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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I entered you in a race,” Jan said. 
 
    Bob looked at his wife. She was a babe. Long, blonde hair, a body that was to die for, and a beauty queen’s face. He loved her dearly, but he didn’t want to be in a race. 
 
    “I don’t want to be in a race,” he groused. 
 
    “It’ll be fun!” 
 
    “What racing around a track? Seeing how high you can jump? Something stupid? No thanks.” 
 
    She sat on the bunk and pouted. “I always have these great ideas, and you’re nothing but a stick in the mud.” 
 
    He sat down next to her, put an arm around her shoulder. “Hey, honey. I came to this camp to rest and relax. I don’t want to get in a competition. I want to lay in the water and let my dick float.” 
 
    She folded her arms, which emphasized her large breasts, and looked away. “You and your dick.” She turned back to him, “Come on, honey! It’ll be fun! All sorts of guys are entering. Wouldn’t you like to beat everybody and win the grand prize?” 
 
    “Heh,” he chuckled. “What’s the grand prize?” 
 
    “A blow job.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “And a fuck. And anything else you want.” 
 
    He snorted. “So it’s you I’m winning. But I already won you. I married you and you’re my wife and I get you whenever I want.” 
 
    He pushed her over on the bunk and nuzzled her. She laughed, but when he grabbed her tit she pushed his hand away and sat up. 
 
    “I’m not kidding. I want you to enter this contest. I’ll be fun. We can train, and I’ll be your cheerleader, and they’ll give you a trophy or something. 
 
    “Great,” he snorted. “A trophy.” 
 
    At that moment they heard the clanging of a bell. Jan jumped up. “Come on! Camp is starting. Get your clothes off.” 
 
    She took off her sweat shirt, and Bob watched her breasts jiggle as she took off her bra. He sighed happily at the sight of her nakedness and would have stroked himself, but he didn’t want to go out in public with a hard on on his first day at camp. 
 
    He stood up and began divesting himself of clothes. In a minute they were naked, and they walked out of the cabin. 
 
    Around them other nudists walked towards the meeting place. hundreds of people in the buff. Acres of pulchritude. Tons of tits. Miles of cock. 
 
    Grinning, they broke into a trot and joined the stampede. 
 
      
 
    The Meeting Place was a big square with split lumber benches. They found a place near the front and sat down. Other nudists greeted them, names were exchanged and small talk begun, then the head counselor stepped onto the small stage in front of the benches. 
 
    “Welcome! Naked people!” 
 
    Laughter and cheers greeted the woman, and Bob blinked. 
 
    Last year the head counselor was a lady of about fifty. In good shape, large mature boobs, and lots of energy. She made jokes, made sure everybody was happy, and…a different woman stood on the stage. 
 
    She was maybe five foot two, but she was packed. Her breasts were perfect tear drops. Large, with pointy nipples. 
 
    Her waist was slender and emphasized by a six pack. A babe with a six pack, what do you know?  
 
    Her butt was round and supported by one of the finest sets of legs Bob had ever seen. 
 
    Then he looked back up and saw the face. 
 
    Whoa. 
 
    Green, sparkling eyes. Laughing eyes. Blond hair tied back. A pert nose and even features. 
 
    “My name is Sandy Shepherd. Sarah is still around, but she’s been promoted and I’ve been asked to organize activities. Everybody okay with that?” 
 
    Of course they were. 
 
    “Go Sandy!” 
 
    “You bet!” 
 
    Claps and cheers. 
 
    Nudists were not shy in their approval of fellow nudists. 
 
    “Okay, let me make a few announcements, and then we’ll discuss this year’s Games.” 
 
    More cheers. 
 
    For five minutes Sandy talked about things like meal times, emergency procedures, and the need not to make pets of the wild life. then she segued into The Games. 
 
    Bob didn’t remember last year’s Games being a big deal, but the way people perched on their seats and paid attention…it was obviously looked forward to. 
 
    “I want you to enter The Games,” Jan squeezed Bob’s arm. 
 
    “Negative, babe.” 
 
    She frowned. 
 
    On the stage Sandy said, “We’re going to have everybody on a single course this year. Men and women together. We will have separate divisions and…” Bob listened. Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    “And there will be prizes for each division, and an overall prize for the big winner.” 
 
    “Hah,” whispered Bob. “The men are going to take that.” Sandy’s next words put a damper on that observation. 
 
    “To make things interesting we’re going to have certain handicaps for some of the events. This will allow women to compete directly with men.” 
 
    For some reason this interested Bob, and he started to pay attention. 
 
    “In a contest where size is important we have changed certain factors. Take a look at the board above me.” 
 
    Everybody looked at a 4 by 8 piece of plywood. There were four squares drawn on the board. Inside one of them was a smaller square. 
 
    “This is a diagram for the game of Foursquare. Think about it this way. If a man is six foot tall, and a woman is five feet tall, the man’s square would be the equivalent of six feet. the woman’s square would be the equivalent of five feet. This way there is no advantage by height. Men playing men and they have equal size square. Women playing women would be in the smaller squares. Men playing women the men would play in the big square and the women would play in the smaller square. This will tighten up The Games, level the playing field, and we have done this for a number of sports. 
 
    Bob studied the diagram. It made sense, there might have to be adjustments made, but it could work. 
 
    Beneath the big plywood board Sandy continued. 
 
    “The bases on a baseball diamond are ninety feet apart. A man being six foot and a woman being five foot, the woman’s bases will be 75 feet apart.” 
 
    The nudists were getting into it now. Men were teasing women, and women were teasing back, and everybody was laughing. This was all in fun, and so what if the thing ended up being lopsided or whatever. They were all here to have fun. 
 
    Bob sort of zoned out. He was thinking about compensation for weight, or muscle mass. Should men have heavier tennis rackets, or longer ones. And what about golf clubs. A longer shaft and a smaller striking surface for men. Heck, one would apply this sort of thing to— 
 
    Jan stood up. 
 
    He blinked, came back to himself, and looked up at her. 
 
    “I want to have a grudge match!” 
 
    Some of the men groaned, some of the women cheered, Sandy called on her. “Who’s your meat, girlfriend? Are you challenging a man or a woman?” 
 
    Oh, God, thought Bob. She wasn’t…she couldn’t… 
 
    “I want to challenge my husband Bob!” 
 
    Everybody in the place was laughing and cheering now. Girls were telling Bob how much trouble he was in. Men were commiserating with Bob. Everybody had things to say about the big grudge match. 
 
    Sandy, of course, loved it. This brought a zest to the camp that would be hard to beat. 
 
    “Is that big hunk of man meat next to you your husband?” 
 
    Jan looked down at Bob, who now had his face in one hand and was shaking his head. “This is the love of my life!” She grabbed his hand and raised it. 
 
    “On your feet, Bob!” yelled Sandy. “Are you ready to battle your wife to the bitter end?” 
 
    Bob was tugged to his feet. “I hadn’t really planned on entering…” 
 
    The rest of his sentence was drowned out by boos. 
 
    Sandy rode right over him. “And if you win what would you want the prize to be?” 
 
    Bob sighed. He wasn’t planning on entering the games, but the question was there. He said, “She has to dress up in a sexy dress. The sexiest, with her boobs falling out and her ass tilted up on the highest heels she has. Then she has to take me out to dinner.” 
 
    The guys cheered and the women booed. 
 
    “And Jan, what would you like the prize to be.” 
 
    Jan grinned and said, “He has to dress up in a sexy dress. The sexiest, with his boobs falling out and his ass tilted up on the highest heels I have has. Then he has to take me out to dinner.” 
 
    Laughs from everybody. 
 
    Bob gave a rueful smile. He couldn’t top that. But Jan wasn’t done. She raised a hand for silence and yelled, “And he has to wear a chastity tube for a year.” 
 
    Now the crowd was cheering. Women were standing on the split benches and men were telling Bob he better win. 
 
    Bob tried to shake his head, but the crowd was against him. Finally, he sighed and gave up. Whether he wanted to or not…he was going to be in the games this year. 
 
    And he better win! 
 
      
 
    “Now you’ve done it,” Bob said, as they walked back to the cabin. 
 
    “I sure have,” Jan agreed happily. “This is going to be so much fun.” 
 
    “So what races do you want to enter? What, specifically, is going to decide this grudge match between us?” 
 
    “Cock sucking.” 
 
    Bob laughed. “You win. I forfeit.” 
 
    “What? Can’t handle a little cock?” 
 
    “I can handle a lot of cock…if it’s my own.” 
 
    They entered the cabin and she turned to him, grabbed his meat in one hand and wrapped a hand around his neck and fused her mouth to his. He went with it, tasting her lips was his favorite past time. 
 
    Then she pushed him away. “Oh, no, buster. No sex until you win.” 
 
    He looked down at his burgeoning boner sadly. 
 
    “Sorry, big guy. The bitch is back.” 
 
    “The bitch!” She threw a pillow at him. 
 
    At that moment the door opened and a couple entered. 
 
    “Hey guys, I guess we’re roomies. I’m Myles and this is Shiela.” 
 
    They shook hands and sized each other. 
 
    Campers were four to a cabin, and there was only a sheet of plywood between the beds. To make things even more difficult the beds were all all narrow. But people got to know each other, and Myles and Shiela were happy campers and of the same type as Bob and Jan. 
 
    Shiela, shaking hands with Bob, glanced down at his boner and said, “Uh oh, Myles. We’ve fallen in with a bunch of sexual deviates.” 
 
    “Uh, sorry about that,” Bob reddened a bit. But not too much. It was a nudist colony and boners were bound to happen. 
 
    “That’s okay. I saw a dick once before. Long time ago. During the winter of ’89, I believe it was.” 
 
    “You saw a dick? A real, live penis? Like, on a man?” 
 
    Bob groaned. He could see the women were going to get along. 
 
    “Oh, it was terrible. He was hairy and he smelled and he thought he was better than me.” 
 
    Bob and Myles shook hands. “You’re the guy who got challenged to the grudge match.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Jan asked Shiela, “What did you do with said penis?” 
 
    “I married it.” 
 
    The girls snickered and the men looked at each other wryly. “You see what I have to put up with?” Myles sat down at the little table in the center of the room. 
 
    “These?” Shiela hefted her bare boobs at him. 
 
    “And she’s always trying to bonerize me. So what contests are you guys going to grudge at?” 
 
    “We were just talking about that.” 
 
    “Hey! I’ve got an idea! Let’s go teams. Me and Jan against caveman and caveman.” 
 
    Jan clapped her hands. “Perfect!” 
 
    “Oh, so you want to get thrashed double fast.” 
 
    “Remember,” Shiela admonished, “if I win you wear a tube for a year.” She turned to Jan, “He actually loves chastity, especially the first 364 days.” 
 
    Suddenly Myles stood up. “Four glasses, sweet cheeks. And don’t forget the ice.” 
 
    Bob and Jan sat at the table. Myles dug a bottle of bourbon out of a duffle bag and placed it on the table. He rummaged around and found a six pack of Coke. “It’s usually a day before the store is up and running, so we’ll have to do with warm cock…uh, Coke. 
 
    “Cock is fine, Hunky.” Shilea placed the ice filled glasses on the table and Myles started mixing drinks. 
 
    “Okay, what contests?” 
 
    The two couples sat companionably and sipped. It was a great way to start the two weeks of camp. 
 
    “I figure we should enter the long run.” 
 
    “Go up the mountain?” 
 
    “And back.” 
 
    Bob nodded. He had a lithe body and liked long running. “Sounds good. And maybe we get a few guys and start a baseball team.” 
 
    “What? We don’t get a vote in this?” Shiela protested. 
 
    “So what are your ideas?” 
 
    The girls looked at each other frowned. “The swim is a given,” Jan said. 
 
    “Hold on,” protested Myles. “Shiela was a college swimmer. We don’t stand a chance.” 
 
    “Good. Then we’ll choose swimming.” 
 
    The men howled and ranted, and sipped some more bourbon and Coke, but the women were adamant. After all, if the men were going to subject them to the long run, which was a given for them, then things evened out. 
 
    “What about the last event?” 
 
    “I think baseball.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Jan suddenly back pedaled. “I’m not sure about this long run thing.” 
 
    “Come on, babe, it’s fair.” 
 
    “Well, not really.” 
 
    “So what will make it fair?” asked Myles. 
 
    “You guys carry 100 pounds knapsacks.” 
 
    The guys scoffed at that, and Jan admitted, “Sandy mentioned the guys might have to carry extra weight.” 
 
    “What’s the solution then?” 
 
    “I’ve got it, Shiela snapped her fingers. “If you guys win the long run then we get an advantage on the team play.” 
 
    Myles and Bob looked at each other. 
 
    “That’s not bad.” 
 
    “I can live with that.” Bob turned to the girls, “But what is your advantage?” 
 
    “Oh, we don’t know, yet,” Shiela waved the ‘advantage to be named later’ off airily. 
 
    “We can’t have you springing a super bad surprise on us later.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, how about if we let Sandy adjudicate when we come up with one? She’ll be fair.” 
 
    “I don’t know. She’s a woman, and women are notoriously unfair.” 
 
    “”Downright biased,” agreed Myles. 
 
    “Oh, okay. I’ll tell Sandy that you think she’s a sexist. A man hater. She’ll like that.” 
 
    Bob laughed. “All right. you win on that one.” 
 
    Suddenly the bell sounded. Time for activities. The two couples stood up, smiled at each other, then Jan hooked arms with Shiela. “See ya, guys. We got to do a little strategizing.” 
 
    They skipped out the front door and headed for the fields. 
 
    Bob and Myles walked along behind them. 
 
    “What do you think, amigo? Did we step on our sizable dicks?” 
 
    “Probably, fortunately mine is puncture proof and guaranteed. Five years or fifty thousand cums. Whichever comes first.” 
 
    They chuckled. 
 
    Ahead of them, Jan and Shiela had their heads together. “Here’s how we win the long run…” when she was finished Jan snickered and said, “That is the most devious thing I ever heard of. Can we get away with it?” 
 
    “Doesn’t break any rules. Now, as for the advantage, here’s what I’ve got in mind.” Shortly the girls were laughing hysterically and glancing back at the boys. 
 
    “Looks like we’re in for it now,” quipped Myles. 
 
    “You have any problem with the long run?” 
 
    Myles grinned. “I do marathons.” 
 
    Bob laughed. “And I do biking I should be able to adapt my muscles a bit.” 
 
    “I think we’re going to do okay, partner.” They grinned at each other. 
 
    Ahead of them Jan glanced back yet again, then whispered to Shiela, “Now, there is one other item, I call it the deciding factor. To make sure that we win we’re going to have to…” she whispered her plans and Shiela began to chuckle, then guffaw. “And you called me devious. Lady, that is downright…fun!” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
      
 
    When they arrived at the big green lawn, which was used for soccer, baseball, foot races, and whatever, Bob and Jan found themselves the center of attention. The idea of a male to female grudge match had caught on, and men and women were choosing teams, discussing strategy, and, of course, trash talking. 
 
    “Men will lose because they have to carry those big dicks around. They’ll be stepping all over them. The women are going to kick ass!” said one happy camper. 
 
    One of the men responded with, “Girls will be slower because they don’t have a stick shift and  two ball bearings between their legs.” 
 
    Laughter, friendly jeers, then Sandy showed up and teams and leagues were formed. She was a bit surprised at how the ‘battle of the sexes’ was shaping up, but she was fine with it. Whatever the people wanted was good for the camping experience. 
 
    The day started with a light exercise program. After that was an hour of swimming, followed by a jog through the woods, then lunch. 
 
    Nudists are physical cultists, and they are generally in good shape. Thus, training was already sprouting up. A couple of fellows swam across the river and back. Bob and Myles did a swim and a run, and contemplated the hill they had to climb on the long run. It was only a five mile run up and back, but running up hills wasn’t an easy task. 
 
    The girls did a little swimming, then met with other girls and talked teams and strategies. 
 
    When lunch was called everybody was ready for a little sit down. Now the men and the women didn’t separate so much. Couples sat together, the spattering of singles occupied a table and began making connections, and the trash talk was held to a minimum. 
 
    For a battle of the sexes it was pretty companionable. But, then, Jan’s extra advantage plan was common knowledge, at least among the women, and the women were already making sure the men would be amenable when they lowered the boom. 
 
    Which was silly because what man isn’t amenable to a beautiful woman? 
 
    And so the day went. A game of baseball was held, and a few small races were done, just for practice. And everybody had a wonderful time. 
 
    That night, however, Jan’s extra advantage was begun. 
 
    Bob and Jan and Myles and Shiela went to a movie after dinner. When they returned to the cabin the men broke out the whiskey and started a card game. This aligned with the girls secret plan perfectly. 
 
    “Full house!” Bob chortled. 
 
    “Every time you win you have to take a drink,” said Shiela. 
 
    Bob and Myles looked at each other and shrugged. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Another hand was dealt, and this time Myles won. As time went on the boys won more and more, and they drank more and more. After a while they were drunk and didn’t notice that they were the only ones winning. The girls seemed to have rotten luck. 
 
    “Okay, guys,” Bob slurred his words. “We’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
    “Yesh!” agreed Myles. 
 
    “You’re drunk!” observed Shiela. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Can you still get it up?” 
 
    “Can I get it up? Does the Pope shit in the woods?” 
 
    “Excuse us, folks. If you hear anything that sounds like sex just ignore it.” Grinning, she pulled a sheet across the front of their cubicle. 
 
    Jan guided Bob into their cubicle. He was yawning. Until she grabbed his cock. Then he woke up pretty fast. 
 
    “Oh, ho!” he said as they fell onto one of the narrow bunks. 
 
    Jan ended up on top and she snaked her hands down and massaged his balls and rubbed his dick. Their mouths pressed and he groped her breasts. 
 
    They heard a groan from the other side of the plywood partition and giggled. They listened for a moment. 
 
    “Oh, baby. That’s big! It’s too big!” 
 
    Bob and Jan snickered, then Jan slid up over Bob and fit her pussy to his cock. She slid down his shaft and began riding him. 
 
    Bob loved it. There was nothing better than his wife’s pussy, and he pumped away. 
 
    Being drunk during sex is a two-edged sword. On one hand drunkenness reduces boners, sensitivity, and can result in a longer runway to the big O. On the other hand, inhibitions are gone and excitement mounts quickly. 
 
    Jan didn’t wait, or risk him becoming limp. She ground down on him, twisted her hips, squeezed his balls, kissed him, and finally stuck a finger up his ass. 
 
    Bob loved the finger up the ass. They had played anal a bit, and he lurched up, his prostate squeezed, and he began to shoot. And shoot and shoot. 
 
    On the other side of the partition Myles was grunting as he filled Shiela with his seed. 
 
    A couple of minutes later the girls got up and went to the bathroom. The bathroom was a small building fifty feet away from their cabin, and they walked across the soft ground and grinned at each other. 
 
    “Perfect,” whispered Jan. 
 
    “He came easy. And no matter how tough it gets, he’s going to cum every night.” 
 
    “And on game day he’ll be drained of energy.” 
 
    They laughed as they entered the bathroom, and another woman was there. “Hey, girls, what’s so funny.” 
 
    So they told her. “We’re going to sexually exhaust our husbands before Game Day.” 
 
    The other woman laughed, and contemplated, and when she headed back to her cabin she was thinking sexy thoughts. Sexually exhaust the men, eh? Sounded good to her. 
 
    And so the spread of the sexy strategy spread through the camp. 
 
      
 
    The days passed in a haze of fun. Early to rise, even if they had been drinking, and a little more drained every day, Bob and Myles didn’t at first notice their growing lethargy. When they did notice they didn’t care. They were having too much fun. Drinking half the night, getting sexed up, and then sleeping too little…it was fun. 
 
    Besides, the women, when they practiced, didn’t look all that good. 
 
    When the men practiced they were looking good. And because they were so good they didn’t try as hard as they could have. They dawdled here and there, they didn’t try as hard as they might, and they were unaware that they were cultivating a poor competitive attitude. 
 
    And they didn’t notice that women were a bit sporadic. Suddenly showing a sharpness of technique and an intensity of drive. 
 
    The men just lazed along, secure in their power and strength, and dismissive of the women. Bit mistake. 
 
      
 
    The nights passed in a haze of alcohol and sex.  
 
    Every night the cards would come out. Booze was poured freely. And the men were going to bed later and later. 
 
    Every night Jan took Bob for a ride, and Shiela did the same for Myles. They fucked, they sucked. During the day they would prime their men, make remarks, give juicy kisses, and, if circumstances permitted, grope the hell out of them. 
 
    Then, after the obligatory card game, it was down and dirty. 
 
    The women became more vocal, talking over the partition during sex, talking dirty and helping each other keep their husbands aroused. 
 
    On Saturday night Bob and Myles were sufficiently sexually exhausted that Jan and Shiela actually changed places.  
 
    “Hey! Shiela?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “My man can’t cum. You want to lend me your mouth for a while?” 
 
    “Oh, my God! But I’m in the middle of Myles.” 
 
    “Can he cum?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Myles? Can you cum?” 
 
    Mumbled words. 
 
    “He might, but I told him to tell you when he could. You don’t want to get any of that sticky goo in your mouth.” 
 
    Jan giggled. Like Hell she didn’t want to suck some sperm out of Myles’ snake. 
 
    Jan slithered out of bed, ducked under the sheet, and a moment later Shiela replaced her. 
 
    Bob was electric. A strange woman, in a manner of speaking. He might have even objected, but he was too drunk, and, of course, too horny. 
 
    Shiela attacked him. She sucked on his weenie for a while, really worked his balls over. Then she slid up his frame, held his balls and stroked him while she kissed him. 
 
    On the other side of the partition Myles was moaning. 
 
    “Mine’s going to cum. You better hurry up!” 
 
    Shiela moved down to his cock again and began giving him the blow job of all blow jobs. 
 
    “Unh….fuck….oh!” Myles began filling Jan’s mouth with sperm. Jan gobbled as fast as she could. She took a big swallow and smiled. “Thanks, honey,” she patted his cheek and got out of bed. She returned to her own cubicle and joined Shiela in her ministrations. While Shiela sucked she kissed Bob and played with his nipples. With two women working him over it didn’t take long. Bob suddenly grunted, his hips rose, and his muscles spasmed. He began to shoot long strings into Shiela’s mouth. 
 
    He grunted and she gobbled and gulped, and when he was done she wiped her mouth and said, “Good Lord! That man is a firehose!” 
 
    She returned to her bed and shook Myles awake. “Honey! I need more semen.” 
 
    He groaned and everybody laughed. 
 
      
 
    Jan and Shiela headed for their nightly after sex washroom meeting. Several women were there, and the strategizing commenced. 
 
    Later, when Jan and Shiela were heading back to the cabin, Jan said, “It’s getting harder and harder to get him to squirt.” 
 
    “We’ve still got several days to go. We can’t let up now.” 
 
    “So how far are you willing to go?” 
 
    “You mean, like, should we fuck each others husbands?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Shiela thought about it. She thought about how deep and quickly their friendship had grown. “I’m willing.” 
 
    “Okay. Strange meat should make them easy for a couple more days.” 
 
    “What will we do when even that isn’t enough?” 
 
    Jan said, “I’ve got one more trick up my sleeve.” She smiled. 
 
