry stood up, was shaky in his heels.

“Here,” Jose held out a black sack.

`The bag was put over Jerry’s head, carefully so as not to mess his make up. Two of the men grabbed his arms and guided him out to the lift. He almost fell when the lift jerked and descended, but they held him up.

He walked across pavement. Yes, it felt like a parking lot.

He couldn't see anything, but he felt like he entered a hallway. Just an impression of closeness.

And he felt like he passed a couple of people. Just a feeling, a sigh somewhere.

He walked across a rug, then onto what felt like wood parquet.

There was no sound.

“Down on your knees, gringo.”

His heart sinking, thinking they had changed their minds and were just going to execute him, Jerry got on his knees.

“Well, Jerry,” it was Angel’s voice. “It looks like you have come to the end of your journey.”

Jerry’s hair stood on end. He could imagine a gun pointing at the back of his head. He wondered if it was going to hurt.

“And as one journey ends, so another begins.”

Suddenly the sack was pulled off his head, bright lights blinded him, and a big cheer rose up!

“HAPPY ANNIVERSARY!”

Then he was lifted to his feet, to his high heels, and his handcuffs were undone.

He blinked, and started to make out shapes. People. Laughing, pointing at him, cheering.

What the…?

Barbara came out of the crowd and kissed him on the cheek.

Jenny appeared, grabbed his arm and kissed his other cheek. “Oh, we got you good, baby.”

Stunned, his heart shocked, he turned. He was on the parquet dance floor of Charlie Coyote’s. He was surrounded by his dearest friends.

They came to him, hugged him, laughed at him.

“You’re lookin’ good, Jere.” Sam Robinson said, slapping his back and putting a drink in his hand.

“You make a better woman than I do!” Sandy Otterson said, hugging him mightily.

Friend after friend shook his hand, hugged him, and Jenny watched and laughed.

“Nobody has ever been got so good in the history of getting,” she chortled. Her eyes were bright and loving.

“But…but how did you…”

“Barbara tried to keep what you were doing secret, but I found out, and I was so impressed that I decided to do you one better.”

Jerry looked at the supremely grinning Barbara. She was not naked and dangling from the rafters now. Now she was wearing a sexy dress, her face was radiant and beautiful.

“You…you were in on this…”

“They needed a pro, and I have been an actress you know. how’d I do?”

“Oh, God! You totally..” he turned to his wife, “But she…” he turned back to Barbara. “You…you kissed me!”

Barbara laughed. “I did a lot more than that.”

She elbowed Jenny. “He really is hung.”

“You know? You don’t care?”

“Heck, honey. I told her to. Part of the play. In fact, I told her to bring you back horny. Did she succeed?”

“But…I’m wearing a…”

Jenny laughed and fingered the gold key hanging on the chain around her neck.

“Oh, my God!”

Suddenly, Angel appeared.

“Jerry, have you met the owner of Charlie Coyote’s? This is Charlie Angel Coyote. When he found out what we were doing he volunteered his services, and then some.”

Angel shook Jerry’s hand.

“Then you aren’t…”

“A drug dealer? No, amigo. The only drug I sell is behind the bar over there, and that’s the way I wish to keep it.”

Behind Angel, looking excited and sheepish at the same time, were Jose, Enrique and Pedro.

“Oh, my God!”

The three men smiled and came forward and shook hands.

“These men work for me, when they are not enforcers for a drug kingpin.”

Barbara moved next to Pedro and tickled his ear. Suddenly Pedro looked young and embarrassed. “Please, senorita, you promise not tell my mother…”

Everybody laughed. The music started, and the party began in earnest.

Angel, Charlie Coyote, had locked the bar for this private party, and everybody danced and imbibed for a couple of hours. It was near four in the morning before things started to wind down.

Finally, the place was empty, and Jerry shook hands with Angel and his ‘gunnies,’ and said good bye.

Jenny drove and they headed over to the valley to their home. She drove because Jerry wore high heels and didn’t want to risk it. Besides, he had been doing lots of drinking, and on top of a day of lots of drinking, he was feeling pretty good.

“I can’t believe you did this,” he said for the umpteenth time. Then, “Whose idea was it to dress me up like a girl?”

“Barbara and I hatched that up. She thought it would be a hoot, and I went with it.”

“Well, wow.”

Jenny grew serious. “How long have we been married?”

“About ten years.”

“That’s right. Ten of the happiest years of my life. You’re a catch and a half, hubby mine.”

“You ain’t no flounder yourself, good lookin’.”

“But there’s one thing I always wondered about, thought about a lot, and…and I decided it was time to find out.”

“What?”

“You as a woman.”

He was silent.

“You know a lot of our friends…they dabble in feminization. I wondered how you would look as a woman, and the more I wondered the hotter I got. When Barbara made the joke I was all over it. I couldn’t wait to see you in a dress, make up, wearing high heels.”

“So…what now?”

“What now is waiting at home. And whether we do this again…that’s up to you. I have to tell you though, I have never seen anything so sexy in my life. My heart is about bursting, and my pussy, well…let’s just say I’m a wee bit wet.”

She turned up their street, then pulled into their driveway.

Jerry got out and stretched. It had been a long day. He had been kidnapped, fed liquor, feminized, and…and he liked it.

Oh, he couldn’t drink like this every day. But the thrill of wearing women’s clothes, even if just underwear…he was sold.

“Come on, honey, your big surprise is waiting inside.”

She took his hand and led him into the house. Surprisingly, he was getting better with his balance.

She led him down the hallway and into the bedroom. On the bed was laying…a strap on. Complete with a rather large dick.

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. And I have a smaller dick if you want, but that one is modeled on yours, so…”

She held his hands and looked up at him. Her eyes were as happy as he had ever seen them.

“Would you like to make love? Would you like to experience the whole feminine thing?”

He sighed. He felt a sharp heat rising in his chest. He felt like he was about to burst.

“I…yes.”

“Then, honey, why don’t you climb on the bed. All fours, your butt facing me.”

He climbed onto the bed and assumed the prescribed position.

Jenny buckled the strap on on and suddenly had a large penis sprouting from her juncture.

She picked up a jar of lube and moved in behind him. She lifted his dress and placed it on his back. She pulled his panties down. His garter straps were tight and she felt the smooth sleekness of his legs. Then she scooped out some lube and placed it into his asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” he whined.

“You okay?”

“Oh, God! Yes. That feels good.”

She smiled and pressed the lube into him.

He groaned and pushed back with his ass.

She inserted a pair of fingers and began rimming him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

She went to three fingers, and he was in heaven. All he could feel was the intense sensation of being opened up.

Four fingers.

“You’re a natural, honey. You’re ready for this.”

“I guess,” he whimpered.

She pushed her hips forward and the cock smoothly entered him. He could feel the veins rippling along his anal canal. He could feel the big balls against his body, right above his own balls.

It was like nothing he had ever felt in his life. It was magic,  and a volcano, and pure love, and a lot more.

Jenny began to move in and out, long, slow strokes that kept raising his excitement to higher and higher levels.

“Now you know why I haven’t fucked you for a couple of weeks,” she murmured.

He grunted, then whispered, “I thought you were mad at me.”

“I was mad, all right. Madly in love.”

He moved his ass this way and that, and the sensations grew bigger.

She squeezed his nuts, and suddenly he felt like he had to pee.

“Oh, God!”

“What?”

“I’m going to pee!”

She laughed. “So go ahead.”

“But…”

“You won’t pee, it’s the sperm being forced out. I’m pressing on your prostate. You’re going to have a cum without an orgasm. Honey, you are going to be so horny after this…” she laughed some more and kept driving into him.

It came out of him in a long stream. It felt good, real good, like he had had an orgasm. But, of course, he hadn’t had one.

She pulled out and lay on him. Her plastic dong sticking between his thighs.

“You know, honey,” she nibbled on his ear, “it’s possible to have an orgasm this way. It’s called a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm, or something.”

He was exhausted, fucked, and totally happy. “I believe it.”

He turned to her and looked at the key on the chain around her neck.

“Would you like to unlock me and experience a little dicking for yourself?”

She smiled and fingered the key. “No. I don’t think so.”

He looked surprised.

“I really like you like this. I like you wearing dresses and underwear, your legs feel so sexy, and…I like the idea of you being horny and on call.”

“Oh, my God!” Jerry repeated for the Nth time that night.

“Of course, if you feel like it, you could use the strap on me.”

Jerry did.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little gems.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

BUNDLES AND FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!
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⇣


Did you know…

There are TEN bundles of stories at

Gropper Press
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21 steamy five star stories

15 stories plus COMPLETE novel!

Three novel bundles

What are you waiting for?

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


Have you checked out the…

BIG COLLECTIONS!

Gropper Press?
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DOZENS of story collections

A simple click on

Gropper Press!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Crime and Feminization!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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