      
 
    On Tuesday the women realized that ‘swap sucking’ wasn’t enough. Shiela yelled over the partition. “Bob isn’t cumming!” 
 
    Jan spoke to Myles for a long minute. Shiela waited. And Myles finally said, “Fuck him.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. That okay with you, Bob?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Of course I’m going to be balls deep in your wife.” 
 
    Bob blinked, and thought, and his horny balls finally took over for him. “Uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh, goody,” blurted Jan. “My pussy has his head in it already.” 
 
    A second later she sighed. “So much for half measures.” 
 
    In spite of his exhaustion, Myles flipped Jan over and began pounding the spike into her. 
 
    On Bob’s side he did the same. He sunk his shaft into Shiela’s warm womanhood, looked into her eyes, and they fucked. Long, and slow, and…he grunted and began shooting. 
 
    On the other side of the partition Myles was doing the same for Jan. 
 
      
 
    On Wednesday they again swapped partners. But by Thursday they knew the men weren’t going to cum even from swapping. The women had been making them cum every night. The men were drunk every night. They didn’t get enough sleep every night…the girls knew the men were done. And they really didn’t want the men to get a good night’s sleep, or not cum. Thus, Jan’s final plan was implemented. 
 
    Myles yawned and stretched. “Man, we have The Games tomorrow. I need to get some sleep.” 
 
    “Oh, hell,” Jan said, placing a drink in front of him. “You guys know you’re going to kick our ass.” 
 
    Bob grinned, took a sip, and the night was on. 
 
    They played cards, and the men drank, and at midnight, when the festivities usually ended, when the men were sloshed, Jan threw a dildo on the table. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    Both men stared at her. 
 
    “You guys haven’t been studly enough. I need some cock, and if you guys can’t get it up, then Mr. Dildo there is going to do me tonight.” 
 
    The men stared at the big black dildo laying in the center of the table like it was part of the pot. 
 
    “I’m not going to use a fake cock on you when I’ve got the real thing in my pants.” 
 
    “Yes, you are.” 
 
    The men frowned. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll tell you what. Let’s play a few hands. If you men win…you can use your dicks. But if we women win…we’re going to use these dicks on you.” 
 
    “What?” Bob actually stood up. 
 
    “Come on, Bob. What’s the big deal? We’ve played a little anal before. Afraid of going all the way?” 
 
    Challenging a man is the fastest way to get him involved, and Bob blurted. “I’m not afraid.” 
 
    “How about you, Myles?” asked Shiela. “Are you chicken?” 
 
    “Hell, if Bob can take that, then so can I. But we’re not going to have to.” 
 
    Bob and Myles looked at each other chuckled. They had been winning at poker all week. No reason not to win tonight. 
 
    They dealt the cards. They were drunk, they were tired, and they didn’t know the girls had been holding back. Six hands later all the chips were on the girl’s side of the table and the Bob and Myles stared at each other in shock. “What the fuck?” blurted Bob. 
 
    Shiela smiled. “Would you like me to use the dildo on you, Bob? Or would you like the little wife to do the honors?” 
 
    “You’re really going to…” 
 
    “We didn’t think you’d win!” 
 
    “Okay, Myles. For that remark you’re going first. Bob. You just sit there. Jan, let’s go.” 
 
    Bob sat at the table. And he drank. And he listened. And he wondered what had happened. He and Myles had been kicking ass all week, and now…now… 
 
    He heard Myles groan,  and the girls talked. 
 
    “There it is.” 
 
    “Is it all the way in?” 
 
    “Right to the fake balls.” 
 
    “Excellent, pull it out a little, yes…yes..there. Now tilt it and feel for the walnut.” 
 
    Bob frowned. What the hell were the girls doing? 
 
    But whatever they were doing, Myles was loving it. He kept moaning and groaning.  
 
    “Get your hips up a little, okay…here it comes.” 
 
    “God, it’s a lot!” 
 
    “He’s going to be totally empty when we’re done.” 
 
    Two minutes later the girls came out from Myles partition. Shiela went and washed the big, fake cock off. Jan took Bob’s hand and led him into their sleeping area. A few seconds later Shiela was standing next to the bed.  
 
    “On your belly, Bob. And put your hips up.” 
 
    Bob raised up and Jan slipped a couple of pillows under his hips. She stroked his cock a couple of times, then began pressing lubricant into his asshole. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    “Feels good, eh, honey?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Shiela guided the missile between his cheeks and Jan kissed him and felt his balls. 
 
    Shiela twisted the cock into him a few times, then brought it halfway out. She tilted it so it would hit the prostate, and began pressing. 
 
    Almost instantly Bob felt the desire to pee. He grunted, and Jan whispered into his ear, “Let it go, honey. I know you want to pee. Go ahead.” 
 
    He was drunk, he wasn’t thinking, and…he peed. For a long minute he felt the ‘pee’ ooze out of him. It came out in chunks and streams, and then he was done. 
 
    Sheila pulled the dildo out of his ass. “You get a lot?” 
 
    “All there is.” 
 
    The girls giggled and left the cubicle.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Bob awoke, and it felt like his head was stuffed with throbbing cotton. He had a headache, and his vision was blurry. His mouth was dry and he turned and looked up at the cabin rafters. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” came from Myles. 
 
    “I feel like shit,” said Bob. 
 
    “I am shit.” 
 
    The sheets were suddenly drawn back. 
 
    “Come on, boys. The games are about to start. If you’re late you forfeit.” 
 
    Bob and Myles struggled out of bed. They didn’t even have time to brush their teeth, and they made their blinking way through the bright sunshine. 
 
    A crowd was gathered at the river, and everybody was ready. 
 
    “Come on, guys!” Sandy yelled. 
 
    Bob and Myles arrived and Sandy yelled, “Ready! Set! Go!” 
 
    Some twenty people jumped into the water. At one end Shiela dove cleanly and cut through the water. 
 
    The river wasn’t overly wide, but there was a mean current right in the middle. 
 
    Bob and Myles hit the current and were washed down river twenty yards. Now they had to swim diagonally to get back on track. 
 
    Shiela was the first to reach the far bank. She came out of the water, sauntered around a pole, and headed back. 
 
    About half the people reached the bank, then Jan climbed out. She was tired from the exertion, but she was game. She was also ahead of both Myles and Bob. She had managed to get through the current in the middle of the river. 
 
    Among the last to climb out on the far bank were Bob and Myles. They had woken up feeling like shit, and now they felt worse. 
 
    Still, men have a competitive nature, and it was rising up. They were getting a second wind. They rounded the pole on the far bank and dove in. 
 
    Shiela was on the far bank. Out of the water and yelling encouragement. 
 
    The current swept Jan down ten yards, but she overcame it and headed for shore. 
 
    Now the boy’s musculature was coming into play. They were seeing that Jan was not too far ahead, and they redoubled their efforts. At the last second, however, Jan found a little extra energy and made it to shore. Bob and Myles listened to the cheers as the women surrounded their wives and congratulated them. A couple of fellows helped them out of the water, and they stared at the celebrating women. 
 
    “Crap,” said Bob. “I was always faster than Jan.” 
 
    “Shiela helped her figure out that current.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Okay, people, are you ready for the big run?” Sandy yelled through a megaphone. 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    The crowd, everybody in the camp, walked across the soccer field to a trail head. Men and women put on running shoes and did a few jumping jacks and stretches. 
 
    Bob and Myles were feeling a bit surly now, but their determination was rising. They had been beaten once, but, in spite of Shiela being a collegiate swimmer, they felt it had been a fluke. 
 
    Sandy stood over a line of knapsacks at the trailhead. “Okay, people. We told you we would be making certain adjustments for men and women, if you find a knapsack with your name on it that is the leveling factor. We figured out how much extra weight you had to carry based on your weight compared to your spouses, or an average if you’re here alone.” 
 
    Bob and Myles each found a small knapsack with their names on them. The sacks weighed around 20 pounds, which wasn’t too bad. Myles had carried 80 pound knapsacks in the army. They pulled straps over their shoulders, adjusted the straps, and lined up. 
 
    Jan and Shiela were silent, standing next to them. 
 
    “You did good on the swim,” said Myles. “But this is where you take it in the shorts.” 
 
    “I believe it was you boys who took it in the shorts last night.” 
 
    It was the perfect trash talk. It embarrassed both men and adjusted their bold attitude. It’s hard to look down on a woman who has fucked you in the ass. 
 
    “Okay, people! Ready! Set! GO!” 
 
    Jan and Shiela started out at a moderate pace. Bob and Myles ran behind them for a minute, then seeing that they were going to be slow, they sped past them. “See you at the finish line.” The boys laughed and zoomed ahead. 
 
    Now they were determined, and they passed everybody within the first mile. By the second mile they were ahead of the nearest competitor by a hundred yards. 
 
    The packs on their backs were light, their feet were light, and they ran through the level area of the woods, then started the slope up to the mountain. 
 
    Mile after mile, and they slowed down. They were tired. They were sweating alcohol. And, they actually felt a little uncoordinated. Anal sex will do that to a person the first time or two. Awareness shifts inside, and they have to adapt to the new awareness. 
 
    By four miles they were halfway up the mountain, and struggling. they went slower and slower. The packs grew heavier and heavier. Their legs became stump-like. 
 
    Still, they couldn’t stop themselves from putting out their all. In their minds the girls were right behind them. And the slower they went the more desperate they grew, and the harder they tried. 
 
    They reached the top of the mountain. They were gasping for air. They stood for a moment, not enjoying the view, but bent over and struggling to breath, trying to get over the pain in their legs. 
 
    A couple of runners appeared. 
 
    “Crap,” wheezed Bob. “Let’s go.” 
 
    By the time they had descended a hundred yards they were in the bulk of the runners. They actually had to step aside, the crowd was so thick. And it was catching up to them. 
 
    “Oh, man. We have to hurry!” 
 
    They associated the crowd with the girls. Any second they would see Jan and Shiela, and they tried harder. 
 
    Running downhill can be as arduous as running uphill. Running uphill you have to climb, running downhill you have to stop. Either way takes extra effort. 
 
    By the time they reached the bottom of the mountain they were actually wobbling. 
 
    And runners started to pass them. Runner after runner. Both men and women. 
 
    The race that had started out so well was becoming a death march. 
 
    They slowed down to a walk, and the main group of runners passed them. 
 
    Still, they hadn’t seen any sign of the girls, and while this puzzled them, it still heartened them. 
 
    “Maybe they stepped off the trail to pee?” suggested Bob. 
 
    “Maybe they hid,” chuckled Myles. 
 
    They came to the last mile. They weren’t in last place, but they were close to it. They rounded a turn in the trail and saw the big field. There was still a crowd there, and people still cheered and yelled encouragement. 
 
    They managed to break into a trot and approached the finish line. 
 
    Then, ten yards before the finish line, Bob stepped to the side of the trail and puked. 
 
    “GAHHHAAP!” He hadn’t eaten any breakfast, so not much came up. But…it felt like his kidney was going to plop out on the ground at any second. 
 
    A few cheers, a few laughs, and a lot of silence. Jan and Shiela appeared at their sides. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    Bob nodded. he straightened up and wiped his mouth. Physically, he was beat. The weeks of sex and alcohol, the clever way the girls had drained him…he was done. 
 
    But he wouldn't quit. 
 
    “One up,” he managed to say. “We’re going to take the baseball game.” 
 
    Shiela glanced at Jan. Her lips were compressed. 
 
    Jan saw the humor trying to escape, and suddenly she was clamping her own mouth shut. 
 
    “What?” asked Myles. 
 
    “Nothing…nothing,” Jan said, her lips writhing with laughter trying to escape. 
 
    Bob looked up, and Jan lost it. 
 
    Then Shiela burst into laughter. 
 
    And, at that moment, the last runner in the race passed Bob and Myles. They were officially dead last. 
 
      
 
    Lunch, for the boys, was a sodden affair. Their legs hurt. They felt like a steamroller had run over their heads. They had absolutely no energy. 
 
    The girls were feeling pretty good, though. 
 
    Bob: “You girls didn’t even run.” 
 
    “Why should we? There was no way either of us could beat you guys.” 
 
    “So you forfeit.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “You’re betting an awful lot on a baseball game.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” put in Shiela. “We’re having fun.” 
 
    Bob and Myles looked at each other. They detected a collusion here, but they didn’t know what it was. After lunch they found out. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, people,” Sandy stood under a tree by the side of the baseball diamond. “There is a special condition to be applied to this game.” 
 
    The crowd murmured. Bob suddenly had a sinking feeling. He had forgotten about the special advantage he and Myles had granted in the event that they lost the long run. 
 
    “Now, I have talked extensively to people, both my bosses and those among you who aren’t playing, and we have come up with a wonderful idea.  The game will be played on a regulation 90 foot to a side base path for both men and women. 
 
    The crowd started to buzz. 
 
    Bob grinned. This was an advantage? 
 
    “However, the offset here, the special advantage, is that everybody must be accoutered as a female.” 
 
    Blank looks, then a few guffaws, then everybody was laughing. 
 
    Bob looked at Myles and they were both puzzled. 
 
    Everybody will wear underwear, high heels, and full make up!” 
 
    There had been laughter and cheers before, but now everybody raised the roof. Men laughed extra hard. Women crowed victoriously. 
 
    “I have your uniforms in these two duffel bags, and I want to thank those of you who have donated to the cause.” 
 
    Bob and Myles walked slowly to the duffel bags. Their legs had tightened up and Bob was having cramps. Myles was a little better, but even he was weak. 
 
    “Oh, God,” mumbled Bob. First they fuck us up the ass, now they make us wear make up! 
 
    Sandy yelled out, “There will be a prize for the prettiest boy, so do your best, girls!” 
 
      
 
    There were many women who hadn’t been part of the competition, and they had brought their make up kits to the baseball field. Shortly Bob and Myles were sitting on a bench while two women made them up. The first thing the women did was bring out fake fingernails. 
 
    “Hey! This isn’t make up!” 
 
    Sandy came by and chuckled. “Sorry, boys. I checked on Quora, and nails are considered make up. Cosmetics are any substance used to improve your appearance.” 
 
    So the boys watched as their nails grew long and were colored bright red. 
 
    The woman who was working on Bob, her name was Wanda, leaned in and cleansed his pores, then applied primer. 
 
    Bob gritted his teeth. It felt so weird to have a strange woman doing things to him. And the make up…it felt…it felt…and suddenly he realized the horror of it all. He looked down. His cock, in spite of being super drained the night before, was hard as a rock. 
 
    Wanda grinned. “Houston! We have a boner!” 
 
    Everybody laughed, and Bob felt like shrinking into a ball and rolling away. 
 
    Then another called out, “I’ve got one over here, too.” 
 
    Woman after woman shouted out that the man they were making up was becoming erect. 
 
    Jan and Shiela, of course, were in hysterics. 
 
    Wanda worked on Bob’s eyes. she made them sultry, dusky, caves for the glimmer of sensual eyes. 
 
    “Give him long lashes,” suggested Shiela. 
 
    “The longest, honey.” 
 
    “Hey!” protested Bob. 
 
    “Quiet down now, honey. Don’t mess my work. I want you to win the prettiest boy contest.” 
 
    Finally, red lipstick rolled onto his lips, Bob stood up. Jan and Shiela put a bra on him, then garters and nylons, and, finally, high heels. 
 
    Shortly Myles was similarly accoutered. The two men looked at each other. They were tired, beat, exhausted, empty…and they began to chuckle. It was obvious that they had been outmaneuvered, and badly. But they were good sports at heart. So they laughed and went to get their gloves. 
 
    They walked with wobbly ankles, and the soft dirt of the base paths didn’t help.  
 
    “How are we going to run in these?” 
 
    “How are we going to run, period? My legs feel like shit, I’m walking on stilts, and the rest of me doesn’t feel too good, either.” 
 
    “Play ball!” yelled Sandy. 
 
     
 
    The game commenced. There were six players to a side and each side provided their own pitcher. Three strikes and you were out. And any ball that wasn’t hit was a strike. That kept a high degree of motivation for the pitchers to throw good balls. 
 
    They tossed for first ups and the men won. 
 
      
 
    Bob started pitching, and the first two batters hit pop ups. That was to be expected as the men were getting used to Bob’s pitching. 
 
    Then Myles stepped up to the plate. 
 
    Myles and Bob grinned at each other. they had been pitching to each other for days, and Myles was all set. Bob tossed in a strike, Myles reared back and CRACK! The ball shot upwards in a blur. 
 
    Shiela knew about where the ball was traveling, and she was waiting for it. Instead of a double or triple the men had nothing. 
 
    The girls came to bat. Shiela pitched, and Jan was first up. 
 
    The girls had no real strategy. Just it the ball and run. And it worked. 
 
    Jan hit a dribbler down the third base line and scampered for first. 
 
    Bob was the catcher, Myles was first base, and the other players were third base and three fielders. The fielders played just outside the base path. The third base man rushed in, fumbled the ball because of his long fingernails, but tossed a strike to Myles. 
 
    Myles stretched out, lost his balance on his heels, and dropped the ball and Jan was safe at first. 
 
    A little chatter in the field. 
 
    “S’okay, Bob. Happen to anybody.” 
 
    “Hey, batter, batter!” 
 
    “Easy out.” 
 
    Except Shiela wasn’t an easy out. She got a piece of the ball and headed for first. Myles had to rush in for the ball, the second basemen had to cover first, and Bob rushed out from the plate. 
 
    Rushed. Like stumbled along on high heels, tripping and nearly falling. Bending to scoop up the ball Bob fell. Myles got the ball, turned and threw. The man covering first hadn’t reached first yet, and the ball sailed along the line into right field. 
 
    Jan was now on third sand Shiela was on second, and another girl came up to bat. 
 
    The pitch, and another weak hit. 
 
    If the girls had hit to the outfield it would have been a different story. But they just topped the ball, sent weak liners to the mound, and either first base or third base had to rush and come up with the ball. The girls were used to high heels and could run. The men were awkward and stumble footed. And, in addition, both Bob and Myles were stiff from the morning long run. They couldn’t reach the ball in time, and if they did they couldn’t throw with their long nails. And the crowd, of course, wouldn’t give the guys a break. 
 
    “Don’t break a nail, Bobby boy!
“Hey, Myles! You should get some implants and fill out that bra! 
 
    The guys, when they came to bat again, got a couple of runs, but it was a struggle. 
 
    By the end of the third inning the girls were ahead ten to three, and it was time for the ‘fourth inning ‘stretch.’ 
 
    The guys draggled into their dug out and sat with heads hanging. They sat, looking beaten, in their panties and bras. 
 
    The girls climbed into the stands and led the crowd with ‘Take Me Out to the Ballgame. 
 
    The fourth inning, and it only got worse. The guys dropped easy flies, couldn’t chase down the weak grounders, and one of them was caught looking at his fingers and saying, “Damn! I broke a nail!” When the crowd roared he realized what he had said, turned red-faced, but grinned. 
 
    The girls got even more runs. The crowd cheered, and by the end of the game the score was 20 to 5. 
 
    Wearily, the guys trudged back to camp. They looked pretty sad in their garters and stockings and bras. All of the nylons were ripped and torn. The bras were flat and saggy, and many of the high heels had broken spikes. 
 
    “Man,” said Bob as he and Myles entered the cabin. “We got snookered.” 
 
    “Big time,” agreed Myles. “And we fell right into it. When they got us drunk night after night I should have realized what was happening.” 
 
    Bob: “And all that sex. Women never want that much sex.” 
 
    The two men fell into their bunks and slept. Their first real sleep in two weeks. The alcohol started working its way out. Their sore muscles started rebuilding, 
 
    For hours they slept, unaware of the world. Unaware of when the girls snuck into their sleeping cubicles and put chastity tubes on them. 
 
      
 
    “OW!” Bob sat up. Pain was in his groin. He looked down and realized what had happened. He was locked in chastity and he had morning wood. 
 
    “Fuck!” He scrambled out of bed and ran for the bathrooms. As he ran through the camp grounds people were grinning and pointing at his crotch. 
 
    He made it into a stall and sat down. He was cramping for a moment, and he bent over and looked at the base of the toilet, then the stream of pee relieved pressure on his cock and he started to straighten up. 
 
    A minute later Myles rushed in, went to Bob’s stall, saw Bob, and went to the next one. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he mumbled. “I forgot about this chastity thing.” 
 
    “And we’ve got a year of this. No sex. Oh, man. What have we done?” 
 
    A couple of minutes later they stepped into the showers and rinsed off. After a good night’s sleep they were feeling pretty good. Except for their struggling cocks. Shortly after that they were walking back to the cabin. 
 
    “You know, this fingernail thing is kind of cool.” 
 
    “I know what you mean.” 
 
    “But, all good things must come to an end. I’ll be glad to get them off.” 
 
    Meanwhile, people pointed and chuckled and made pointed jokes as they passed by. 
 
    They made it back to the cabin, where Jan and Shiela were waiting for them. 
 
    “Can you take these nails off?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Bob and Myles looked at each other. It looked like they were going to have nails for a while longer. 
 
    The morning meal bell clanged. 
 
    “Ready for breakfast?” 
 
    Bob and Myles moaned. They had to go out and subject themselves to more finger pointing and laughter. 
 
    But, breakfast was breakfast, and they headed for the chow cabin. 
 
    Saturday morning breakfast, the last day of camp. By noon everybody would be packed and gone. Gone for a year. 
 
    Sandy stepped up to the mike while everybody was eating. 
 
    “Folks, before you all leave we have a couple of trophies to give out.” 
 
    People turned and watched. 
 
    Sandy gave out prizes for male competitions, and other prizes for female competitions. Then she held up a big trophy. “And the winner of the first male and female combined competition goes to Jan and Shiela.” 
 
    Jan and Shiela came up and received the trophy amid cheers. 
 
    “And the Good Sportsmanship’ trophy go to their husbands, Bob and Myles.” 
 
    The men groaned, everybody was going to be looking at them, but they had no choice. Amidst the snickers and guffaws they went up to the mike and received a bigger trophy. 
 
    Bob held it up and the room swelled with cheers. His red fingernails were bright against the sheen of the trophy. 
 
    When the noise died down Myles commented, “We got the bigger one.” 
 
    Shiela shot right back, “That’s right, your dick is bigger than a woman’s.” 
 
    Everybody laughing, the two couple made it back to their table. A minute later, the awards given out, Sandy stopped by their table and handed Jan an envelope. “A little thanks. You made this camping session pretty special.” Then she asked, “Are you really going to keep them locked up for a full year?” 
 
    “Maybe,” answered Shiela. “There might be a way for them to get reduced sentences, however.” 
 
    Bob and Myles cocked their heads, but Shiela just smiled. 
 
    After the breakfast the two couples headed for their cabin. It was time to pack. They entered the cabin and Bob was all over them. “What do you mean reduced sentences?” 
 
    Myles was more direct. “How can we get out of these?” 
 
    Shiela went to her duffel bag and opened it up. “I talked to a couple of the girls, and managed to snag one of these.” 
 
    She held up a mess of straps with a cock in them. 
 
    “Uh, oh,” Bob muttered. 
 
    “We’ve been fucking you all week. Fucking and sucking and even changing partners. We’ve even used a dildo on you. But this is different. This isn’t just two women working over a couple of saps.” 
 
    “Hey,” Myles protested weakly. 
 
    “So if you let us fuck you, like a woman is supposed to fuck a man, right now, before we go home…we’ll reduce the sentence from one year to one month.” 
 
    Bob and Myles stared at each other. They had been drunk, sexed up, and taken advantage of. This was not drunk, this was going to be of their own free will. 
 
    Bob said, “But we’d be submitting to you.” 
 
    “That’s right. But you’ve been submitting all week, though you didn’t know it. Now it’s time to own up and take it like a woman. It’s time you cheerfully acknowledged, by letting us fuck your sexy asses, that women are superior.” 
 
    Bob and Myles stood, uncertain, and looked at their wives. There was a significance here that was not lost on the men. If they lay down and let themselves be fucked…they were giving their power over to the women. 
 
    Jan smiled, “It’s going to be a long year, lover, and I’m not going to be showing any mercy.” 
 
    “That’s right, Myles. You submit right now and things are going to be different. Can you handle that? Are you man enough?” 
 
    Bob broke first. He lowered his head and said, “Okay.” 
 
    Shiela: “Myles. Go take a hike. Come back in an hour and we’ll be ready for you.” 
 
    Myles didn’t protest. He just turned and walked out the door. 
 
    “Come on, Bob, lay on the bunk and put a pillow under your belly. We’re going to make sure you get the message…we’re both going to fuck you.” 
 
    Bob did as directed. Shiela knelt at the head of the bed and gazed happily into his eyes. “You’re going to like this, Bob.” 
 
    “Oh.” He was actually a little scared. He wished he was drunk. 
 
    Jan strapped on the dildo, went behind him and lubricated his ass. 
 
    The familiar feelings assaulted him. The wonderful sensation of her fingers in his ass, swirling around, relaxing him, going in and out. 
 
    Then she slid the penis into his bottom. He jerked, and sighed, and came face to face with the fact that he liked this better than normal sex. He loved the feeling of the plastic peter embedded in his buns. He began to screw back with his ass. 
 
    For long minutes Jan screwed him. Shiela held his face and kissed him. He grunted, and his heart swelled, and he felt himself giving over. There really was something to this submission business. 
 
    After ten minutes Jan pulled the dick out of his ass, handed it to Shiela, and they traded places. 
 
    Again, Bob felt the big dick take away his masculinity. He suddenly realized that he would never be a manly man again. For better or worse, he was changed. 
 
    Jan knelt in font of him and kissed him, and, at one point, she said, “I’d like you to get some breasts.” 
 
    “Female breasts?” 
 
    She nodded and kissed him again and played with his nipples.  
 
    And, before Myles came back he was drained. Not as much, just a little, he had been drained two nights previous, after all. 
 
    Then the girls pushed him out of the cabin and Myles entered. 
 
      
 
    By noon they were packed and loaded. They were fully dressed now, and grinned at the sight of each other in clothes. 
 
    And the mens’ caged cocks were hidden in tighty whitey underwear. 
 
    Before they left, while they exchanged a last chat, got each others phone numbers and email addresses, Bob remembered the envelope Sandy had given them. He saw it sticking out of Jan’s purse and he pulled it out. 
 
    “Say, what did we get here?” 
 
    The others gathered around him. 
 
    He opened it. It was a gift certificate, half price, which was quite a good sum, for a visit to the camp next year. 
 
    They looked at each other, smiled, gave a final hug, and piled into their cars. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END 

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book! 
 
    A giant saga of feminization! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Wild Summer of Feminization! 
 
    His aunt catches him in chastity 
 
    and feminizes him! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Really, Aunt Flo, I just don’t want to.” 
 
    Flow frowned at her nephew. He was a handsome lad, slender, presented himself well. “If I arrange a date with the prettiest girl in town and you don’t want to go?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why? I don’t understand. Are you gay?” 
 
    “Oh, God! No!” But he turned away from her, looked out the window. She could tell something was bothering him. 
 
    They were in his room, the upstairs room just under the roof at the end of the house. It was technically called a garrett; it was small, had a view, and was great for artists or young men who wanted to look out over the world. 
 
    She stepped forward and touched his sleeve. “Honey, you don’t have a girlfriend, you refuse to go out with girls, is there something wrong?” 
 
    Barry sighed, kept his eyes out the window, watched the tops of trees in the woods behind the house. “There’s nothing wrong. I’m just…a private person. I haven’t met anybody I really liked. 
 
    “But you don’t even try!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Aunt Flo, but that’s just the way it is.” 
 
    Flo turned and left the room. She walked down the short flight of stairs to the landing and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Flo was 35 years old, in the prime of life. She had a younger woman’s body, full breasts and round hips. Constant bike riding had kept her waist in trim. Her hair was long and lush and her face was quite beautiful. 
 
    And she didn’t understand what was wrong with her nephew. 
 
    She wished her sister was here. She definitely wished her husband was here. The two, biological brother and sister, had died in a car accident two years ago, and she felt the pain every single day. 
 
    And she knew her nephew felt the pain. She suspected that that was what kept him from going out and having fun like regular kids his age. 
 
    He was 18, and yet…well, when she was his age she was out every single night, and lots of those dates ended with passionate liaisons. Naughty couplings that made her feel like a real woman. 
 
    But he was just a stay at home, showed no interest in girls. 
 
    Flo entered the kitchen and set a pot of tea boiling. She buttered a biscuit and slapped some grape jelly on it. She went out on the sun porch to think about it. 
 
    She took a seat in her rocker, the cat jumped up in her lap, and she sipped and munched. 
 
    “What’s going on with Barry, Snookie?” she asked her cat. 
 
    Snookie snaked her tail under her nose and mewed. 
 
    Flo sighed, ate her toast and drank her tea and petted her cat. She had to get Barry through this rough spot. She had to. 
 
      
 
    An hour later she went to the stairs and called up, “Bike ride?” 
 
    “Sure,” came the answer. 
 
    Flo went to her room and changed into her cycling suit. It was a skin tight top, shiny black with long sleeves. Her shorts had a special gusset and were, again, skin tight. 
 
    She checked herself out in the mirror and nodded. She hadn’t lost much over the years, and the thought flitted across her mind, You’re on Barry’s case, what about your own? When are you going to find a man? 
 
    Of course her case was different. She had been engaged to be married, but had backed out. 
 
    Unfortunately, she had never found another boyfriend. 
 
    But at least she had had one! 
 
    She put her hair in a ponytail, slipped on her crash helmet and sunglasses, and was ready to go. She headed out to the garage. 
 
    Barry was already there. Boys had it easy. He just wore shorts and a tee shirt, no fashion needed. 
 
    He had the bikes down from the big hooks and was checking tire pressure. 
 
    “Everything good?” 
 
    “You betcha.” He looked up at her and grinned. He was wearing sunglasses, too. He checked out her figure and she didn’t suspect a thing. 
 
    Her figure. What she took for granted he got constant boners over. The skin tight jersey showed off her tits, and her ass was truly world class. 
 
    She took the handlebars of her bike and pushed it out to the driveway. He was right behind her. 
 
    They rode Specialized 3.0 bikes. $1200, Shimano derailleurs, built for comfort that can go anywhere. 
 
    “Where we going?” 
 
    “Up the hill?” she answered, smiling. 
 
    “Gonna do me in, eh?” 
 
    “Well, if it’s too tough for you…” 
 
    He laughed. “Okay, it’s my funeral. Lead on.” 
 
    She mounted her bicycle and coasted out of the driveway. She shifted gears slowly, building speed on the straight away. They had a five mile ride on the flats, a one mile up and three mile coast, then a trip through some woods right to their backyard. It was a beautiful ride that freed the spirit. 
 
    She looked behind and Barry was chugging along right behind her. 
 
    She suspected he could power by her, but he always drafted her. She chided him, but he claimed he was too weak to keep up. She knew he was saving strength for the hill. 
 
    They rounded the long S curves, then coasted on a very slight downgrade. Off to the side was the Brown farm. Bossies mowed the hay and ignored them. Johnny Brown waved and they both waved back. 
 
    Behind her, Barry enjoyed the view. Not the cows chomping grass, but Flo’s buns tightening and loosening as she pedaled. 
 
    In his opinion his aunt had the finest set of buns this side of a bread factory. They were so perfectly formed he couldn’t help but get a boner.  Well, almost a boner. It made riding interesting, and so very much fun. 
 
    In fact, the only thing better than her buns was her breasts. On the downslope he loved to get ahead of her. He had a tiny rear view mirror, not good for long distances, but perfect for watching her try to keep up, pedaling furiously, her breasts shifting with each rotating of the pedals. 
 
    They passed the Brown’s farm and ascended a small rise and stopped at the top. The road was wide there, and they took a breather and got ready for the long valley followed by the climb.  
 
    Flo drank some of the Gatorade she had put in her bottle, then offered it to Barry. 
 
    Barry put the mouth of the bottle to his own mouth. He was aware that his lips were touching the same place her lips touched, and his boner almost surged. 
 
    He screwed the cap back on the bottle and handed it back. 
 
    “Martha Kincaid likes to ride bikes, and I thought about asking her to come on one of our outings with us.” 
 
    Barry was silent. He looked over the long pasture siding the road that led to the the hill. He breathed slowly. 
 
    “I know you’re trying to help, and…I don’t care if you invite somebody along, but…you’ll try to matchmake, and I don’t want that.” 
 
    Flow put the bottle into the holder and pursed her lips she looked up at him. 
 
    “Well, I want you to either come clean with me, tell me why you don’t want to meet girls…or I’ll be forced to take action.” 
 
    They watched a far car come down from the hill. It would take a couple of minutes for the car to reach them, and they waited. A car on the road was no big deal, but there was just something pure about starting out with nothing on the road except them. 
 
    “You’re not going to talk to me?” 
 
    Barry gave a wan smile, “I love ya, Aunt Flo, but this is between me and me.” 
 
    “But you admit there is something there?” 
 
    He laughed, and hid his thoughts. 
 
    What was there was his attraction to his aunt. Oh, he knew it was wrong, but living with her, staring at her lush body everyday, talking to her…his problem was that he was sort of focused on her. 
 
    Why go out with some giggly hair brain when his aunt was the most beautiful and mature woman he had ever met? 
 
    For that matter, how could he get sexual with some girl when he beat off to his almost aunt every day? 
 
    “The only thing I’ll admit…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Is that I’m going to beat you to the top of the hill.” 
 
    Her bike was facing back the way they had come, his was facing towards the hill. 
 
    He stood on his pedal and the bike lurched away. He came out on the road just as the car passed the wide spot in the road, and he had a good fifty feet on his aunt. 
 
    Laughing, taunting each other, they pedaled furiously. It was easy pedaling and they were zipping down the road like the free spirits they were. 
 
    Then they reached the bottom of the slight incline and the climb started. At first they kept their bikes in low gears. They pedaled faster, kept up the momentum, then the climb started to get serious and gear by gear they shifted. 
 
    Halfway up the hill they were pedaling hard, but climbing slowly. Flo had almost caught up to him, probably because she was more aerodynamic in her cycling suit. 
 
    “Make way, bastard!” she shouted. 
 
    He just pedaled hard and said, “I’ll never move over for a bitch!” 
 
    The climb got steeper, and his male muscles helped him pull away. She had better endurance than him, however, and by the top of the hill she was almost behind him again. 
 
    He crested the hill and started down, and just in time. His legs were burning, he was out of air and gasping. 
 
    Then she crested, and the race took on different dimensions. Going downhill her better aerodynamics took over and halfway down the hill they were neck and neck. 
 
    “Pansy,” she muttered as they rounded a sweeping corner. A quarter mile ahead was the turn off for the woods.  
 
    He was rested form the long cruise and started picking up again. Still, he was only two yards ahead when they reached the cut off. 
 
    The race officially over, him the winner on this day, they sauntered along some railroad tracks, then turned onto a trail through the brush, shortly they were in the woods. Fortunately, though the bikes were street bikes, they were amenable to going over roots, over ruts in the trial, and around tight corners. 
 
    Through the woods they could see the top of the house. 
 
    At a wide spot in the trail Flo passed him, and he grinned and waved her on. They were only fifty yards from the edge of the woods and the start of Flo’s property when Barry’s chain tangled in the derailleur. This slowed him on a corner and he lost it, the front wheel dropped into a rut, his rear tire rose up and he flew over the handlebars. With a yell he crashed into a tree. He was aware of the world spinning, of looking up at trees, then Flo’s face, then he was unconscious. 
 
      
 
    “…fine. I’ve given him a shot, he’ll be groggy for a while, in fact, he’ll be quite happy, but that should help with the pain.” 
 
    “Thanks for coming Jeremy. I owe you one.” 
 
    “Usual fee, a bottle of bourbon…when you can afford it.” 
 
    “How do you stay in business?” 
 
    “I’m too drunk to worry about it.” Aunt Flo and the ‘country doctor,’ he was really a vet who helped out his neighbors, laughed. Then she walked him out of the living room. 
 
    Barry kept his eyes closed. He had heard the last part of the conversation, and he felt so damned good. He wondered what had happened, then he remembered flying over the handlebars. He must have hit something. So why did he feel so good? 
 
    Oh, the doc had given him a shot. 
 
    He opened his eyes. He was on the sofa in the living room. It was light out, so unless he had slept the day through he had only been out for a while.  
 
    He heard the front door close and Aunt Flo’s footsteps. He closed his eyes. 
 
    Flo tip toed across the living room. She stopped and he knew she was looking down at him. He kept his eyes closed, then, just before she moved on, he giggled. 
 
    “Oh ho! What’s this?” 
 
    He opened his eyes and grinned at her. “Man, what’d the Doc give me?” 
 
    She knelt next to him and brushed his hair gently, “Are you all right?” 
 
    “If happy is right then I’m good.” He started to move and pain shot through his arm. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “You’ve got a dislocated shoulder. You’re going to be sore for a couple of days.” 
 
    “Man, that hurt! Even with the happy juice…that hurt.” 
 
    “Big baby,” she smiled. It might hurt, but she was relieved that it was nothing worse. 
 
    “So what’d I hit?” 
 
    “A tree. Your helmet has scrapes on the side so it looks like you didn’t break your neck, but your shoulder is badly bruised and Jeremy said you had a dislocation. He put your shoulder back in place, but it looks like I’ll be your maid for a couple of days.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie. Dancing girls and all the whiskey I can drink.” 
 
    “Ha!” she chuckled. “No whiskey for a week, but I can dance all you want.” 
 
    She stood up and did a soft shoe. Her breasts jiggled and Barry gulped. She was still wearing her cycling outfit and her body was revealed as sheer perfection. 
 
    “Now, would you like anything before we have our talk?” 
 
    “Our…talk?” 
 
    “I think you know what we’re going to be talking about. “Maybe a Coke? It’ll sooth your belly while we discuss that which I’m sure you never wanted anybody to find out.” 
 
    Barry suffered the interesting phenomena of not caring that he was embarrassed. The drugs had more uses than he had first thought. 
 
    “A Coke,” he whispered. 
 
    Flo smiled and headed for the kitchen. In a moment she was back, Coke in hand. 
 
    She placed the Coke on the side table and leaned over him and helped him sit up. She had to reach around his shoulder and be careful, and her breasts hovered over him, then pressed against him. 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    Except, his secret, it was sort of a Spr…Spr…Spr… 
 
    She handed him the Coke, sat on the table, and leaned forward. He took a big gulp and tried not to look at her charms. 
 
    “All right, Mister. It’s time for you to fess up. And my first question is this: is that thing you’re wearing on your cock the reason you don’t want to go on a date?” 
 
    Barry sipped, then wondered why he wasn’t shaking and shivering in humiliation, and blessed the drugs. The drugs were the only reason he was going to get through this. 
 
    “It’s called a chastity device. A ‘tube,’ actually.” 
 
    “And what exactly is it supposed to accomplish?” 
 
    “It keeps me from getting erections.” 
 
    Aunt Flo blinked, then forged ahead. “And why don’t you want to get erections? Are they painful?” She was thinking he might have a medical condition. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to have erections?” 
 
    “I…I like erections,” the haze of happiness that he was on enabled him to speak more freely and easily than he ever could have pre-drugs. 
 
    “So…why?” 
 
    “Well, if I don’t wear it then I get erections all the time. I walk around with erections, and…I don’t want you to see my erections.” 
 
    “Honey, let me speak plainly. I’ve seen a penis before. I wouldn’t be overly shocked at an 18 year old boy being a bit overly excited.” 
 
    “But…you don’t understand.” 
 
    “What? What don’t I understand?” 
 
    “I get them over you.” 
 
    Flo’s mouth opened and stayed open. She stared at her nephew. She shook her head, started to speak, then said, “Wait right here.” 
 
    She stood up and walked into the kitchen. Barry heard her clattering a dish or something, and he wondered, through the haze of the drugs, whether he had totally blown it. The big secret he had been hiding ever since he had come to live with her was out. Thank God for the drugs. 
 
    Flo came back into the room. She was holding a glass. She sat and sipped, and sighed. “Bourbon. You have your drugs and I have mine.” She sipped again. “Now, elucidate. Explain your last statement.” 
 
    “It’s real simple. Every time I look at you I get a hard on. I like to ride with you because you look so sexy in that riding outfit. So I took to wearing a chastity tube to control my erections.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” said Flo, taking another big gulp. She stared at Barry. “Okay, I felt your device when I was trying to drag you up from the tree. Jeremy felt it, but he said it was good you were wearing a cup. But I wash the clothes and I’ve never seen a jockstrap. So…show me.” 
 
    Even through the sedative Barry blinked. “Well, I guess…” 
 
    He tried to work his zipper, but with his shoulder having been dislocated he couldn’t. “You’ll have to help me.” 
 
    Flo licked her lips and leaned forward, she undid his buckle and his fly, then she helped him hold his body up for a second while she pulled down his shorts and his underwear. 
 
    She stared at his caged cock. It was a nice penis, hunky and strong looking. It kept twitching in his cage, pushing and bulging, then relaxing, then pushing and relaxing. 
 
    The chastity device consisted of a tube for his cock, a ring for his whole package, and a small padlock to keep the apparatus together. 
 
    “And that goes on all the time? Your cock surging and trying to get hard?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “How do you stand it?” 
 
    “It’s hard.” 
 
    “No…no it’s not,” she gibed. 
 
    He laughed. “I don’t wear it all the time, just when I know we’re going to be together for any length of time. Dinner I can hide it under the table, but since I do the dishes and you dry I wear it anyway.” 
 
    Flo was absolutely fascinated. “I’m going to touch it.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, though he drew in breath, and she reached forward and took his cage in her hands. 
 
    The penis writhed, struggled, pushed, and she felt its immense heat in her palm. 
 
    She turned it this way and that, and Barry groaned. 
 
    She looked up at him. “Does that hurt?” 
 
    “No.” His eyes were almost closed. 
 
    A big internal smile grew in her. “So it feels good.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “And does it hurt if I pull it like this?” She pulled his cage out from his body. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. 
 
    “And are balls okay?” she put one hand underneath him and held them. 
 
    “They’re…they’re fine.” His voice sounded strangled. 
 
    Flo was now laughing inside. She kept a straight face, but, truth, she had never seen anything so fucking hot in her life. A healthy, young man was turned on by her. And he couldn’t do anything. And now, the way she was actually holding his junk…he must. be going out of his mind. 
 
    “And why does this make you not want to go out with girls?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s too embarrassing.” 
 
    She kept turning his cock and holding his balls. 
 
    “You don’t want some girl to see that you’re wearing a chastity device.” 
 
    “No. that’s not it,” he said. 
 
    She looked up at him. 
 
    “I just don’t get erect for them.” 
 
    “But…that means…” 
 
    “I only get erect for you, Aunty.” 
 
    Flo sat there and considered his statement. She loved her nephew, but she had never considered him in sexual lights. Now she was. 
 
    She felt guilty. And yet, she felt like she was exploding with heat. This whole thing was making her incredibly horny. 
 
    “What if I played with you before you went out. Would that…” she stopped talking and frowned. She already knew the answer. He didn’t care about young girls with their immaturity and their little tits. He wanted a mature woman with large bosoms. One who wasn’t childish, but who understood the needs of a man without all the teeny drama. 
 
    “You have a key for this thing?” 
 
    “It’s upstairs in my top dresser drawer.” 
 
    She nodded, took her hand off him and headed for the stairs.  
 
    She gulped her drink as she climbed to the second story hallway. She thought. Barry was handsome. He was smart, in excellent condition. But he was hung up on her. She knew about teen age fascination, puppy love, that kind of thing, but he had it for her? That was a thought and a half. 
 
    She finished her drink, climbed the short flight of stairs to the garret and went to his dresser. She opened the drawer and found the key nestled in the back right hand corner. It was a small key, but then it was a small padlock. 
 
    She walked back to the second floor and into her room. She wasn’t thinking, she simply took the key and put it in her jewelry box. Then she headed back downstairs. 
 
    Into the kitchen for another drink. This was amazing. Her nephew was horny for her. It was a total compliment; it was breathtaking, and she felt a heat in her groin she hadn’t felt in many a year. 
 
    After college she had had a few boy friends, and a healthy love life, but then she had met Terry, and there went all her innocence. 
 
    He was smart, he was handsome, she thought she had found her soulmate. 
 
    But Terry was a crossdresser.  
 
    She had noticed his underwear, and then, poking around in his room one night, she had come across his stash of clothes. 
 
    And she had been terrified. He was a cross dresser…a pervert, a sexual deviant. It went against everything she had ever believed in when it came to sex. 
 
    She never really talked to him about it, and their relationship had ended. She just stopped being receptive to him. He was a sexual sicko, after all. 
 
    But she also hadn’t gone out with anybody else. Her sexual life drifted into a limbo and…and life passed her by. 
 
    For thirteen years she had thought about Terry and his ‘sickness.’ She detested him, even as she Jilled off to him. As the years passed she told herself she was right and he was wrong, even as her groin was hot with lust, and cold with disuse. 
 
    She often wondered what had happened to him. Had he turned into a homosexual? Did some other woman take him in? (And that was a particularly galling thought.) 
 
    After thirteen years of frustrated wondering she had a different opinion. Her beliefs had changed, modified, and she no longer thought of Terry as a sicko. Instead, she thought of herself as unfortunate. 
 
    She wondered what it would be like to make love to a man who wore soft things. She read books and magazines, and came to see people with different sexual preferences as just that: different. 
 
    Not different good or bad, but just happy in a way that she didn’t understand. 
 
    And she had realized that she was sorry, on some level, that she had missed the boat. 
 
    Her feelings for Terry were pure. What if she had put aside her isms and embraced him? Where would she be now? 
 
    She walked back into the living room, another drink in her hand. She sat down and contemplated Barry. 
 
    He was happy, handsome, and drugged. He was sitting on the couch with his caged cock on display. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Well what?” 
 
    “Where’s the key?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t think you’ll be needing that.” 
 
    His brows dipped slightly. “I…won’t?” 
 
    She leaned forward and took his hands in hers. Their heads were close together and he stared at her lips. they were so curvy and sexual. “The truth is, Barry, that we have to address this problem of yours.” 
 
    “We do?” 
 
    She nodded. “I don’t know if it’s healthy for you to consider me in…in such sexual lights. I think we should just keep you locked up for a while. We need to explore this situation.” 
 
    He stared at her. Open eyes. Innocent. 
 
    The truth was that she didn’t know what she was doing. She was just stumbling in the dark. Some bit of perverseness drove her, and…she couldn’t have stopped herself if she wanted to. 
 
    “But…but sometimes I need to masturbate.” 
 
    She let go of his hands and reached for his caged cock again. Her hair brushed his nose and he smelled her fresh scent. His prick tried to bust the cage. 
 
    She held it, felt the swelling failing, and a feeling of power and sexuality ran through her. To think that she had excited a man this much. To think that he had put this on for her, so she wouldn’t know how much he thought of her. 
 
    “No, Barry. You need to stay locked up. And if you need to be masturbated then I will help you with that. But you need to learn how to control yourself. “ 
 
    And she said, “You need to control your lustful desires,” even as she gave in to her lustful desires. 
 
    Flo had a third drink, then managed to stop. She wasn’t much of a drinker. Besides, there was a headiness that was much more intoxicating than alcohol going on here. 
 
    For an hour she sat with Barry. She held his imprisoned penis and asked him questions.  
 
    ‘When did you first realize that you needed to control your cock around me?’ Right after Mom and Dad died and I moved in. 
 
    ‘Where did you get this device?’ Off the internet. 
 
    ‘Have you ever had a girlfriend?’ Yes, but I have no interest in girls now. 
 
    The questions became more sexually oriented. 
 
    ‘How often do you masturbate?’ Three or four times a week. Sometimes more. 
 
    ‘Do you think of me when you jack off?’ Yes. 
 
    ‘Do you imagine my tits?’ Yes. 
 
    ‘You really have sexual feelings for me?’ He nodded. 
 
    And, it popped out of her, ‘Have you ever worn girl’s underwear?’ No. 
 
    She held his penis, felt it pulse and throb. She felt drops of pre-cum making her hand sticky, but she didn’t care. She treated such extrusion as hand cream. 
 
    Finally, she let go of him and fixed dinner. She stood at the stove and felt little shivers shoot through her groin. She felt a swoony heat filling her. Especially her pubic area. 
 
    She took him another glass of Coke, and her pussy felt like it was discharging juice when her hand brushed against his. 
 
    Her nephew was horny for her. 
 
    And, she felt a power, a sexual power, that she hadn’t felt since she was a young girl playing with sex. 
 
    What should she do  about Barry. Even though she realized that she was already doing something about him. 
 
    Was it wrong for her to do things? To feel heat in her loins for him? 
 
    She knew it had to be, but thirteen years of frustration made her not care. Thirteen years of being a spinster, bottled up.  And now it felt like she was a dam that had burst. 
 
    She brought dinner in, and she had to cut his meat. She sat next to him now, and she leaned over and cut his steak into bite sized pieces. 
 
    Again, he smelled her hair, and he was aware of his cock trying to get loose. God, he was horny. 
 
    Normally he kept his horniness under wraps. He jacked off when it got too bad, but now he couldn’t. And he couldn’t take the tube off. His feelings were getting worse and worse, growing larger and more commanding. 
 
    They ate slowly, now not talking. Him starting to come down from the drugs and feeling a bit of embarrassment. 
 
    But not too much because it was done. 
 
    She chewed her food and kept glancing down at his cock. It was beautiful, and it looked like it would grow to a substantial size if she let it out. 
 
    But she didn’t want to let it out. She wanted to keep it prisoner, to feel it, to watch it, to know that she controlled it, and through it, her nephew. 
 
    After dinner, she had to wash the dishes herself, they watched TV and didn’t talk about the situation. 
 
    A stupid game show, an innocuous bunch of fluff that had nothing to do with the workings of the universe. 
 
    After a while he yawned. 
 
    “Are you tired?” 
 
    “A little,” he admitted. 
 
    “You’re going to sleep down here for the next couple of days.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Here, lean against me. 
 
    She put her arm around his shoulders, being very careful, and helped him lean, his good shoulder against her. 
 
    He felt her large breasts as she sank lower. Then he was crying in them. Turning his head and getting her large boobs wet. 
 
    She held him, soothed him, and gloried in the feeling of him letting out his pain. 
 
    Such a beautiful boy. 
 
    Then he slept. He was like a little boy, leaning against her bosom, and it was good and comfortable, and she started to drift. 
 
    She slithered out from under him, managed not to wake him, and headed upstairs. 
 
    She was still in her cycling outfit, and she stepped out of it and into the shower. She soaped herself, rinsed herself, then stepped out and dried herself off. 
 
    She sat down at her vanity table and studied herself. 
 
    Thirty-five years old. Still a good looker. And still able to get wet over a boy. 
 
    Oh, Lord, what was she doing? 
 
    Yet there was not a chance in Hell of her stopped her lust, her desire, her…perversion. 
 
    She slipped into a thin chemise, blue with a flower pattern on the top. She slid under the sheets of her big, poster bed. 
 
    She lay, and felt her breasts with her hands, touched her nipples and felt the tingle reach all the way from nipple to groin. 
 
    One hand reached down to her pussy and explored her button. 
 
    She hadn’t done anything like this in years; she couldn’t even remember the last time she had taken herself to paradise. 
 
    Why? When had her life dried up? 
 
    Her hand moved faster and she felt the heat exploding up from her sexual center. She pulled on a nipple and it felt so fucking good! She arched her back and pushed her fingers into her hole. She remembered the feelings, was guided by the remembrance of doing this so many years before. 
 
    She needed this. 
 
    And under that thought was the barely recognized thought: I need him. 
 
    The explosion came, and she made a mewling sound as her hips thrust up and her thighs began clenching and unclenching. It went on a long time, and she rode it. And she thought: I have the key…I have the key. 
 
    She slept.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Flo awoke in the morning feeling wonderful, horny, and conflicted. 
 
    Her nephew loved her. Or, at least obsessed about her. Was that bad? 
 
    She got up and got dressed, and for the first time in years she dressed to impress somebody, as opposed to just dressing for comfort. 
 
    She put on a pair of shorts, half bra, a tight boy beater that showed her thrusting nipples. 
 
    For a minute she stared at her image in the mirror and thought about chickening out. Then she smiled and went downstairs. 
 
    Barry was just waking up. He was stretching, and he smiled as Flo entered the room, then he grew red and flustered. 
 
    “Good morning?” she chirped at him, then she laughed. “Remembering what you said yesterday?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” he looked down. 
 
    She sat on the coffee table and faced him. She lifted his chin and said, “Don’t be.” 
 
    He saw her tits then, and he gasped. 
 
    She laughed. “What would you like for breakfast?” 
 
    “Uh…I want…uh…” 
 
    Flo loved it, but she also took pity on him. She picked up the bottle of pills the doctor had left and shook a tab out. “Here. Vicodin. It’ll help with the ‘pain.’” 
 
    He took the pill and swallowed it without water. 
 
    She nodded, then headed for the kitchen. She was making pancakes when he entered. 
 
    “On your feet? The doc said you should lay around.” 
 
    “It’s boring laying around,” he murmured, and he watched her at the stove. 
 
    She could feel his eyes on her, and she smiled. 
 
    She suddenly turned around and arched her chest a bit, thrust her tits at him. “What do you think? Should I wear more clothes like these?” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. 
 
    A moment later she placed a plate of pancakes on the table. She made sure she leaned forward a little bit to give him an eyeful. “How’s the cock tube thing?” 
 
    “Uh, it’s good.” 
 
    He was able to butter and pour syrup on the pancakes, and he ate silently. 
 
    She sat at the table and watched him eat. He was embarrassed, but the Vicodin was starting to take effect. He stared at her breasts. 
 
    “Would you like to touch them?” 
 
    “Uh…” he almost choked. 
 
    “You can, you know. Maybe after breakfast I’ll let you kiss them.” 
 
    In spite of the Vicodin Barry was blinking rapidly. 
 
    Flo laughed and had herself a pancake. 
 
     
 
    After breakfast she did the dishes and they went out to the sun room. She to tease, him because he was hopelessly besotted. 
 
    He sat on a couch, which was comfortable for his shoulder. She sat on a rocking chair and rocked, and watched him with bemused eyes. 
 
    “You don’t mind if I tease you a bit, do you?” 
 
    “No. No.” He was breathing hard. 
 
    Why are you holding that blanket around yourself. 
 
    “I couldn’t get dressed by myself.” 
 
    “Hunh. Well, I can help you later, but why don’t you lose that blanket?” 
 
    “Lose the—“ 
 
    She reached forward and pulled the blanket off him. He sat awkwardly, unsure what to do. He was a bit overwhelmed. His body was strong and lithe, a bit slender. His cock cage hung, and gave little movements as he tried to get hard. 
 
    “God, that must be weird,” she said, staring at the cage. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. You could let me out?” 
 
    “And then what? You’d try to make love to me? To your aunt?” 
 
    He blushed. “I wouldn’t try to do that!” 
 
    “But what if I wanted you to?” 
 
    “Uh…oh…uh…do you?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. It’s been so long since anybody used my pussy…I don’t think I remember how to use it.” 
 
    Barry was speechless at that. The way she used words like ‘pussy,’ how she was blatantly teasing him. 
 
    As for Flo, this was just an extension of that delightful sexual power she had discovered in herself the previous night. She remembered jacking off to him, and thinking about how he had jacked off to her. 
 
    How far was she willing to go? 
 
    He was willing to go all the way, obviously. He said, blurted, “I can help you remember.” 
 
    She giggled at his brazenness. “Would you like to lick my pussy?” 
 
    He nodded, his head moving as fast as a jack rabbit humps. 
 
    “I don’t know. I pee down there. You wouldn’t want to get your mouth all dirty with my pee, would you?” 
 
    He was hesitant. Of course he would, but he had never eaten pussy before, and she realized that. 
 
    “Besides, you’re probably a beginner. You wouldn’t really know how to eat me out. At least, not the right way.” 
 
    He was so disappointed and she stifled more laughter. 
 
    “Would you like to touch my tits?” She deliberately used the word tits instead of breasts. Talking dirty was so much more delicious. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She lifted her boy beater and he stared at the way her breasts bulged over the half bra. 
 
    “Oh, look. You’ve made me horny. My nipples are so erect.” 
 
    He made a sound like air whistling out of him. 
 
    “Well, come over here and feel them.” 
 
    He used his good arm to lever out of the couch and approached her. He moved slowly, as if afraid, and his eyes were locked on her tits. 
 
    Hesitantly, he reached out and placed a hands on one of her boobs. Flo gave a little moan. Electricity surged through her breasts and her pussy suddenly felt moist and hot. 
 
    He moved his hand over the bulge of them, then felt her nipple. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered. “That feels good.” 
 
    He looked at her, desire naked in his innocent, brown eyes. 
 
    “Kiss my nipples.” 
 
    He knelt, and leaned his head forward and kissed her nipple, and couldn’t stop. He put his mouth over the turgid tip and began to suckle. 
 
    She felt herself melting. She was playing with fire, and now it had backfired on her. As he obsessed over her, she was starting to obsess over the feelings exploding in her body. She put her arms around his head and pulled him closer to her. His hand fondled her mammaries and he sucked harder. 
 
    “Heysoos, Xristo!” she mumbled, then she pushed gently and detached him from her boobs. 
 
    He stared at her like she was a Goddess and he was just a hopeless peasant. 
 
    “Sit down,” she said, and her voice didn’t sound like her. It was more of a groan of desire. 
 
    He went back to the couch and sat, and stared at her. 
 
    Oh Lord, she thought, What am I going to do with this boy? I’m stuck in a house and he can’t do anything and I’m not supposed to do anything! 
 
    But she wondered, way in the back of her mind, how she was supposed to withhold herself. 
 
    Thirteen years without a fuck. Probably five without even masturbation. Until last night. And then her hot blood had come back to her. Hot blood, hunh! She felt like she had lava in her veins and the volcano was about to explode! 
 
    “So,” she said, “What do you want to do today?” 
 
    “Be with you,” he blurted. 
 
    The center of her chest was hot. She was having trouble breathing. 
 
    Her perverse nature took over. “How about if I play with you?” 
 
    “Sure,” he had no idea what he was agreeing to. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go upstairs. Can you make it up the stairs?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Heck, he would have climbed to the top of the house if she had asked. 
 
    She stood up, and he struggled up again. She took his cock cage in her hand and he gasped. 
 
    “And you really can’t cum with this on?” 
 
    “No. But…I’ve never felt this excited.” 
 
    She nodded. She turned and pulled on his cage. He stumbled after her. 
 
    As they walked she felt the smooth roundness of his balls. They felt so very, very full. 
 
    “How long since you jacked off?” she asked as she helped him up the stairs. 
 
    “A week.” 
 
    “And you said you jacked off three or four times a week. You must be full.” 
 
    He nodded. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt this full.” 
 
    “Well, sorry to say, I haven’t made up my mind as to when I’m going to let you out of that thing. It might be some time before you get out and get your rocks off.” 
 
    “Oh,” his breathing was ragged. 
 
    They entered her room and she told him to get on the bed. 
 
    He did, favoring his shoulder, and she watched him. 
 
    “Is your shoulder all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    Of course he was on Vicodin. And, she smiled, he was probably so horny he wouldn’t have felt it if a goat butted his ass. 
 
    “Lay on your back and raise your arms towards the posters.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “And that feels okay?” 
 
    “Yeah. Feels kind of good.” 
 
    She took four scarves out of her dresser and began tying him down. He watched, and groaned. 
 
    Done, she stood back and inspected him. He was such a hunky piece of meat. So sweet. 
 
    She went to her jewelry box and took out the key to his cock cage. 
 
    He watched as she climbed onto the bed and took the padlock off. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” he whimpered as his cock unfolded. 
 
    It was big, and thick. His balls weren’t so stretched tight now, and they didn’t look so shiny, but they sure felt full. 
 
    She placed her hand around his cock, she smiled as she watched him. 
 
    She moved her hand up and down and his hips bucked. 
 
    She bent her head to his groin and took the tip of his cock in her mouth. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” 
 
    She felt pre-cum drool out of the head, and she jacked him slowly, and felt more pre-cum issue. 
 
    She took his balls in her hands and rolled them. 
 
    “Oh…oh…God!” 
 
    She released his cock and sucked on first one ball, then the other. 
 
    His eyes were closed, and his hips gave little jerks. She knew he wanted her to get him off, but thee was no way that was going to happen. She had her boy toy now, and she wasn’t willing to let him go. 
 
    She climbed on top of him. Her pussy rested on his groin just above his cock. His cock surged up and nestled between her ass checks. She was careful not to put any weight on his bad shoulder. 
 
    She leaned down and her breasts brushed against his chest. 
 
    They stared at each other, their faces inches apart. His cock was now bouncing against her ass. She smiled, leaned down further and placed her lips gently on his. She held still, and he raised his head. She backed off and he moaned. She brought her lips down to his again, and took them away. Again and again. 
 
    Suddenly she had an idea. She had a tube of lipstick on the dresser. She leaned over and up, her breast brushing his face and his lips trying to capture it. 
 
    She closed her hand on the tube just as his lips closed on her nip. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” She enjoyed the feeling of him sucking on her for a moment, then she pulled back. 
 
    She sat upright, his cock drooling on her ass, and unscrewed the lipstick. 
 
    He watched in fascination as she rolled the red substance on her lips. There was a slightly sweet smell to the lipstick, and she loved that smell. 
 
    Holding the lipstick in one hand she leaned down again. He stared at her now red lips. She got closer, and closer, then touched her lips to his. 
 
    He could taste the lipstick, smell it, feel it. 
 
    She kissed him fully now, grinding her mouth on to his. Opened her mouth a bit and Frenching him. 
 
    She sat up and stared at him with a twisted smile. Young men were so easy. 
 
    Was she easy? 
 
    Not if thirteen years meant anything. And yet, as long as she was in charge…she was easy. 
 
    And, another idea. 
 
    She reached down to his face with the lipstick and began applying it to him. 
 
    At first he had a wild look in his eyes, but he kept looking at her, and between Vicodin and horniness she could feel him melt. 
 
    She remembered her boyfriend of thirteen years ago. A cross dresser. And she had been so stupid. 
 
    She leaned down again, and their red lips were again inches apart. 
 
    “Would you like to wear my underwear?” 
 
    “I…don’t…know…” 
 
    “Have you ever thought about wearing women’s underwear?” 
 
    “Uh…not really.” 
 
    Not really, now that was an answer to be explored. But not yet. 
 
    “I want to make you wear my panties. And you would love garters and nylons. Of course we would have to shave your body, first.” 
 
    “Not just my legs?” 
 
    “Why go halfway?” She pecked at his lips with hers. He wanted more, tried to raise his head, but she was too fast for him. 
 
    “I’ve got a bra that will fit you, and my mother had breast forms from when she had cancer. They’re still in the attic. We could dress you up, just like a big, life-sized Barbie. Would you like to be my little dress up doll?” 
 
    He was so horny he didn’t hesitate. “Sure.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Then we’ll do that, but here’s the tough part, we need to get you back in chastity before we do that. With that big, old cock you’d rip right through my underwear. We need to get you soft and put you away.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    He was so hungry for her he would have agreed if she had asked him to shave his head for her. 
 
    “Well, okay. Get soft.” 
 
    “Uh…” he was caught. He was going to have a hell of a time going limp. Especially with her on him. Especially with her kissing him and rubbing his cock with her ass. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “I, uh, can’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” her lips were so close he was cross-eyed for looking at them. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Oh. You want me to get off you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Of course you don’t, but I have to get off you if your dick is ever going to go down.” 
 
    The answer was miserable, but irrefutable. He nodded. 
 
    Sighing, she climbed off him. She was almost all the way off him when she stopped. “Of course, we could just get you off. Let you have a little relief. Let you squirt your man juice. That would make you limp.” 
 
    The look in his eyes. Desperate, hopeful. 
 
    “Nah. We don’t want to do that.” 
 
    He made a mewling sound in his throat. 
 
    “We need to keep you erect. You’ve been bad, lusting after me, staring at my ass. Kissing my tits. You need to suffer a little, don’t you?” 
 
    Tears leaked out of his eyes, but he was compelled to agree. “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay. Wait here and I’ll be back.” 
 
    She sauntered out of the room, enjoying the way he stared at her round globes. 
 
    Giggling, she ran down the hallway, the stairs, and out to the kitchen. She wrapped some ice cubes in a towel and ran back up the stairs. 
 
    She walked into the bedroom like she had walked all the way. She tried to look bored, but her face was flushed and her eyes were glittering. 
 
    His cock was still erect, pointing towards the far stars like it wanted to take off. 
 
    She wrapped the towel around his penis, pulled it firm, and said, “I’ll be back in a while.” 
 
    She left the room. Only to sit down against the wall right outside the door and hold in her giggles. She had never had such fun in her life. He was so much putty to her, and she was making up for years of starving herself. 
 
    And, truth to her, she felt like she was helping him. She would have a little fun, he would get over his obsession with her, and be able to go out with girls his own age. 
 
    Which wasn’t a happy thought, but she told herself it was. 
 
    She waited ten minutes, feeling the excitement in her chest. Her nipples stayed erect and she even felt them and gave a light groan. 
 
    After ten minutes she walked back in the room. She grabbed the towel and took it off and quickly put the chastity tube back on. She just made it. His cock was pressing hard enough to push the cage off if she hadn’t locked it. 
 
    He was writhing and moaning when she loosened the scarves and helped him off the bed. 
 
    “Now then, it’s time to have some fun.” 
 
    He looked at her with puppy dog eyes. Desperate, pleading. 
 
    She took him into the bathroom and found a bottle of Nair. She smothered it all over his body. Even worked it into the crevices of his groin and the chastity tube. 
 
    “It’s going to burn in about ten minutes. When it does hop in the shower and do a good rinse.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She returned to the bedroom and rummaged through her drawers. She found panties and bra, garter and nylons. She went to the attic and searched for her mother’s breast forms. They were in the back in a box. Though they had been there for years her mother had had the foresight to put a packet of moisture absorber in the box. They were in excellent shape, still cushy and bouncy with no cracks or peeling. 
 
    She returned to her bedroom and heard the shower running. 
 
    She stripped her own clothes off and stepped into the shower.  
 
    Barry’s eyes were wide as she soaped his chest, his back, his groin. They watched as hairs slid off his body and went down the drain. He immediately felt the electric sensation of having no hair and his cock struggled harder. 
 
    She led him out of the shower by the cock and dried him off. 
 
    “This feels incredible,” he whispered. 
 
    “And it’s only going to get better.” She gave him a kiss and dried his groin off. It was still wet in his cock cage and she picked up her hair dryer and knelt in front of him and dried everything off. 
 
    He shivered when she ran a finger up his crack and played with his asshole. Thirteen years previous her boyfriend had tried to get her to play with his asshole. He even had a dildo he wanted her to use, but she had refused. Now, looking up at the pleasure on Barry’s face she was sorry she hadn’t. 
 
    “Okay, honey, time to get you ready.” She handed him a pair of high cut panties.  
 
    He pulled them up and his cage fit perfectly in the small strip of material. 
 
    “Nice,” she pulled them tighter, snugged them up. “Now, the bra goes on like this,” she ran it around his waist and fastened it in front. Then she moved it around his waist so the clasp was in the back. “You won’t be flexible enough to do this behind your back, but this will work.” She lifted the straps and he managed to get his arms, even the bad one, under the straps. 
 
    She took the breast forms and put them in the cups. 
 
    It was a perfect fit. Her mother had been buxom, and now he was. 
 
    “If you like them we can glue them on you.” Then she giggled. “We could even get you some implants.” 
 
    He was shocked, but the idea held a certain degree of excitement. In fact, his cock surged in the tube. 
 
    She put the garter belt on him, then had him sit down and she rolled the nylons up his legs. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He whispered. “That’s so fucking sexy!” 
 
    “Feels good, eh?” 
 
    “Like putting your dick in a light socket!” 
 
    “Please don’t,” she laughed. 
 
    He grinned. “Well, no. But it’s like my skin is electric, it’s like I’ve got two skins and they’re both stimulated.” 
 
    “Hunh, I never thought of it that way, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “What now?” he asked. 
 
    Yes, what now. She didn’t want to put clothes on him. She wanted to see him in underwear. It was so much more sexier. 
 
    “How about your fingernails? And your toenails?” 
 
    “You mean paint them?” 
 
    She nodded. Her eyes revealed her excitement, and it was catching. “But I won’t be able to go out!” 
 
    “Wear gloves.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “You don’t have to be in school until fall. You could spend the whole summer with long, sexy nails. Meow!” She made a scratching motion and laughed. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    First she had him sit on the bed and she painted his nails a bright red. He watched in fascination, and she noted that his cock was drooling inside the cage. He was getting really turned on. 
 
    She coated them with hard lacquer, then had him sit at the vanity table. She prepared his nails, painted them, and coated them. 
 
    Halfway done he said, “I love you, Aunt Flo.” 
 
    She looked up at him. “And I love you.” 
 
    They were silent for a moment, then she added, “But I’m not going to be upset when you go to college and meet some girl who makes your dick hard.” 
 
    He doubted her, and yet knew it was true. He might meet a girl. This could all change. 
 
    She saw the distress on his face. She patted his cheek and said, “We’ve got time. Let’s just enjoy ourselves this summer.” 
 
    He nodded, and grew happier. 
 
    She selected long ovals, and he stared at them. “Those are long.” 
 
    “Yep,” she kissed him gently. 
 
    “Are you going to put make up on me?” 
 
    “Would you like me to?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve already had lipstick on me.” 
 
    She nodded. “Let’s do it.” 
 
    She sat on his lap then and worked on his face. She cleaned it and primed it. She laid a foundation, then added color. Over her shoulder he watched as his face was changed. He studied how she brushed color on his eyes and determined to remember how she did that. He wanted to be able to do that himself. 
 
    She added lipstick at the end, and he was femme. 
 
    “You’ve got long hair, would you like me to style it?” 
 
    He looked like a little girl as he nodded hopefully. 
 
    So she washed it, gave it long waves, and applied hair spray. 
 
    Then she said, “I’m going to pierce your ears.” 
 
    He could hardly breath as she got out her piercing kit. He put up with the two pinches, then he had a series of three small, silvery hoops dangling from his lobes. 
 
    He was done, and he was as happy as he had ever been. He was filled with nervous energy and kept standing up and walking to see himself in a mirror. 
 
    Flo loved it. He was just like a daughter. 
 
    “I wish we could go for a bike ride,” he said, at one point. “I could wear your cycling outfit.” 
 
    The idea made her moist, and she could just see him in her outfit, big boobs swaying as he pedaled. “Next week. We’ll go riding next week.” 
 
    “And I’ll go as a girl.” 
 
    “Somebody might see you.” 
 
    “Then you’ll have to explain about the niece that came to visit you for a few days.” 
 
    It was a good thought. 
 
    After dinner she had herself a bourbon and Coke. Barry didn’t take another pill. He wasn’t feeling any pain, and he didn’t want to be dopey as he experienced himself as a girl. 
 
    After dinner, however, he brought up an interesting subject. They were watching TV and she had her hand in his panties and was fondling his package. He was giving little groans. He was terribly turned on. Not having cum for a week, being played with for a day, being a girl…he needed to cum. 
 
    But he wasn’t supposed to cum. Not according to Aunt Flo. 
 
    He said, “You know, there’s a way to get me off without getting me off.” 
 
    She looked at him. “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes.” I’ve read about it on the net, even tried it myself, but…you need another person to do it.” 
 
    “So how do I drain you without draining you?” 
 
    “It’s called a prostate massage. Should I stop now?” 
 
    “No, no. Explain.” 
 
    “Well, you massage my prostate in a certain way and that forces semen out of me. I’m drained, but I’m not allowed an orgasm.” 
 
    Flo turned to him. “Really?” 
 
    “That’s what I’ve read. You can read about it on the internet.” 
 
    She stood up and headed for the computer. He followed along. His boobs jiggling and his ass swaying. And almost falling down. Aunt Flo had put him in high heels and he was having a heck of a time staying balanced. 
 
    Flo powered up the computer and searched, and hit pay dirt right away. The term ‘prostate massage’ brought up 120,000,000 results in .45 seconds. 
 
    “Good Lord,” breathed Flo. 
 
    “I know. There’s a lot of stuff.” 
 
    There was a lot, but it was easily gone through and the pertinent information was quickly evident. 
 
    Trim your nails. Tons of lubricant. Gloves. You could use fingers or a tool. Flo had all these things in her house. Except the tool. 
 
    “Hmm. I guess I’ll have to use my fingers. I hate to trim my nails though.” 
 
    “I’ve got something you could use.” Barry’s face was red and he stared at the computer. 
 
    “Oh, really,” She drew out the ‘really’ and turned to face him. She had a big grin on her face. 
 
    He managed to face her and said, “I bought a prostate massager. I’ve tried to do this myself, but…you really need two people.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    He grinned. Then he sobered. “Am I…is there something wrong with me? Wanting to do this stuff?” 
 
    Flo had memories of how she had not wanted to do ‘this stuff,’ she shook her head. “It’s normal to explore, to find out what you like and want. There would be something wrong with you if you didn’t want to try ‘this stuff.’” 
 
    He nodded. Then, “So how do you want to do this?” 
 
    “Well, we can go up and kiss and cuddle and I can gently take your virtue…” 
 
    He didn’t look too excited, even though he loved to kiss her and make out. 
 
    “Or, we could tie you to the bed and I could pretend I’m raping you.” 
 
    “Oh!” popped out of his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, you kinky, little boy. Well, get your ass upstairs and I’ll come up and tie you down. Put this prostate massager on my dresser.” 
 
    He kicked off his heels and ran, full tilt, a super sprint that would have put Usain Bolt to shame, up the stairs. Upstairs, in his garret, he found the little specialized butt plug and ran down to Flo’s room. She was just coming up the stairs and he threw himself on her bed and tried to get his breath back. 
 
    “Well, well,” she said, sashaying into the room. “Who is this little whore on my bed?” 
 
    Barry said nothing. He lay face down and waited. 
 
    “Well, I guess I’ll just have to tie him down and rape him.” 
 
    Barry didn’t move as she fastened him to the posts with the scarves. She pushed two pillows under his pubic area, leaving his cock cage hanging. 
 
    “And what is this?” she picked up the massager. “I think you need a bigger one.” 
 
    Barry could’t help the squeak that came out of his throat. 
 
    “Oh, you’d like a bigger one, too. Well, by next week I’ll have a ten inch cock strapped to my waist, and I will open you up and show you paradise.” 
 
    Barry moaned. 
 
    “But for right now we’ll just have to use this little fellow.” 
 
    Flo lubricated the prostate massager, and she pushed lubricant up his asshole. She swirled it around with her finger and made sure Barry was super juicy. 
 
    “Okay, sunshine, here we go.” 
 
    She placed the prostate massager at his butthole and pushed it in. 
 
    Barry groaned. He had had it inside his butt before, but somebody else doing it to him was super exciting. 
 
    Flo reached around, inserted a finger under his breast form and started playing with his nipple. With her other hand she began moving the butt plug. She followed the directions they had read on the net, and shortly Barry was moaning and twitching, then he abruptly said, “I’ve got to pee. 
 
    “That’s what we’re waiting for, honey. Let it go.” 
 
    He lay there, gave his hips a pump, and semen started leaking out of his dick, and drizzling down from his cage. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. He felt the semen leave, and he felt a curious lassitude assail him. “It’s working,” he said. 
 
    “You bet it is,” she said, “You’re cumming buckets.” 
 
    “I don’t feel an orgasm.” 
 
    “Good!” 
 
    For a long minute he emptied himself, then it was done. She drew the device out of his butt and slapped his ass. 
 
    “How was that?” 
 
    Barry explained. “It was amazing. The odd thing is that I wasn’t in control, and I do feel sort of raped.” 
 
    “Well, we didn’t get violent, but I did steal all your semen.” 
 
    “Semen thief,” he blurted. 
 
    She laughed and said, “And I’m going to do this all summer.” Then she had a thought. “You know, it said on the net that you wouldn’t be able to cum.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Maybe we should set you free for a while, test that theory out.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Aunt Flo and Barry walked to the bus. It was end of summer and time for his first year in college. She handed him the key. “Now, remember. Only use it when you’ve got a girlfriend. No jacking off.” 
 
    Barry grinned. “But what if I don’t meet a girl?” 
 
    “Honey, you haven’t cum all summer. Your cock is going to be rock hard and ready to go.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Besides, if you don’t meet a girl?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’ll have your underwear ready at Christmas break.” 
 
    She kissed his cheek, patted his butt, and sent him on his way. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    She stood in a group of girls and guys, but stood out. 
 
    She was slender, large breasted, wore a black hoody and black nylons. And black high heels. And it looked like her hair might even be black under the hoodie. 
 
    Gus was fascinated. He crossed the campus every day, and everyday she was there, cool as a frozen cucumber. Standing apart. Watching. 
 
    Watching him even as he watched her. Her glittering eyes following him as he trucked over the low grass mounds between the brick buildings. 
 
    He wondered what she was majoring in. He was majoring in English. Didn’t know what good it was going to do him for a career, but he found Shakespeare to be a weird dude. Everything he said seemed impactful and insightful 
 
    When he passed her and her group of friends he was on his way to to English Literature and Composition. And after he had passed them he always had the feeling he was still being watched. Even out of sight, eyeballs were on him. Made his hackles stand up. 
 
    Two weeks into the class he was surprised to see the girl in black walk down to the podium and hand the professor a slip of paper. The professor nodded, waved towards the other students. Apparently he told her to find a seat, as she walked to an aisle and came up to Gus’s row and sat next to him. 
 
    Gus felt the hairs on his whole body stand up. He felt like he was outside his body looking in. He had never felt so awkward and downright out of place in his life. 
 
    The girl snickered, weird, like she was enjoying a joke, then opened her notebook and held her pen. Ready to go with Lit and Comp. 
 
    The lecture was a comparison of Rodion Raskolnikov and Uriah Heep. Raskolnikov was presented as a schismatic and Heep was a counterpoint. For Gus it was fascinating. The girl didn’t show any emotion, just made notes in a very precise hand. 
 
    Lecture over, Gus put his notes into his backpack and stood up. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    He looked at the girl who fascinated him so and sat. And he wondered: did I sit because she told me to? Or because I wanted to? 
 
    “Raskolnikov is a conscience. Heep is the devil on your shoulder. You will be my Raskolnikov and I will be your Heep. Okay?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Right?” 
 
    “Sure.” Did he agree because he wanted to? Or because she wanted him to? 
 
    “Meet me at King Arthur’s tonight at Six. You can buy the pizza and I will suck your cock.” 
 
    She smiled, white teeth through red lipstick that looked dark under the hoodie. She stood up and left. 
 
    Gus, of course, had an instant boner.  
 
    He wasn’t any kind of a lady’s man. He wasn’t a virgin, but not by much.  
 
    He stood up, held his back pack in front of him to hide his excitement, and followed her up the stairs and out of the lecture hall. He exited the hall and saw her a hundred yards away, further than she should have been, but somehow she managed to move fast. He looked at her round ass under the lip of the hoodie. Damn. Dinner. A blow job. And from a girl he thought was a fox. 
 
    Things were looking up for young Gus. 
 
      
 
    Gus showed up at King Arthur’s Pizza at 6 precisely. He waited around the corner until 5:59, walked for one minute, and strode into the establishment. 
 
    Sofia was already there. 
 
    King Arthur’s was a long, narrow space. The kitchen was on the left as you walked in. You paid, picked up your beer or soda, sat down for about ten minutes, and your number was called. 
 
    The dining area opened up a bit and there were two rows of booths and a single row of tables. The booths were shiny wood that had been heavily lacquered. 
 
    Gus saw the group of black hoodies at the rear of the dining area. 
 
    He counted about ten people, which was half of the group that hung out together on campus. 
 
    He was supposed to go out on a date with ten people watching his every move?  
 
    He stood next to the bar and frowned. He thought about turning around and leaving. This was a joke. Suck his dick, eh? With ten people watching. 
 
    He was seen. One of the kids in the hoodies pointed at him and said something and everybody turned. He saw Sofia look at him, speak to one of the kids, and that one got up and walked towards him. 
 
    The kid who approached him was sort of unisex. Sort of a he in the face, but little buds on the chest. Then he brushed back the hoodie and stepped in front of him, and he looked like a she. 
 
    “Go on back. We’re waiting for you.” 
 
    “Uh, okay.” His mouth was dry and he swallowed and tried to lubricate his tongue. He walked towards the rear of the pizza parlor. The kid who had ‘retrieved’ him got a pitcher of beer and followed him. 
 
    Gus stopped next to the two tables that held this little band of hoodies. Everybody stared at him. Sofia smiled wanly. “On time. Have a seat.” 
 
    Two guys slid out of the bench she was on and he was expected to slide in. Sofia patted the bench. “Come on. Our bites don’t hurt.” 
 
    Somebody snickered, then shut. There was no telling who. 
 
    Gus sat down and moved towards her. Part of him wanted to leave, but she was staring at him so raptly, so hungrily. 
 
    She was slouching into the corner, but she straightened up enough to put an arm around him. He was bigger than her, but there was something about their sizes that was skewed. And their situation. Like he should have been in the corner and be the one who put his arm around her. Except it was reversed, and his mind felt funny. 
 
    “His mind feels funny,” she said.  
 
    Somebody giggled, couldn’t tell who. 
 
    He felt weird and awkward and he realized that she had apparently read his mind. 
 
    “What do you mean? Why do you say that?” 
 
    She kept that half smile on her face and said, “I was just guessing. Why? Does your mind feel funny?” 
 
    Everybody was looking at him. Nobody had their hoodie up now and he could see their faces. A variety of thin and oval and chunky and fat and so on. 
 
    Bodies were an assortment of fat to thin. Well, not fat fat, but just chubby to slender. There were a couple of guys like him, but chubby, and then there were a variety of girls, and the more slender they got the bigger their boobs. The more sensual their lips. The longer their hair. 
 
    “Pour him a beer. He needs to lighten up.” 
 
    The half and half girl, or guy, or whatever, who had met him at the bar poured into a mug and pushed the mug towards him. 
 
    “Go on. Drink. Be Merry.” Several of the kids laughed outright at that. “Have a good time.” 
 
    Gus couldn’t wait to pour some suds down his throat. He tilted his head and glugged, and felt her hand caress his throat. He lowered his head and looked at her. 
 
    “Let’s change places. You can put your arm around me then. It’ll make you feel better.” 
 
    She backed up her words by taking her arm off his shoulders, turning as she threw her leg over his lap, and slithering across him. 
 
    Briefly, he wondered how she could do this. He wasn’t unduly thick, but he did have some muscles, and there simply wasn’t room for both of them, especially with her bent the wrong way on his lap, to switch places. 
 
    Then he realized that she had somehow got her legs up. She stopped on his lap and ground her crotch down on his. His cock was hard and he couldn’t swallow. She smiled and he felt her pussy riding over his cock. His dick, hard from the moment she touched him, rode right into her crevice, kept out only by the thin, black, panty hose. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered into her happy face. 
 
    “Yes,” she murmured, and she put her arms around him and nuzzled into his neck. “You smell so good.” 
 
    Then she slithered the rest of the way over him and he was in the corner. She turned and moved her back into him, pulled his arm over her shoulder and held it across her chest. He could feel her sizable boobs with his forearm. 
 
    She turned her head and looked back up at him. She smiled sweetly and said, “Feel free to cop a feel.” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” 
 
    She laughed. “Drink some more beer.” 
 
    So he did. 
 
    When he put the mug down he noted that everybody was watching him. The chubby kids were jealous. The ones who were medium and had small tits were contemplative. The ones who were slender and had big boobs stared at him hungrily. 
 
    “Come on, people. It’s a party.” 
 
    It was like a switch had been thrown. Sofia spoke and the kids all turned to each other and engaged in conversation. Two of the kids sitting opposite him, one slender and sexy, the other chubby and just showing a bit of tit were facing each other and whispering. Though they were just across the table from him, Gus couldn’t make out their words. They just created a sibilant hiss between them, and nodded and held hands and spoke into each other’s ears. 
 
    Whisper, whisper. Giggling and occasionally looking at the rest of the people at the table. 
 
    And the other conversations were…odd. Hard to distinguish, and from the body languages it looked like they could have been talking about baseball, or a senior prom, or how to rebuild a car. 
 
    Weird. 
 
    “I noticed you noticing me,” Sofia said. 
 
    She was looking up at him. Her hoodie was pushed back now, and he marveled at her beauty. Her hair was dark, but natural, not colored. She had dusky eye shadow and her lips were red. Oddly, her face was pale. Like wearing the hoodie might have stopped the sun from tanning her delicate skin. 
 
    “Well, you’re pretty good looking.” 
 
    “Wonderful. You’re a narcissist’s dream. Tell me about how beautiful I am.” 
 
    So he did. “Your lips are very sexy. They’re sensual, and I like the color of them. 
 
    She turned, making her awkward position swanlike graceful and kissed his neck. “You’re nice. Are they soft enough?” 
 
    He gulped, and a pulse of blood slicked under the skin, under her lips. “Yeah. They feel real soft.” 
 
    She somehow contorted her neck around, stretched it out, without appearing weird, and kissed him softly on the lips. Her breath was minty, her tongue like French sandpaper, her lips chewed gently on his and his boner, which had never really gone down, surged more. 
 
    She giggled and ran a hand down to his crotch. She felt him, judged his girth and length. “Tell me more,” she cuddled against him. 
 
    He had to drink then. He was becoming overwhelmed. Some of the kids were glancing at him and he felt self conscious. 
 
    When he said nothing she asked, “What about my tits? How do they feel?” 
 
    She pulled his arm up and placed his hand on her right boob. 
 
    He nodded. Gulping. Terribly turned on. “It’s beautiful.” 
 
    “Come on, now,” she teased. “Beauty is used for looking. You’re feeling.” 
 
    “It feels soft, and…and the nipple is so rigid.” 
 
    “It should be. You turn me on.” 
 
    She slithered around, somehow got her legs up, and perched over him. He was trapped in the corner and she felt his pectorals. “You have tits, you know,” she whispered, and she kissed him again. Minty, but underneath a smell that wasn’t quite pleasant. 
 
    She pulled back, sat on his lap and reached into the pocket of the hoodie. She popped a breath mint into her mouth and sucked on it quickly. Then, as if starved, she launched her mouth upon his. 
 
    He lost himself in her mouth, ran his hands over her large boobs. 
 
    She gave a little moan and twisted on his lap, pushing her mons, and slit, and even clitoris, down on him. 
 
    He gasped. He imagined himself with no clothes, her fucking him. And he was close, ready to cum, and— 
 
    “Pizza’s here.” 
 
    Gus looked around, in the corner opposite him the two had pulled their hoodies up and they were pressed together, hood to hood, and whispering. Whisper, whisper. It was like they were connected, face to face, and doing something dirty but fun. 
 
    Sofia twisted off him and somebody handed her a slice. She didn’t eat, however, she fed him. She said, “Open your mouth. We feed each other here.” She pushed the tip of the pizza into his mouth and he bit and chewed. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    Around the table other kids were eating. The chubby ones, apparently having more appetite, did most of the eating, as if they were starved. When the big, pewter colored platters were empty two of the chubby kids actually licked them. Their long tongues lapped at the crumbs and bits of melted cheese. 
 
    Gus had four pieces, the most of any of them. A couple of the chubby students stared at the slices Sofia was feeding him hungrily. The slender ones looked at him hungrily. 
 
    For an hour the group sat and drank beer. If there wasn’t enough pizza there was enough beer. All they wanted, apparently. 
 
    Then, without a word, the kids on the ends of the table stood up, other kids slid out. Then Sofia moved to the end of the bench and stood up. She held a hand out to him. he took it and moved out next to her. He was taller than her by a couple of inches. And a couple more inches were her high heels. 
 
    The hoodie gang started moving towards the exit. 
 
    Sofia linked her arm with his and walked, staring up at him happily, intently. “Did you have fun?” 
 
    He nodded. “It was cool.” 
 
    “Icy cold, baby,” she whispered. 
 
    Ahead of them the kids were in pairs, linked arms, whispering. Whisper, whisper. 
 
    They stepped through the front door and stood on the walk. It was a hot day and they spread out a little bit. Gus was, for the first time, alone with Sofia. 
 
    She pressed against him, put her arms around him, and he had his arms around her. 
 
    She shook her head and somehow the hoodie was up. Weird, she didn’t use hands, just sort of shook her head, and it was up. 
 
    “Give me face,” she said. 
 
    He bent his neck and entered her hoodie. It was dark and her eyes glittered. She kissed him, and there seemed to be a lot of room in the hoodie, almost like they were in a tunnel. She whispered to him—whisper, whisper, a slither of syllables into his ear—“I’ll come suck you off tonight.” She giggled. “Unless you want me to suck you off right here. 
 
    He knew she would do it, too. She would pull his pants down and take his cock in her mouth right on the sidewalk. 
 
    She hesitated, watching him, gauging him, perhaps making sure he was truly snared. 
 
    She moved back and he was ejected from the tunnel of her black hoodie. “See you later, stud.” 
 
    Then she let go, was walking away, the rest of the kids moving into her wake. Arm in arm. Sometimes still connected by hoodie, kissing and whispering or doing whatever else they might do in the tunnel of their faces. 
 
    Gus stood, almost as if frozen, and watched. 
 
    His pants bulged and his cock throbbed. He had never had a woman do that to him. Of course, he was relatively inexperienced, but, still, he had the feeling that he had just experienced a sexuality that very few in the world experienced. 
 
    Nobody turned back to look at him. They crossed the parking lot and piled into an old van. All ten of them. The side door closed, the van started up and it was only then that Gus realized that she didn’t know where he lived. 
 
    He took a step and raised a hand, but it was too late. 
 
    Feeling crushed, his shoulders slumped. He turned and walked away. 
 
    Millville was a small town. The major business was the small college, and it didn’t take Gus long to walk across town, across campus, to a shady lane with modern apartments. 
 
    Modern, but shabby in construction and material. Doors warped out of true, light bulbs flickered when the city lights turned on, and there was a surfeit of cockroaches. 
 
    But nobody cared about the cockroaches. They just bought Raid by the gallon and the little apartments stayed relatively bug free. 
 
    Gus headed up the stairs and entered his domicile. It was a studio apartment with cheap furniture. The kitchenette had a rickety table. The couch was permanently folded out, and he slept sideways because there was a bar that ridged up through the thin, foam mattress. A book shelf laden with texts, assignments and a couple of Grace Mansfield novels. 
 
    In one corner a TV screen was mounted. On the floor underneath the screen was a CD player that hooked to the screen. There were only a couple of local channels for those who didn’t order cable, which Gus didn’t, but Gus liked old forties film noire, anyway. 
 
    He spent an hour studying, and it was hard. He kept thinking about Sofia, and was frustrated by the fact that she didn’t know where he lived. 
 
    Then he shrugged the irritation off. So he wasn’t going to get a blow job. That was no different from any other night,  right? So who cared? 
 
    He pushed his books aside and popped The Maltese Falcon into the DVD player. He got a Coke from the refrigerator that seemed to always be complaining, and it should, it looked like it had been built in the fifties, or maybe even when Sam was investigating Mile’s death, and sat back on the bed. 
 
    He was watching Sam travel to a vacant lot in Burlingame when he suddenly realized something. Right out of the blue. Like a bolt.  
 
    He had seen her name when he side glanced at her during class. it was at the top of her notebook. But she had never seen his. How weird. He thought about it. No, he hadn’t had his name on his notebook, or any of his notes, and he knew they hadn’t exchanged names. 
 
    So how had she even known his name? 
 
    Had she researched the guy who stared at her every day on the way across campus? Did a little birdie tell her? 
 
    Then Elisha Cook threatened Sam Spade and his conjecturing was done. Sam was about to out-tough the brassy gunsel. 
 
      
 
    He slept deeply. That was just his character. He was always tired from long days, and he lay down and zonked out. And he stayed zonked out until morning. 
 
    Usually.  
 
    His eyes blinked open. Somebody was in the apartment. 
 
    “It’s me,” Sofia’s voice murmured, and Gus relaxed. Sort of. He wondered how she had gotten into his locked apartment. 
 
    “How’d you get past the locked door?” 
 
    “I’m a sneak thief,” she giggled. “A cat burglar. Meow.” 
 
    It was dark, but a light crept past the drapes and he was able to se her. She was taking her clothes off. She pulled the hoodie off, and there was no bra. Which he knew from feeling her up earlier.  
 
    Her boobs were perfectly shaped, a slope to the erect nipple, tear drop shaped, large. 
 
    She pushed her black nylons down, and she wasn’t wearing underwear. 
 
    He gulped as he saw the V of her vagina. A small landing patch, moistness in the gloom of the room. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled the panty hose off her feet. She left her clothes in a clump by the side of the bed and crawled up the sheets towards him. Between his legs, holding his balls, one to a hand, and taking his cock in her mouth. 
 
    She sucked slowly, her rough tongue exciting the underpart of his head. Her eyes were open and joyful as they watched him. 
 
    He gasped. He hadn’t had many blow jobs, but he realized that this was special, even among blow jobs. 
 
    She played with his balls, pulled her mouth off him, kissed the tip, then crawled the rest of the way to him. 
 
    She snuggled against him, she wormed her face up to his and latched onto his mouth. They kissed and he tried to turn her over and take the top position. 
 
    She pushed him back and said. “I’m in charge here. If you want to fuck you’ll respect that. 
 
    He was so horny that he would respect that. 
 
    She kissed him again, and he tasted her fresh minty breath. And that underlying taste. Not rotten, but interestingly unfresh. 
 
    She crawled backwards down his frame and held his package and stared at him. She took him in her mouth again. Deliberately, and she sucked until he thought he was going to cum. 
 
    She backed off, kept her eyes off him and said, “I’m going to bite you.” 
 
    “Bite me?” 
 
    “It’ll hurt for a second, like a pinch, but I never fuck anybody unless I’ve bitten them first.” 
 
    “You’re weird.” 
 
    “I know. Ask me to bite you.” 
 
    For a small moment he didn’t want to. There was an underlying current of nervousness here. But he was too horny. He was pulsing in her hands. Blood was pounding in his groin. She stroked him lightly. 
 
    “Ask me.” 
 
    And, of course, he did. “Bite me,” he whispered. 
 
    She lowered her head, and this time, instead of looking at him, she gave a flick of her head and her long hair draped over him groin. He couldn’t see a thing. 
 
    “Ouch!” And he almost jerked back, pushed her head away, but it was only a pinch, a quick sting, and then…it felt good. It felt wonderful. It felt like he was on the best drugs in the world. 
 
    He felt her mouth taking him in, her soft lips running along the veins. Then she pulled back, and it felt like his very essence was going to spill happily out of his cock. 
 
    Back and forth, a slow rendering of his senses. He began to whimper, and he threw his head back and the sensations made him so dizzy the room wheeled about him. 
 
    Then she unmouthed him, crawled up and perched over him. Her perfect body was poised over his penis, her pussy touched the tip of his cock. 
 
    He couldn’t see his cock under the shadow of her body. 
 
    She had hurt him, but it didn’t feel like he was bleeding, and she sat atop him, watched him, expressionless, then she sank down. 
 
    She was moist and he entered her easily. She slid right down his shaft, and her mouth opened. Her lips looked dark in the night, and they looked even blacker when she smiled and showed her white teeth. 
 
    “How you doing, Gus?” 
 
    He wanted to ask her how she knew his name, but he could hardly think for the paradise engulfing his cock. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he muttered in between gasps. 
 
    She twisted her body on him, showing that same ability to contort that she had displayed in the pizza booth. 
 
    He felt his cock twist up inside her.  
 
    “Are you ready for fun?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    She laughed, and she reached down behind her and grabbed one of his ankles—she had such amazingly flexibility—and brought it up and stepped over it. Then she stepped over his other leg. 
 
    His legs were bent back, not uncomfortably, over his head. Her legs were outside his, but she still squatted on his penis. They were in the Amazon position, female dominant, and she began to fuck him.  
 
    She fucked him like she was the man, thrust her hips forward, pulling back so that his cock was bent by the rim of her pussy. She kept his legs up and fucked him. It was exactly like it would have been if she had the cock and was penetrating him. But…he was still penetrating her, and she was fucking him like a man. 
 
    It was more sensual than missionary, or some other normal position. His cock felt like it was being wrung out, and, again, he was getting close. He could feel his balls being squashed sensually when she slapped her hips into his. The trigger was happening deep in his groin. That little switch that clicked, and then the semen rushed up his shaft to explode out the end of his dick. 
 
    Except when the trigger clicked she sensed it and reached down and grabbed his cock at the base. She squeezed, and the sperm was blocked. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he moaned. 
 
    Somebody pounded on a wall somewhere. 
 
    “Let me go! Let me squirt!” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    She stopped moving and waited. The feeling went away. And he was twice as horny. 
 
    She began fucking him again, riding his cock like it was a pole and she was eating it with her slit. 
 
    “Feel my tits,” she said. 
 
    She was still pushing his legs back, but she was also leaning forward, and he was able to reach up and place his hands on her mounds. 
 
    “Squeeze them. Hard.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Harder!” 
 
    He gripped her tits hard, so hard she should have cried out, but she just smiled and groaned. “Bite my nipples.” 
 
    He shouldn’t have been able to reach them, they were so contorted, but somehow his neck bent and his head reached up and he mouthed those lovely pearls. 
 
    “Hard,” she whispered. Whisper, whisper. 
 
    He did.  
 
    “Harder!” 
 
    He did. He bit so hard he expected to draw blood, but she just moaned and fucked him harder, pulling her chest back so her nipples stretched out. 
 
    He felt the trigger click.  “Oh…oh…fuck!” 
 
    But she grabbed his cock again, resisted his attempts to pry her fingers loose, and the throb of pumping semen went away. 
 
    Two more times she did that, and he truly felt that he was going insane. Surely his head was going to pop right off his neck if she did it again. 
 
    Thank God, she didn’t. 
 
    She finally let him spew, but right before the sperm burst out she slipped off him, ducked her head, and caught the end of his cock neatly. 
 
    He bucked and pumped and long streams of semen issued forth, all caught by her mouth so black in the night. 
 
    Finally, he was exhausted. He was emptied, and he felt like sleeping. 
 
    She was fine with that. 
 
    She kissed him, and he tasted the light odor of semen on her lips, and she said, “Come hang with us tomorrow. You know where.” 
 
    “What time?” 
 
    But she was off the bed, slipping into her clothes. She didn’t bother wiping her slit, and he wondered if she was just going to go home dripping. 
 
    “It’s late. You can spend the night.” 
 
    “And miss all my fun time?” she laughed at him. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    But she was halfway to the door. “See you tomorrow, stud.” 
 
    The door opened and closed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Gus awoke and was tired. He was also happy. He was also nervous. 
 
    He was tired because he had spent the night fornicating. He was happy because he had just experienced a truly stupendous shtupping. 
 
    He was nervous because when he looked at his morning boner it had two punctures in it. 
 
    Just two, little marks. And they were already congealed. Not exactly scabbed over, but they didn’t leak and he felt no pain. 
 
    He wondered at her fucking him when she knew he was bleeding. That was a prescription for disease if he had ever heard one, but she hadn’t cared. 
 
    He wondered if she had something that he should worry about. 
 
    But, as the morning progressed his nervousness disappeared. The fact was that he was too horny to be nervous.  
 
    He had cum the night before, a hard cum with lots of semen, he should be limp for a day or two. He wasn’t. 
 
    At first he thought he was just suffering morning wood, but after he peed it was still hard, and in touching it to look at the puncture marks it felt so very good…he wanted to stroke himself off! 
 
    Made him feel a little studly, to be drained and yet ready for action the very next morning, just a couple of hours later. 
 
    He ate breakfast. Cereal. He wasn’t much of a breakfast guy, so he just ate some Raisin Bran and watched a little TV. Then he went over his notes from the day before and headed to school. 
 
    Early. 
 
    He walked across the campus, it was an hour before class, but the gang of black hoodies was out and waiting for him. 
 
    Before they hadn’t noticed him. Now they all turned and stared. He almost felt like they were shooting an invisible group ray at him to make him join them. 
 
    So he tromped across the grass and entered the group. 
 
    A few wan smiles, and that was it. 
 
    But he felt like he was part of them, that he belonged. 
 
    What a difference a night made. 
 
    Sofia waited for him, and he went to her. She smiled. She grabbed his face with both hands and kissed him soundly. 
 
    A couple of the chubby kids were envious, but that was all. 
 
    “How’s the dick, slick?” 
 
    “I’ve got two holes in it. Did you have to bite me so hard?” 
 
    “I did. I had to reach the essence.” 
 
    She had her arms around him as they talked. Looking up into his face with a sheer happiness. 
 
    “Jane, over there. She needs some help on an assignment. Go talk to her.” 
 
    Gus did. He wondered if he even had the option of refusing. But Jane felt like part of him. She even held his hand while they talked about basic grammar. 
 
    “Don’t use a comma and ‘and’ unless it sounds conversationally correct.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “They’re both temporary stops. Two temporary stops is redundant.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She was slender, her boobs almost as big as Sofia’s, and she studied him with a sharp, avid expression. He worked with her a while, then returned to Sofia. 
 
    “Will she pass her classes?” 
 
    She should. Her mistakes aren’t rudimentary which shows she isn’t behind.” 
 
    “You should check her next paper.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Sofia smiled, “You are wondering.” 
 
    “I am. I didn’t expect this to be a study group.” 
 
    “We are different. We must become noticeably superior to survive. I’m going to visit you tonight, but I can’t stay as long.” 
 
    He watched her expectantly. 
 
    “And a third night. Then you are on your own.” 
 
    He blinked. “What do you mean ‘on your own?’” 
 
    “Pair up with one of us.” 
 
    “Why not you?” 
 
    “I’m the recruiter.” As if that explained everything.  
 
    “You’re the leader of this shindig.” Though he didn’t really know what he was talking about. 
 
    “Be careful. I might just bite your dick off.” She chuckled. 
 
    “About that. You broke the skin last night. Two places.” 
 
    “Want me to kiss it and make it better.” 
 
    She was laughing at him, but he didn’t know why. His concerns were legitimate. People caught STDS, and AIDS. Only the unintelligent weren’t careful. 
 
    She could feel his consternation. She closed up with him. Grabbed his buckle and pulled him tight to her. “Fuck me for two more days, then you will understand. Did you do your homework?” 
 
    She switched subjects easily, and he didn’t, but he said, “I’ve got an outline for a paper.”  
 
    She linked arms with him, held her backpack with one arm, and they set off for the lecture hall. “Are you going to compare or contrast?” 
 
    “I think contrast will go over better.” 
 
    “Professor Higgins likes compare. At least people who present using compare get higher scores.” 
 
    This caused Gus deep thought. He blurted, “You’ve taken the class before.” 
 
    “Many times.” 
 
    “Why take it again?” 
 
    “I’m the recruiter.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he slowed a bit so they would have more time to talk.” 
 
    “You will in two days. Now don’t dawdle.” She pulled him along. 
 
    They sat together, and this day she was free in letting her eyes wander over his note taking. When the class was over she gave him notes on his notes, and said, “We’re eating at The Golden Chopstick tonight. Six o’clock. You should go home now.” 
 
    “I want to hang out.” 
 
    “You’re going to need rest. And I want you to get your paper done. Things are going to change in the next few days; things are going to be rough.” 
 
    He was puzzled, but she walked him back to the group, through the group, then stopped. She turned. “Jane.” 
 
    Jane approached her. “Walk Gus home. He’s being recalcitrant. You may spank him, but don’t fuck him.” 
 
    Jane smiled and hooked her arm into Gus’s. Gus looked back, but Sofia slid into the mess of black hoodies and he lost sight of her. 
 
    Jane jerked his arm to get attention back on going home. “Tell me again about grammar.” 
 
    Grammar. Hunh. 
 
    “How did you get involved with Sofia?” 
 
    “I was like you. I noticed them. I needed help. I was ready.” 
 
    “Ready for what?” 
 
    “For whatever,” she grinned up at him. Her smile was far back in her hoodie. 
 
    “Why don’t you take your hood off?” 
 
    “I’m cultivating mystery.” 
 
    She talked this way all the way to his apartment. He thought she would leave, but she walked him up the steps and into his apartment. 
 
    “Don’t you have to get back?” 
 
    “I like you,” he said. 
 
    “And I like you,” he blathered, not sure what was happening. 
 
    “Liar. You don’t know what you like. But Sofia promised me a partner. Maybe it’ll be you.” 
 
    “I don’t even know you.” 
 
    She nodded. “No. But Sofia knows both of us. Let’s study at your kitchen table. 
 
    She was confusing him. He didn’t know how. She was smart, funny if you got her humor, and gave the impression of knowing more than he did. 
 
    They sat at the table for two hours. He worked on his paper, outlining a draft. He made good progress, even though he had to stop and help her occasionally. 
 
    She was taking the English class he had done last quarter, so he knew pretty much what she had to do. 
 
    Finally, it was about four o’clock, she stood up and stretched. “It’s time to reward you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Punishment or reward. It is what life is about. You’re good for the group, you’ve helped me. I’ll reward you.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    She smiled and took off her black hoodie. 
 
    He drew in his breath. Like Sofia, she had a world class set of breasts. A little smaller, but very perky, and the nipples were ever so slightly larger. 
 
    She wiggled out of black, tight jeans, kicked off her high heels. 
 
    He was hesitant. He wanted her, he had had a boner all afternoon, but he thought about Sofia. She said they weren’t supposed to fuck. 
 
    “I thought Sofia said we weren’t supposed to fuck?” It killed him to say that. 
 
    “Oh, I’m not going to fuck you,” she stated, turning a slow cartwheel in the small apartment. “We’re just going to play. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    He hesitated and she frowned in irritation. “I can always spank you, instead.” 
 
    He took off his shirt, then pulled his pants down. His cock stood out. The two marks were plain to see on the top of the shaft. 
 
    She folded to her knees in front of him and held his cock. She touched one of the marks on his cock, then the other one. “Good healing.” She looked up. “But you’ll find that you heal faster now.” 
 
    An odd remark. 
 
    She ducked her head and sucked on him. She took her time, and he groaned. Then she slipped a finger around his butt and draggled it through his crack. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    She grinned up at him. “Feels good, yes?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “How about this?” 
 
    Her finger slid into his hole like it was buttered, or maybe had no joints. 
 
    “Oh! Don’t do that!” 
 
    “But I want to.” 
 
    She had her shoulder braced against his pelvis now, and her arm circled him. Her finger stayed in his anus and began moving around. 
 
    He tried to move, to shift, to turn, to get her finger out, but she leeched onto him, laughed at his antics, and inserted two fingers. 
 
    This is your prostate,” she said, rubbing something deep inside him. 
 
    He tried to hop walk and get off her finger, but she was having none of that. 
 
    She controlled him like that for about three minutes, then she pulled her finger out. “If I do that much more you’re going to drain. No draining until Sofia is through with you. Then, if that’s your cup of tea, and I can almost guarantee that it is, I’ll drain you every night. You’ll like it.” 
 
    He squinched his butt cheeks and rubbed a hand over his backside. His face was red. Jane was forty pounds lighter than him, but she had controlled him easily. She was just more flexible, wiry, and had a subtle strength that was greater than he had expected. 
 
    She mouthed his cock again. She moved slowly, watching him, and he could tell she was making sure he didn’t squirt. 
 
    In spite of having cum most violently the night before, he thought he might be able to if she would just…keep…going. 
 
    She held back though, and laughed at his hard cock. The way she was working him over, and especially with that finger up the ass trick, he felt the urge to squirt building and building. 
 
    But she just sucked him and slowed down every once in a while, and chuckled, and enjoyed his frustration. 
 
    Finally, it was past five, time to head out for dinner, and she put her clothes back on and said, “You know why I had to be here?” 
 
    “To study?” his brows knit. What other reason could there be? 
 
    “Got to make sure you don’t jack off.” 
 
    “But I wouldn’t have jacked off!” 
 
    “You say that because I was here to take your mind off it. But chances are you would have jacked off.” 
 
    “But I just came last night!” 
 
    “You’ll heal faster, and you’ll recover faster. That includes the production of sperm.” 
 
    He shook his head. A minute later she led him out of the apartment. 
 
    He thought: Sofia controlled me last night. Jane is leading me around today. Are these women female dominators or something? 
 
    “Or something,” murmured Jane absently. 
 
    Something was happening to Gus, because he din’t even make comment on the fact that she had read his mind. 
 
      
 
    Dinner at The Golden Chopsticks. For its grandiose name it was sort of a dive. In appearance. The food was most excellent. Ten steps above pizza. 
 
    Still, while the two, big, round tables they occupied were laden with dishes, only a few of the hoodie group ate big. 
 
    Gus did. He was surprised at how he pigged out. But he had only had cereal for breakfast and no lunch. He scarfed down noodles and exotic dishes and listened, only abstractly, as the hoodie group made jokes about the names of Chinese dishes. 
 
    ‘Cream Sum Dum Gai.’ 
 
    ‘Suc mi wang.’ 
 
    ‘Hoo Flung Poo.’ 
 
    The hoodies laughed, and there seemed to be more of them. 
 
    Sofia, except for a wink, ignored him. She was talking to some guy, actually had him trapped in a corner, and every once in a while she would like his cheek, or put her hand down his pants. 
 
    Gus would have been jealous, but Jane had him cornered. Truth, he only caught glimpses of Sofia. His attention was on the soft hand in his pants, the way she rubbed his nipples and nibbled on his ears. 
 
    ‘Sum Gulp Twat.’ 
 
    ‘Fuc Sum Now.’ 
 
    ‘Bang Ho Butt.’ 
 
    The names were funny, but Gus just ate, groaned when Jane assaulted his sex, and found himself enjoying the dinner mightily. 
 
    They exited the restaurant and gathered on the sidewalk. 
 
    Jane held Gus’s arm, and he watched as the hoodies peeled off in pairs. Sofia moved through the crowd. Whisper, whisper. And spoke in low tones here and there. 
 
    Then it was Sofia, the new guy, and him and Jane. 
 
    Sofia linked arms with the new guy, who looked a bit confused, and a bit bemused. She said to Gus, “Go home. Jane will watch you. I’ll be over to check on you later.” 
 
    Gus wanted to object. He wanted to shove the new kid away. but he was under Jane’s control. They walked slowly across the campus to his apartment. 
 
    Now Jane wasn’t hungry. Now she ignored sex and asked him, “What do you do for fun?” 
 
    “Sex,” he said, hopefully. 
 
    She laughed. “I’ll leave that for Jane. What do you usually do at night?” 
 
    “Watch old movies.” 
 
    She turned to him, definitely interested. “What kind?” 
 
    “I like old film noire.” 
 
    “Dark films,” she translated the phrase. “You ever watch Nosferatu?” 
 
    “Nosfer who who?” 
 
    “Oh, my God. You fucking virgin!” 
 
    He made popcorn, extra butter, and poured a couple of Cokes. She went on the net and found Nosferatu. 
 
    Nosferatu was made in 1922. In it the vampire has teeth in the front of his mouth, more like a rodent. He is creepy, scary, and puts all other vampire movies to shame. 
 
    Gus and Jane sat on the bed and munched popcorn and drank Coke. Gus was enraptured by the stark images, the shadows that loomed and waned. 
 
    Jane held onto his arm and even yelled ‘boo’ at him a couple of times. 
 
    She didn’t need to. Gus was truly and wonderfully creeped out by the masterpiece. 
 
    The movie ended, and they were silent for a couple of minutes, aware in the afterglow of genius. 
 
    “Incredible,” he murmured. 
 
    She mimicked Bela Lugosi. “I vant to suck your blud.” 
 
    He laughed and pushed her back on the mattress. “I vant to suck your poosy.” 
 
    He buried his head in her joint, and suddenly she threw him on the floor. 
 
    “Hey!” He was startled by her strength, the way she had just tossed him off the bed. 
 
    She wasn’t mad, but she was terse. “You don’t get to be in charge. At least not for a while. Don’t you ever try that again.” 
 
    “What, get on top of you and have sex?” 
 
    She soughed, and she was getting angrier. “Yes. Get on top of me and have sex. I’m in charge, I get on top, and you better remember it.” 
 
    He got back up on the bed, faced her, and said, “And what if I don’t?” 
 
    She grabbed his arm, pulled and twisted, and he was shocked to find himself on her lap, buns up. 
 
    “Then you get this!” 
 
    SMACK! Her hand suddenly felt like iron. 
 
    “Hey! Ow! Stop it!” 
 
    But she gave him two more smacks before pushing him away. 
 
    He rubbed his butt. Man, she was strong, and that had hurt. He looked at her reproachfully, and the mood changed again. 
 
    “Come on, Gus. I’m sorry. But you have to remember the rules. 
 
    She put her hand behind his neck. He started to resist, but she pulled, and her lips were right there, and in spite of the pain to his buttocks…he kissed her. 
 
    Or, rather, she kissed him. 
 
    A scorching moment later he broke, and he whispered. “What is this? Some kind of gynarchy or something?” 
 
    She giggled. “Or something.” She pulled him closer and began playing with his weenie. 
 
    They played, they watched another movie, the ’31 Dracula, which was laughable—and slept. 
 
      
 
    Gus awoke. Or he was awakened. He wasn’t sure if he was in charge of anything anymore, not even his own sleep. Jane was gone. He sat up. 
 
    “Hello, Gus.” 
 
    Sofia took her clothes off next to the bed. 
 
    “Where’s Jane?” he looked around. 
 
    “You like her. Good.” She slithered under the covers and reached for him. 
 
    He was hard. He was turgid, as if he had hadn’t just cum the night before. He was as excited as a virgin in a whorehouse. 
 
    She folded him in her arms, her strong arms, and wrestled with his lips. 
 
    Gus had no choice—these women were so strong—she held him in her arms and kissed him, and stroked him, and the fire in his groin raged. 
 
    “I need to feed on you again, Gus.” 
 
    Gus knew what that meant. And he knew what she was going to do. 
 
    Yesterday he might have said no, if he had known. But now he knew and he couldn’t say no. 
 
    She sucked on his penis, her tongue curled under it, stroked up, and… “OW!” 
 
    She pushed him back, and the small pain was replaced by wonderful pleasure. He swooned, and gave himself up to the heady feeling of being taken, of submitting, of not cumming. 
 
    His cock was like an iron bar and she stroked it, and fondled his testicles, and slipped a finger into his ass. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. What was wrong with him? He liked a finger up his ass. He liked the way it pressed against his prostate. He liked the way it made his dick drip. 
 
    She pulled off him, slithered up his frame and kissed him. Mint, and some other taste. Like old fur. And in his mind he giggled, Rat fur! 
 
    She smiled at him, she felt his chest, felt it like his pectorals were tits. And they felt like tits, extra sensitive, large nipples, sexual sensations that shot through him and right to the groin. 
 
    Then she mounted him, pressed her pussy to his cock head. Sighed as she descended on his pole. 
 
    “I love this,” she whispered. Whisper, whisper. She bounced on him, her breasts moving up and down, her ass smacking on his balls. 
 
    Then she flipped him over, put him on all fours—she was so strong—and did him doggy style. 
 
    He was confused. It was like they had done the Amazon style the night before. Her between his legs, riding his cock like she was the man. 
 
    Except that she had a really big finger in his butt. Hell, it felt like her whole hand. And he felt balls slapping against him. 
 
    He was thinking they were his balls, slapping against her…but she was on top, that couldn’t be…so it had to be her inside him…but that made no sense…It made no… 
 
    He began to cum. An endless stream of spurts. The pulsing seemed to explode within him. And he was crying for the pleasure, and the pain, and everything in between. 
 
      
 
    Gus awoke, and it was late. 
 
    Hunh…wha…” he struggled against the sheets that had somehow wound their way around him. 
 
    “Good morning, sleepy head.” 
 
    He blinked and blinked and rubbed his eyes. 
 
    Jane was cooking. And not just cooking, but cooking a lot. 
 
    She had scrambled a dozen eggs, two packs of bacon. Two pitchers of OJ were on the table. 
 
    “You want toast? Or will this be enough?” 
 
    He felt like he had a hole in his belly. He was so hungry he didn’t really hear her. He just saw the food and he crawled out of bed, staggered across the room, and began eating. 
 
    He ate like a pig. Scarfing and snorting and not taking the time to properly chew. 
 
    Yet, what could he do? He felt like he hadn’t had anything to eat in a year. 
 
    Jane sat down and watched him. She seemed very happy. 
 
    “It went well last night?” 
 
    He nodded, not even knowing what he was nodding to. 
 
    “Sophie said you’re amazing.” 
 
    “Unh.” He gulped and swallowed. 
 
    And, his hunger finally sated, he looked out the window. 
 
    “Man, it’s early.” But something confused him. The shadows in the sky were all wrong. 
 
    “It’s evening.” 
 
    He started, looked again, and realized she was right. He had slept the day through. 
 
    “Class,” he blurted. 
 
    “Sophia turned in your paper.” 
 
    “But I didn’t finish it!” 
 
    “We help each other out.” 
 
    He stared at her. “I thought you said I’d understand.” 
 
    “You will. One more night.” 
 
    But I need to…I need to…” he stopped. He didn’t need to do anything. Everything had been taken care of for him. 
 
    “Let’s watch some TV.” 
 
    “I can’t,” he blurted. 
 
    She tilted her head and had an amused smile. “Why not?” 
 
    “I have to run around the world, or something.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Feeling a bit of energy, are we.” 
 
    He nodded. He wanted to run a marathon, and he felt like he could finish the 26 miles in an hour. He wanted to climb the tallest mountain, without oxygen tanks. 
 
    He had never felt so strong and healthy. 
 
    Her face narrowed. “Remember what I said about trying to take charge. You heal faster now, and I won’t show you any mercy.” 
 
    He remembered the spanking and nodded. Oddly, he knew that he didn’t need to be in charge. It was okay if he laid back and let himself be fucked. 
 
    They watched Humphrey Bogart, then Richard Conti, and even a bit of James Cagney. ‘Top of the world, ma!’ 
 
    Then it was dark, and late, and they waited. He didn’t know how he knew, but he knew Sofia was almost there. 
 
    “I’m gaining weight,” he said at one point. They were sitting at the table, just sitting, being comfortable with each other. 
 
    “It’s baby fat.” 
 
    “Baby fat? At my age?” He scoffed. 
 
    She smiled knowingly.  
 
    But something was bothering him. Something he should know, but hadn’t figured out yet. 
 
    The door opened and Sofia stepped into the apartment. There was a light drizzle outside and she was bedecked with sparkles of droplets on her hoodie. 
 
    “Hello, Gus.” 
 
    He was suddenly frozen. She was slender, except for her breasts, but there was something more here. She was large in spirit. She filled the room. He could smell the odor of mint, and…tree branches broken off and laying in the snow. Of the carcass of a dead animal. 
 
    Yet this odor did not put him off. He was made curious by such odors. He wanted to smell them. 
 
    She advanced on him. He was sitting on the bed with Jane and he looked up at her. Fear was translated into awe. 
 
    “Gus. I’m going to pair you with Jane. That means she has to do your third feeding. The third feeding is when the imprinting happens.” 
 
    He didn’t understand, but he was leaning back from her looming presence. He wanted her to fuck him. He even wanted her to bite him. 
 
    She pushed him back. To Jane: “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Jane stood and stripped. She had such a wonderful body. 
 
    Sofia said to her, “You must not go deep. Just break the skin. There is plenty of nourishment. You don’t want to hurt him. You must transform him.” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    The two women knelt on the bed. They took hold of his pants and pulled them off him. Sofia took his tee shirt off, and she felt his pectorals…that were more like tits. He moaned. He looked, they were little mounds. And he was getting chubby. 
 
    “You will gain weight at first, and your breasts will develop, then you will lose your desire for food and you will begin to shrink. Your frame will become lithe and strong, but your breasts will stay fat.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he lied. He was figuring all sorts of things out now. 
 
    “Feed, Jane. I will comfort him.” 
 
    Jane knelt between his legs, pushed his legs to the sides, and bent her head to his groin. 
 
    Sofia slithered up and cradled his head in her arms. 
 
    Gus felt the pain, but he was used to it now. Now he wanted it because that led to the pleasure. 
 
    He listened to Jane suck, and he felt his member being exquisitely tormented. He had never felt anything so wonderful. 
 
    Sofia kissed his face, his lips, his hair, and she whispered, “You will change. I will let you keep your penis, for Jane needs to feed, and a penis is good for other things, too.” 
 
    Whisper, whisper. 
 
    And whimper. 
 
    And he felt his dick being sucked, and more than sucked. It felt like his very soul was being extracted through his dong, and it felt good. For of what use was a soul, anyway? 
 
    A soul made you think of right and wrong. It stopped you from feeding, from surviving. A soul was a hindrance, and only a fool would want one. 
 
    Jane slurped, and he felt like his dick was shrinking in her mouth, becoming smaller. Was it? 
 
    Or was the sensation of losing his soul causing him to feel smaller? 
 
    Long minutes passed. Sofia had fed, and she had slobbered her saliva into the twin wounds, and she had imprinted herself on Gus. She was a woman who was interested in going further. She didn’t want to give, but to take. She needed somebody to be in charge of. 
 
    The sucking slowed, the feeling of being sucked dry waned. 
 
    “Give him his orgasm now,” whispered Sofia. 
 
    Jane put her fingers up his butt and stroked his prostate. More fingers. he began to jerk and moan, then to orgasm. But it wasn’t a male orgasm, for he was empty. It was a female orgasm, tailored to his hole. An ocean of warmth that rose up and dragged him into the depths. He felt like his cock and balls were so tiny now. He was being transformed. He would be allowed to keep his cock and balls, but only while he was a good boy. If he misbehaved he would lose them. 
 
    He would grow to be a fat woman, then he would lose the desire for human food. He would cultivate the need for a different types of food. He would suck cock, and eventually be allowed to feed, like  the others. As his body shrunk his breasts would remain. He would be womanlike…but still have a cock, for the time being. 
 
    And one day he wouldn’t. 
 
    His orgasm ended, and the girls stood up and looked down on him. 
 
    “You’re one of us now, Gus.” 
 
    Gus moaned and writhed. He had cum, but he wanted to cum more. His balls still felt like they had more to give. His hips thrust and pumped as he lay on the bed, staring at the two women. 
 
    Oddly, he hadn’t figured everything out, in spite of the fact that he had been told—he wanted Jane. His grasping hands reached for her, but she kept her distance and smiled at him. 
 
    “You’ll want to get a black hoodie because the sun will hurt your flesh. You’ll cover your legs and…I like high heels. You’ll learn to love high heels.” 
 
    “Please…please…” he cried desperately. “I need love.” 
 
    The girls chuckled. Jane said, “Don’t you understand, Gus? Only people with souls get love. All you’ll get will be sex.” 
 
    “And sex,” added Sofia, “Is something you’ll never get enough of.” 
 
    The two girls turned and left his apartment.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    She walks in the night, a darkened shape with dark desires. 
 
    She has family, and they dress in darkness like her. They help her cope with being alone, even in the midst of them. She is slender, she has large breasts. She has a penis, but it shrinks over time. Some day it will disappear all together and all she will have will be a vagina.. 
 
    But she is healthy, and strong, and she heals quickly. 
 
    And she is always looking for love, for somebody willing to lay with her in the night. 
 
    And she does find love, after a fashion, but after she feeds she realizes it is only sex. 
 
    Thus, she searches endlessly for that which she will never find. 
 
     
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized for Grandma! 
 
    Feminization, spanking and chastity, oh my! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “We are going to have so much fun!” 
 
    Jed steered his car down the country lane and withheld a moan. “Do we have to?” 
 
    Lana, his wife, gave him a look. “Don’t be a party pooper. You’re going to like Grandma, and it’ll be fun taking care of her house. She’s always wanted to travel, and this is probably the last chance she’ll have. And she really needs somebody to take care of her house. 
 
    “Feed the cat. For a month we’ll be trapped with a fur ball, waiting on him.” 
 
    “But the house is grand! Three stories, a mansion, and the woods will give us nice hikes, and…and you’re going to have fun. 
 
    Jed frowned. He would not. Then he grinned and leered at his wife. 
 
    “But I guess I’m going to get all the sex I want.” 
 
    Lana sighed heavily. “You and your dick. I swear, you’re the most over sexed man I have ever seen in my life.” 
 
    “Big dick…big hunger. Heh heh!” 
 
    “Big dick, little brain is more like it.” 
 
    “Hey!” he mocked having his feelings hurt. “Just because I have a healthy appetite!” 
 
    “You say healthy appetite. I say pervert. I sweat, you’d put your dick in a meat grinder if you thought it would give a thrill.” 
 
    “Hmmm. A meat grinder. Does your grandmother have one?” 
 
    “What sicko. Oh…here’s the cut off!” 
 
    Jed turned left they and they headed down a country lane. It really was quite beautiful. Shady trees lined the road, Cows ignored them as they munched on the tall grass.               
 
    “And this is all your grandmother’s land.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “She has all these cows?” 
 
    “No. She rents the land out.” 
 
    Jed looked at the endless fields. “Man, you know how much this land is worth?” 
 
    “Probably a lot, but she has no interest in selling. This land has been in the family for hundreds of years. I’ll be inheriting it one day, and I want to keep it for our children.” 
 
    “But you could build a thousand condos here!” 
 
    Lana stared at him like he was something stuck to her shoe after a walk in the fields. 
 
    “Okay, I’m kidding. But I still don’t want to house sit for a month.” 
 
    “There’s the driveway.” 
 
    Jed sighed and turned down the long, gravel road. He had known Lana was strong on family when they married, and now he was face to face with it. Oh, well, things could be worse. 
 
    And he was going to get as much sex as he wanted for doing this. Lana had promised. So he zoomed down the long drive and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, baby girl.” Her grandmother gave Lana a big hug, then she turned to Jed. “So this is the handsome hunk you’ve been telling me about.” 
 
    Jed would have held out a hand, but grandma stepped up to him and gave him a hug. She stepped back and smiled at him. “I fixed you some cookies. They’re in the kitchen. If you tote your bags in I’ll bet they’ll still be there.” 
 
    Jed grinned. “I never met a cookie I didn’t like.” Then he bent to the task of unloading the car. Shortly he was in the kitchen pilfering as many cookies as his hands could hold. 
 
    Holding his swag, he sauntered out to the porch where Lana and grandmother were going over last minute instructions. 
 
    “The number for the vet is over the phone, as well as the firehouse and the police station. And…” 
 
    Jed listened as he nibbled on the cookies. When grandma was done he said, “You make the best cookies in the world.” 
 
    Grandma hugged him. she was a hugger, for sure. “You say the nicest things.” 
 
    Lana beamed. Jed could be a twit when he felt like it, and she was glad he was on his best behavior. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later the taxi showed up and Jed helped the cabby load her suitcases. 
 
    “Man, what’s she doing? Going around the world?” 
 
    “Actually, yes.” 
 
    The cabby grinned. “Well, I’m only going to the airport.” 
 
    “She’ll have to walk the rest of the way then.” 
 
    They chuckled, and Grandma came down the steps. For a grandmother she was spry. She hugged Jed once again, then climbed into the cab. 
 
    Jed and Lana waved as the cab raised dust down the road. 
 
    Arm in arm, they walked back up the stairs.  
 
    “Actually, this is a pretty impressive place.” 
 
    “I love it,” said Lana. “Long summers here. You want the tour?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She walked him around the first floor and talked about the furniture, the paintings on the wall, even the improvements in the kitchen. 
 
    “We used to have a pump right in the sink, but Grandma went modern about ten years ago.” She turned on the faucet and a healthy flow of water splashed into the stainless sink. 
 
    “This is called ‘bentwood.’” She pushed the little swinging seat. “My grandfather built it.” 
 
    “By himself?” 
 
    “Own two hands.” 
 
    “These fellows are really Indians.” She pointed at an old photograph. Four young bucks were sitting on horses and staring at the photographer. “I met one of them when he was old.” 
 
    After the first floor she took him to the second. It was a long hall lined with bedrooms. Most of the rooms had sheets covering the furniture. Beds and dressers and lamps all looked like ghosts. 
 
    “She was one of ten children. They needed all these rooms.” 
 
    They came to the last bedroom and there were no sheets. “This is a the master bedroom, and grandma cleaned it up for us.” 
 
    Jed looked out the window. This had the best view in the house. He could see the fields, the woods, the sky that went on forever. “Wow.” 
 
    He turned to her. “We need to make sure the bed works.” 
 
    “Oh, no. We’ve got—“ 
 
    He snagged her arm as she tried to back away and pulled her to him. He wrapped his arms around her and planted a MOAK on on her. MOAB stands for ‘Mother Of All Bombs.’ MOAK stood for ‘Mother Of All Kisses.’ A MOAK often led to a MOAF. 
 
    She held on and happily endured as his mouth assaulted hers. He pushed her back towards the bed, then lifted her up and tossed her on the big old poster monstrosity. 
 
    “Whew,” she said, her heart pounding. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. No clothes for a month!” He started taking off his shirt, giving her the eye as he did so. 
 
    “Well, if I must…” she undid the buttons on her dress 
 
    “You must.” He kicked off his shoes and slid out of his pants. 
 
    “But you’re forcing me to do something against my will.” 
 
    She wiggled out of her dress. Her large breasts jiggled. 
 
    He had his undies off now, and he grabbed her panties and pulled.  
 
    “Eeek!” then she whispered, “Rape.” 
 
    He laughed and jumped onto the bed. She spread her thighs and he knee walked up to her vagina. 
 
    “Baby, I think I like you.” He placed a knee outside of one leg. 
 
    “Just like?” 
 
    He descended on her. One hand went to her pussy and grabbed her mons. One hand went to her breast and mouthed the material over a nipple.  
 
    She giggled and tried to get her bra off. 
 
    Then he lifted her, just held her pussy and lifted her. 
 
    She arched, and her bra came loose. Her breasts flopped out and he had access to nipples. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whined as he sucked mightily. “Not too rough.” 
 
    He sucked harder. 
 
    She pushed him away. “Don’t make me beat you up.” 
 
    He grinned. “Beat me, baby.” Then his knees were both between her legs again and the head of his cock was tickling her labia, pushing through the folds, and entering her. 
 
    “Oh…yes!” she gasped, feeling the walls of her vagina expand to accommodate his girth. 
 
    Jed wasn’t small. He was slender for a man, and almost dainty with small hands and feet, but his cock was world class and he pushed deep and held her, pinned her, and kissed her. 
 
    Lana held on and chewed on his mouth. 
 
    Jed began to move. Long, slow, downright languorous strokes. 
 
    “Oh, no. Don’t. Stop teasing me.” 
 
    He kept up the lazy in and out. “But Ma’am,” he drawled, “Ah don’t want to hurt you.” 
 
    “Hurt me you son of a bitch! Slow fuck is torture. Give it to me fast and hard!” 
 
    “But then we’re done too soon!” 
 
    He was moving slower, if that was possible.  
 
    She grabbed his skin and punched. 
 
    “OW! Okay!” 
 
    He began to ram and jam, and Lana  held on for dear life. 
 
    He was slender, but he was wiry, and he had a wiry man’s enduring strength. For long minutes he pummeled her with his cock. His balls slapped against her ass, and she moaned. 
 
    “Yeah, baby,” she wasn’t able to hold on now, and she bounced on the feathery mattress. She sank down, and he pulled out, and pushed in. 
 
    She felt the wave start to rise up. She felt her body lose control, then she was arching and groaning, her hips spasming. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he grunted. Midway through her cum he began to squirt. Long streams of white baby batter. 
 
    Then they were done. He rolled off her and they stared at the ceiling. 
 
    “Whew! 
 
      
 
    “Okay, let’s finish the tour.” 
 
    As they were naked, they stayed naked. Heck, they were out in the boonies. Nobody around. Why get dressed? 
 
    There really wasn’t that much to see, at least on the inside of the house. 
 
    They went to the stairs and climbed to the third floor. 
 
    The third floor hallway was only half as long as the second floor, and it ended with a short climb to a garret. 
 
    “We played games in the garret,” Lana explained as they climbed the short flight to that room. 
 
    Jed stood in the eight sided room and stared over the countryside. This was the real deal. This was a million miles of viewpoint. 
 
    “So what kind of games?” 
 
    “Parcheesi, Monopoly. Normal kid games.” 
 
    “Hunh.” 
 
    They returned to the third floor hallway and Jed said, “Where does that go?” 
 
    It was a small door, a ‘half a door,’ set under the slight curve of the steps leading to the garret. 
 
    Lana tilted her head. “You know? I don’t know.” 
 
    “You don’t know?” 
 
    “No. It’s got a lock on it, always had a lock on it. Mom and Dad went in there sometimes, but…I have no idea.” 
 
    Jed grinned. “Aha! A mystery. A locked room in an ancient mansion. Maybe it’s Frankenstein’s monster!” 
 
    She just laughed. 
 
    “So where’s the key?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We’ve got a drawer full of keys in the kitchen, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    Jed found the drawer of keys and groaned, It was chockfull of keys. Every shape and every size, for the last century. 
 
    He returned to the little door with a screw driver. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m going to screw my way in,” he laughed. “Or maybe that’s unscrew my way in.” 
 
    He began unscrewing the screws as Lana watched. 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s probably locked for a reason.” 
 
    “I can put it back together, but look at it. There’s dust so thick…this hasn’t been opened since…since I don’t know when.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but—“ 
 
    At that moment the hasp came loose. It dangled, Jed grinned triumphantly, and he opened the door. 
 
    It was dark. He bent over and walked in. He felt around the door, and found a light switch. He flicked it, and blinked. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Come on in.” 
 
    Lana entered the room and blinked. 
 
    They were in a room maybe eight by eight and eight feet tall. 
 
    In the center of the room was a massage table, but with straps. And a hole for a cock. 
 
    “Oh, my. Granny, what have you been doing,” Jed remarked softly. 
 
     Lana eyed the table. She lifted one of the straps. “What is this?” 
 
    “That, my dear, is a method of strapping somebody to the table.” 
 
    “But what for?” 
 
    Jed grinned and gingerly crawled up on the table. It was sturdy and he lay down. His cock poked through the hole in the table. “Massages.” 
 
    Lana giggled. She reached under the table and grabbed his cock. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good,” grunted Jed. “I’m sorry I just came.” 
 
    “Do you think they…oh my Gosh!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There is a…wait. Let me show you.” 
 
    She crawled under the table and and played with his cock. He laughed, then something was wrapped around his package. 
 
    “Hey!” He was tied down by his manhood. “I can’t get loose.” 
 
    Lana crawled out and knelt in front of the table. Her eyes were alight with laughter. “My, my. Looks like I won’t have to screw for the rest of the month.” 
 
    Jed laughed, and his cock grew hard. “Oh, fuck! That’s giving me an erection.” 
 
    She looked under the table and saw his cock sprouting through the leather strap she had tied around it. “Jed! You just came!” 
 
    “And it’s making me hard!” 
 
    “This is cool. She looked at him again. “So what ya going to do about it, big boy?” 
 
    He struggled, and they laughed some more, then she let him loose. 
 
    “Do you think Grandma used this table?” 
 
    “The table looks like it was hand made. That’s definitely last century stuff. So…yes.” 
 
    “Wow. I can’t believe it. My grandmother!” 
 
    “And your grandfather, and for all we know, your mother and father, your brothers and sisters, everybody has been using this little room.” 
 
    “No wonder she had such a big family!” 
 
    “I don’t know/ If Grandpa was tied down how did they actually fuck?” 
 
    “Maybe she just used it to get him over excited, then took advantage of him?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    Jed was looking around the room, and his eyes settled on the cabinet set against the far wall. “What’s in there?” 
 
    “I guess we’re going to find out.” 
 
    Lana stepped to the cabinet and swing the doors open. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    The cabinet had a collection of hand carved dildos in it. Along with some leather for straps, some small whips. 
 
    “Good Lord!” whispered Jed. “Your family is sex maniacs!” 
 
    Lana’s mouth was open. 
 
    Jed picked up one of the dildos. It was carved of what looked like hard oak, probably from a stump. It was like iron and would probably last a thousand years. 
 
    He handed it to Lana, who felt it and whispered, “I think I’m getting a hard on now.” 
 
    Jed leaned down and pulled open a drawer on the bottom. “Holy…holy…what the…my God!” 
 
    He held up a metal tube in the shape of a cock. It had a metal ring attached to it. It was shaped and polished. 
 
    “They made their own chastity tubes!” 
 
    Lana took it from him. She opened the ring that circled the package, she looked at him. “We’ve got to try it on.” 
 
    “What’s this ‘we,’ white woman?” 
 
    “Oh, come on. This is amazing. If you don’t try it on you’ll be sorry for the rest of your life.” 
 
    “It’s got a lock on it. How do we know it will open?” 
 
    “There’s a key in the drawer.” 
 
    Sure enough, there was a little key laying in the drawer. 
 
    Lana  bent down and put the tube over his cock. 
 
    “Hey, I don’t know…” 
 
    “Come on. You’re always the kinky one. Work with me on this.” 
 
    She closed the ring behind his package, and the thing was secure. She hefted it. “God, this is the sexiest thing I have ever seen in my life.” 
 
    Jed’s cock was already trying to get hard. 
 
    “Open it. This thing is making me nervous.” 
 
    “Okay,” but when she went to pull the gadget apart they heard a ‘CLICK.’ 
 
    “What’d you do?” 
 
    “Oh, no! I just touched it, and I must have pressed it.” 
 
    Jed grabbed the mechanism and tried to open it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “Honey! I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Well…get the key!” 
 
    Lana grabbed the key, put it in the little lock and twisted, but the key wouldn’t turn. 
 
    She looked up at him. 
 
    He looked at her with horror. “No!” 
 
    “I‘m sorry!” 
 
    “I need to cut it off.” 
 
    “You can’t cut it! You might hurt yourself!” 
 
    “I’ll go to town and see a locksmith!” 
 
    “You can’t!” 
 
    And she was right. The embarrassment would have been too great. 
 
    Jed staggered back and his butt hit the table. He held his caged cock and moved it around. He tried to pull his cock out, but it was solidly in there. His balls were trapped by the ring. There was no way he was going to get out. And to make matters worse, his cock was really trying to get hard. 
 
    “What are we going to do.” 
 
    Lana stepped up to him, grabbed his arms and looked at him. “First, don’t get all panicky. You’re not hurt. You’re just inconvenienced.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…that’s my cock!” 
 
    “And it’s perfectly safe. In fact, it’s safer than it was before. Now you can’t hurt it by pulling on it all the time.” 
 
    “But I can’t put it in you!” 
 
    “I don’t think that will be a problem,” she said wryly. They looked at the dildos in the cabinet. 
 
    They stood, him breathing hard, and her trying to stifle a snicker. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s so funny,” he finally said. 
 
    “Oh, honey. This is more than funny.” She started laughing. And laughing. She turned and braced herself against the table and laughed even harder. And every time she tried to stop laughing, to look at him and be serious, she started laughing even harder. 
 
    “Honey, this isn’t funny.” 
 
    But she obviously thought it was. 
 
    Finally, still snickering and chortling, she grabbed his caged cock and said, “Let’s go have some lunch and figure this out.” 
 
    She pulled him out of the room, and led him down to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    They sat in the kitchen at the big table and she made tuna sandwiches. She poured him a bourbon and Coke to settle him down, and they ate. 
 
    “I’ve got to get out of this thing.” 
 
    “And you will. But until you do, you might as well enjoy it.” 
 
    “Enjoy having my cock caged? That’s for sicko perverts.” 
 
    “Like you.” 
 
    “Stop that.” 
 
    But Lana just laughed. “You’ve got the sicko pervert chastity thing on, so that makes you the official sicko pervert.” 
 
    “You have to take this a little more seriously.” 
 
    Biting her lip, she calmed down and said, “Just check that room for other keys. If there’s not one there you’ll have to go through the drawer. There’s got to be a key somewhere.” 
 
    “Hunh!” he grunted unhappily. 
 
    “Let me make you another drink, and let’s just look at this calmly.” 
 
    She placed another drink in front of him, and he took a big gulp. His eyes looked haunted. 
 
      
 
    They spent the afternoon searching. First they turned the little room upside down. He even pulled the cabinet away from the wall, checked under the drawers, under the table, looked simply everywhere. No key. 
 
    Down to the kitchen, and he pulled out the key drawer. They sat down at the dining room table and began going through the keys. 
 
    They eliminated most of the keys with a simple look at the sizes. The chastity tube took a small key, and 90% of the keys in the drawer were for door locks, dead bolts, big padlocks. The remaining keys didn’t fit anyway, and the few that did fit wouldn’t turn. 
 
    Finally, working on his fourth drink and feeling a little loopy, Jed pushed back from the table and gazed at this cock sadly. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Jed. It’ll show up some place. We just have to go through this place.” 
 
    “But what if we don’t find it?” 
 
    “Then we’ll have to call Grandma. 
 
    Jed was silent. Call grandma. Admit breaking into a locked room. And… 
 
    “Hey, she knows the room is there, she knows about the table and the dildos and everything. It might be embarrassing, but she’s probably used all that stuff. Probably had grandpa under lock and key. Probably beat his ass with a whip.” 
 
    “Somehow that’s not reassuring me.” 
 
    “You’ll live.” 
 
    He stared at her. Yes, he would live. But what kind of a life would it be if he couldn’t even touch his prick? 
 
    “To tell you the truth…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You’ve actually got a bigger problem.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How are you going to keep me satisfied.” 
 
    “Oh, come on. I’ve always had higher sex drive than you. You don’t need it as much as I do.” 
 
    “Be that as it may, this whole situation is making me hornier than I’ve ever been. So how are you going to get me off?” 
 
    “Uh…well…” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Agitated by the fact of his locked cock, and now by the idea that he couldn’t satisfy his wife, he muttered. “You’ll just have to get yourself off.” 
 
    “Oh, no. None of that. You’re the husband, you’re responsible for satisfying me.” 
 
    “But what am I supposed to do? I can’t fuck you. What?” 
 
    She sat back and half closed her eyes. “You’ve got a mouth.” 
 
    “Honey, you know I’m not a big fan of oral sex.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s time you changed.” She was acting very intent. 
 
    “If I have to do without then you do, to.” 
 
    “Nope. If you make me go without then I’m going to find that key and flush it down the toilet.” 
 
    “What?” His voice actually squeaked. “You can’t do that.” 
 
    “I can call grandma, find the key, and destroy it. And I will if you don’t do your husbandly duties.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Besides, when you think about it, it’s only fair.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You come four or five times a week. I only cum maybe once a week.” 
 
    “I’ve got a higher drive than you!” 
 
    “We’ve been married for two years, call it a hundred weeks. That’s 500 comes to 100. You owe me 400 orgasms.” 
 
    “What?” His voice was even higher. 
 
    “It’s that or stay locked up.” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    But she was doing it. 
 
    “Take me upstairs and get me off right now.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I can afford to wait.” 
 
    “But…you can’t…that’s…” 
 
    She stood up and said, “Getting late. Think I’ll head for bed. You coming?” 
 
    He was, but he wasn’t happy about it. The way she was talking, him being all locked up, he wanted to be released from his chastity in the worst possible way.  
 
    They went upstairs and into the big bedroom. Lana pranced along, happy and carefree and glancing back over her shoulder. Her grin could have lit up a baseball stadium. 
 
    He stumbled along, dazed, dull, and wondering what he was going to do. 
 
    They were both still naked, had been all afternoon, and she jumped up on the bed and spread her legs. “Okay, Jed. Do your duty.” 
 
    He stared at her beautiful pussy. His cock surged and struggled against the metal confines. “You can’t make me do this.” 
 
    “I shouldn’t have to! You should want to make me happy.” 
 
    He stood there. 
 
    “Okay, mister, if that’s how you want to play it.” She sat up and folded her arms, which emphasized her big breasts. 
 
    “For every day you don’t make me cum you have to spend an hour on the table.” 
 
    He knew which table she was referring to. 
 
    “And if you refuse for the whole month then you can forget about my pussy even when you get your cock free.” 
 
    He stared at her. “But, honey, you’ve never been like this before.” 
 
    “I’ve never had a man under my thumb. Truly under my thumb. But now I do. And it’s exciting, and I like it. Not only that, it’s making me horny. Now I know why you want it all the time. And now I want it all the time so you’d better start delivering the goods.” 
 
    He still said nothing, though his mouth opened and shut a bit. He wanted to protest, but this was getting worse and worse. 
 
    She rolled over on the bed, pulled the covers up, and ignored him. 
 
    Jed sighed and crawled into bed. He was on his side, facing her, but he got was her back. 
 
    “Honey. Can’t we talk about this. You’re always saying we should communicate more…” 
 
    She sighed, then suddenly flipped over. She reached down and grabbed his package. “Of course we can.” Her face was close to his now, and she leaned forward and kissed him. 
 
    “Unh!” he groaned. She was turning his cock and squeezing his balls. 
 
    She kissed him harder. She scooted up against him. Then she broke the kiss. “Go ahead, start talking.” 
 
    He groaned, she was still twisting his balls and now she started slapping the top of the cage. It was making it very difficult for him to think. 
 
    “Well, uh…I think we should just use a dildo. I can help you there.” 
 
    “That’s a wonderful idea. I think I’d like a little oral sex first.” 
 
    He made a choking sound. Then: “But you’re always complaining when I get real insistent about sex, this is the same thing.” 
 
    “It is. But as I recall, you always won those arguments. I ended up giving you sex, putting my own considerations and lack of pleasure aside to please you. So this is just turnabout. Isn’t that fair?” 
 
    “Well, no. The situation has changed, and—“ 
 
    “Oh, it’s reversed so you want to change it. Don’t you think that’s a little male chauvinist whatever?” 
 
    He kept arguing, and his tone was changing into a whine. Suddenly he realized something. He was arguing not to do something, when all he had to do was not do something. Why was he even talking? It was obvious that he wasn’t going to win, so…? 
 
    He sighed, and said, “I’m sorry we’ve…we’re gotten to where we are at. Let’s sleep on it and talk more in the morning.” 
 
    “Okay. But if I go to sleep without an orgasm you will owe me an hour on the table.” 
 
    Jed hesitated, then nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    She let go and he turned over. He had made up his mind, and he wasn’t going to be begging not to do something he didn’t want to do. He would just have to last out the month. Heck, he could go for a month without sex. Right? 
 
    Next to him he listened as Lana breathed slower and slower, then slipped into sleep. 
 
    He listened to her, and he waited, and he waited, but his breathing didn’t get easier. It actually got harder, and his cock was pushing against the metal contraption he was stuck in. 
 
      
 
    He awoke, and was tired. And his cock was banging around down there without getting anywhere. His balls ached, and he had morning wood that was downright painful. 
 
    Next to him Lana slept the sleep of the innocent. 
 
    Moaning with the pain, he slipped out of bed and headed down the hall for the bathroom. 
 
    Stood in front of the john, placed his hands on the wall and let loose. And squeaked and grabbed the base of his cock. Pee was spraying everywhere! 
 
    He spun around and sat, and had to hold his hands over his groin. Even sitting he had to protect himself from the spray. Damn! He was going to have to sit, line up the slit in the head of his cock with the little opening on the end of the chastity tube, and…then dribble. 
 
    His head was down and he felt so miserable. 
 
    “Heh heh heh!”  
 
    He raised his head, and Lana was standing in the doorway laughing at him. He immediately felt embarrassed, and defensive. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “How does it feel to sit like a little girl to pee?” 
 
    He didn’t answer. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the tub and faced him. “Don’t feel so bad. “I’ve been sitting like a girl for years. It’s not so bad.” 
 
    “But I’m a man?” 
 
    Her lip started trembling, “Are you?” 
 
    He glared at her. 
 
    “Show me your penis.” 
 
    He sat very still. His penis was locked up. There was no way he could show it to her. 
 
    She stood up and went to the door. “Until you can show me a cock you are a little girl.” 
 
    “Lana!” He was wounded. 
 
    “And girls without pricks should make love with their mouths.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “After they’ve been punished for being obstinate, like a little boy.” 
 
    His mouth open, she turned down the hall, then down the stairs. She was going to the other bathroom. 
 
    She fixed breakfast, humming and ignoring him. 
 
    He ate. 
 
    She was naked, and kept flaunting her charms. She even played with her pussy and sucked on a nipple, teasing him mercilessly. 
 
    He moaned and tried to stay away from her. But how do you stay away from your own wife? 
 
    They went for a walk. He was clothed, and she was naked. She frolicked through the fields, picked wild flowers and chattered away. And he couldn’t keep his eyes off her lithe but buxom body. 
 
    He felt his cock trying to get loose, pressing against the metal, filling the tube…and never able to get really hard. 
 
    Lunchtime. She fixed soup and hot dogs. While they ate she held up a hot dog and looked at his caged cock…and laughed. Then she dipped the end of the hot dog into the mayonnaise and said, “I sure wish I had some of this in me.” 
 
    He looked away, a tear in the corner of his eyes. 
 
    I could put this big dong between my buns. Since it’s a hot dog I could do it ‘doggy style.’ 
 
    He stood up and walked out. As he left the room she said, “I can’t wait to paddle your backside. And she laughed. 
 
    He explored the property. Checked out the barn, realized they must have used material from the tack room to make the straps for the table. 
 
    He looked down the well in the front yard. It was still functioning. He could see water shining way down at the bottom. 
 
    Fluid, waiting to be used, at the bottom of a shaft. 
 
    “Dinner, babe.” 
 
    He walked in. She was still naked. She served him at the big table, leaning over his shoulder and brushing his back with her breasts. She ‘accidentally on purpose, flicked a bit of mashed potatoes onto his groin. 
 
    He jumped up.  
 
    “Want some gravy to go with that?” 
 
    He turned and would have left the room, but she said, “Jed?” 
 
    He was in the arches, his shoulders slumped, and he said, “What?” 
 
    “Why are you really resisting?” 
 
    It was the best thing she could have said. 
 
    Why was he resisting? Why was he refusing sex? Sure, he didn’t like oral sex, but he liked it when she performed it, so…bite the bullet and do it. 
 
    Why was he resisting? 
 
    He turned around and looked at her with haunted eyes. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    She led him up the stairs, glancing back and giggling. They entered the room under the stairs and he had him get on the table. He sighed and tried to act bored. 
 
    She tied his cock to the underside of the table, put her mouth over the chastity device and sucked for a while. Then she went to the cabinet and selected a whip. It was a short thing, a dozen strips of leather about a foot long. She flicked it through the air and he listened to the sizzle of prospective pain. 
 
    “I don’t like this.” 
 
    “Moo hah hah!” She flicked the whip over his buns. He jerked, and it wasn’t too bad. His cock thought it was wonderful. It bulged in the tube and the tube was pulled forward a bit. His balls were pulled tight. 
 
    She hit him again, and again. She took her time and just let that whip fall. Not hard, but consistently. His buns warmed up and it was a weird sort of pain that wasn’t pain. His ass didn’t like it, but his cock craved it. 
 
    “Fuck!”  he whimpered. 
 
    She began to work up his back. He could take that, it just sort of made his back arch up, turtle up. But then she went down from the buns, flicking the whip across the backs of his thighs. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” He muttered. “Fuck…fuck!” 
 
    Lana laughed and stopped for a moment and kissed him. Oddly, the kiss was the most exciting kiss he had ever had. His cock was screaming for trying to get erect, he felt the light pain, and her lips were surcease and heaven all at the same time. 
 
    She whipped him some more, and he cried out, but without crying. He was on a fine edge of pain and pleasure.  
 
    Then she stopped. They had only been going fifteen minutes, but she was feeling horny. 
 
    She untied his dick, helped him off the table and led him through the house to their room. She lay on the bed and sighed and spread her legs. 
 
    He whimpered a little bit, but he dove in. In spite of, or perhaps because of, he was incredibly horny, and he lifted her buns and brought her pussy up. He devoured her mons with his mouth, then started isolating the parts of her pussy with his tongue. 
 
    Lana moaned and closed her eyes and gave herself up to the gentle munching of his mouth. 
 
    She pulled on her nipples and arched her back. 
 
    He used his tongue to separate folds of labia and began sucking on her clitoris. 
 
    She humped his face and gasped, “Finger me.” 
 
    He moved up so he was sideways to her body. He mouthed a nipple, pulled on it by sucking, and his right hand worked her vagina. Two fingers rimmed her, then three penetrated her. 
 
    She gasped and  held his head to her breast. 
 
    He now had four fingers in her and was ramming and jamming, the only thing that stopped him from going all the way in was his thumb sticking outwards. 
 
    She opened her lust filled eyes and said, “Fist me.” 
 
    They had done this a couple of times before, and it was intense, almost too intense. 
 
    Jed pulled in his thumb, slowly began corkscrewing his hand in her. It only took a half a minute, then his knuckles slipped past her rim. 
 
    Her eyes opened and she began muttered nonsense. Her eyes were focused far, far away. 
 
    Jed gently fisted her, moving his hand in and out, her vagina gripped his wrist like a huge suction pod. 
 
    She began to cum. It started with small twitches, then the movements grew bigger. Then she was holding to his wrist, actually moving it into and out of herself. She was pushing his fist in further than he would have, and her eyes started rolling back in her skull. 
 
    “Oh…oh…gah…fu…fu…” 
 
    For a long minute she fucked his arm, then she collapsed. Lay back like a rag doll. 
 
    He started to pull his arm out but she held it. “Not yet, it’s still happening.” 
 
    He waited another minute, then she nodded. He pulled out his hand and gazed lovingly at her. 
 
    “That really hurt my cock,” he whispered. 
 
    “Good,” she whispered back. “The pain felt good, didn’t it.” 
 
    “It was exciting. It hurt, and it was like I was giving myself up to it.” 
 
    She opened her eyes and smiled. “Sleep. Then more.” She closed her eyes. 
 
      
 
    They ransacked the house looking for the key. It simply was not there. Jed even searched the barn. After three days, and two more oral orgasms for Lana, Jed gave up. 
 
    “Call Grandma,” he sighed. 
 
    Lana nodded. “I guess we’ll have to.” 
 
    Grandma was in France, touring a museum, when they got through to her. Actually, when Lana got through to her. They were doing a Facetime, and Jed sat out of view, in a robe, and waited. His face was red and they hadn’t even started talking. 
 
    “How’s it going, baby girl?” 
 
    “Oh, Grandma, it’s wonderful. It’s like being fifteen again and learning about the whole, wide world!” 
 
    They talked for a few minutes then. Grandma asked about her cat, and Lana asked about the sights in France, then they got down to business. 
 
    “I know you didn’t just call to ask about the Louvre. What can I do for you.” 
 
    “Well, Grandma, we discovered that little room under the stairs.” 
 
    Grandma nodded. “You always were the curious one.” 
 
    “And, uh, Jed sort of got himself in a pickle.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Grandma’s eyes twinkled. “Did he put something on that he wasn’t supposed to?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And there’s no key.” 
 
    “That’s…how did you know?” 
 
    “I always keep it in my purse. I’ve got it with me right now.” She actually rummaged through her handbag and held up a little key. “So where is Jed?” 
 
    “He’s a little embarrassed and didn’t want to talk.” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy. Turn the phone on him.” 
 
    Jed groaned and hid his face in a hand. 
 
    Lana grinned and shrugged and aimed the cell at him. 
 
    Grandma was grinning. “Hey, Jed. Open that robe. I want to see.” 
 
    “Oh, please…” 
 
    “If you want me to mail the key to you you’ll open that robe right now.” 
 
    Jed opened the robe and Grandma giggled. “After all this time and it works so perfectly.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Grandma. We shouldn’t have gone in that room. And I shouldn’t have put this thing on.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. You’re young. You should be doing all those things…and more.” 
 
    Her voice grew a little more intense, and she said, “Now, here’s what we’ll do. I used to make Henry do these things. I want you to go to the bedroom next to the garret stairway and get dressed. Then select a dildo and let Lana have her way with you.” 
 
    “What!” Jed’s whole face went slack with shock. “You want me to…to…” 
 
    “Of course you need to take a video of this and send it to me. And Lana, I don’t know what you’ll do for make up. I haven’t used that room for decades, and I’m sure the make up we used isn’t any good.” 
 
    Lana’s face was just as open as Jed’s.  
 
    “I really like the blue dress, but whatever you want is fine with me. Jed, you’ve got a nice body, but don’t worry if the seams pop a little. I used to have to sew those dresses up all the time. Not because my Henry was fat, but because we used to bend him every which way but loose.” 
 
    Jed was sputtering helplessly. 
 
    “Oh, and Lana, you could probably just go buy one of those new fangled strap on things. My old wooden pricks work just fine, but I wouldn’t be surprised if the new things are better.  
 
    Lana managed to clarify Grandma’s words. “You want me to dress Jed up like a girl and fuck him.” 
 
    “Isn’t that what we’ve been talking about? Now feel free to use that table. Seeing a man’s ass get whipped used to turn me on so hot I thought steam would come out of my pussy.” 
 
    Jed was making sounds, but nothing intelligible. 
 
    “You do all that and I might send you the key. I don’t know if I can overnight it, but I’ll spend an extra dollar for fast delivery. You’re probably wanting to get out of that chastity tube by now. Right, Jed?” 
 
    “I…uh…yeah…I do…” 
 
    Grandma laughed. They could hear people in French in the background. “You sound downright gobsmacked, young man.” She looked away, then back to the camera. “The tour’s starting now, so you young ’uns  get busy and have your fun. Nothing like being young. Bye bye.”  
 
    The connection ended and Jed and Lana stared at each other. Jed’s face was a mask of horror. 
 
    Lana’s was a grin aborning. 
 
    “She’s kidding.” His voice was a gasp. 
 
    Lana shook her head. “She wasn’t kidding.” 
 
    “But she can’t be serious!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “But…you…she…” 
 
    “We’ve played with your asshole before, as I recall. Seems like you liked it.” 
 
    “But that was your finger! And an ice cube!” 
 
    “I believe we referred to that as an ‘ass’cube.” 
 
    “But she wants you to put one of those…those…dicks up my ass!” 
 
    “You’ve always wanted to try anal on me.” 
 
    “But this is different.” 
 
    “I believe we’ve had this conversation before. If the shoe is on the other foot you want to change the rules.” 
 
    “But…that’s a dick!” 
 
    “And you’re an asshole,” she chuckled. 
 
    He frowned. “I’ve got an asshole. Not I am an asshole.” 
 
    “Eh, splitting hairs. When do you want to do this?” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Then you’ll be forced to live a life of sexual frustration. And, I’ll tell you something else.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “If Grandma doesn’t get her way she can be a bit spiteful.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “She’s liable to drop the key into the Indian Ocean.” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    Lana shrugged. “Just sayin’.” 
 
    Jed walked into the kitchen. He got down the bottle of bourbon. He took a sip straight from the bottle. 
 
    “You’re going to need to drink the whole thing.” Lana chuckled. 
 
    He glared at her sourly, then poured himself a half glass, added cubes, and poured in Pepsi. “Fuck,” he snarled. 
 
    Lana went to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of wine. She half filled a goblet and sat down and watched him. 
 
    Jed was muttering to himself. 
 
    “Jed,” she said, after a while. “What’s the big deal?” 
 
    “It’s going to hurt.” 
 
    “Nope. We use plenty of lube. I’ll use a dildo that’s no bigger than one of your big, old turds. Pardon my indelicacy.” 
 
    His mouth twisted in displeasure. “It’ll be going the wrong way.” 
 
    “When you fuck my pussy you go both in and out. What’s the difference?” 
 
    “You’re really getting off on this, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I’ve always wondered about things like this. And, let’s face it, you’ve probably wondered more.” 
 
    “But I never did anything about it!” 
 
    “So maybe it’s time you relaxed and let it happen. Gays do it, they like it. Lots of people do it…lots of people like it. Why shouldn’t you learn how to enjoy different ways of doing sex?” 
 
    He finished his drink—that was fast—and poured another one. She had a feeling he was going to try and drink himself into it. 
 
    “Look, Jed. You got yourself into this mess—“ 
 
    “You’re the one who insisted I try this stupid thing on!” 
 
    “But you did it, so take responsibility. Either give up sex, maybe for a lot longer than a month, or give in and have a little fun.” 
 
    He placed the glass on the counter. 
 
    She thought, Fuck! He’s really going to get drunk! 
 
    But Jed didn’t pour another glass. He just poured straight Pepsi over rocks and came and sat down next to her. His robe was apart and she could see his cock, all red and worming inside his chastity. 
 
    “There’s got to be another way.” 
 
    She reached over and grabbed his chastity cage. She held it, and shook it gently to emphasize her words. “Look, honey. I’ll be gentle. We’ll make this a game and we’ll have fun.” 
 
    He stared at her, biting his lip. “But we have to film it.” 
 
    “Grandma is getting older. She probably hasn’t had any sex—“ 
 
    “Except a wooden dildo,” Jed burst out. 
 
    “—in ages. This will probably make her day. Give her a thrill. Don’t you want to make an old lady happy.” 
 
    He blinked. The whole concept of doing a mercy anal fuck as a favor to an old lady was…overwhelming. 
 
    “Now, come on. Make yourself another drink—sip this one and make it last—and let’s go upstairs and at least look at the stuff in her room.” 
 
    It took a while, but Jed finally gave in. To going upstairs, that is. She grabbed his cage once again, kept a straight face, and led him up the stairs. 
 
    The room next to the stairway to the garret was large. It was as large as the master bedroom, and it had two walk in closets. There was no bed, but there was a make up station. The station had little round lightbulbs all around the mirror. There were two large dressers across the wall across from the closets with a big mirror between them. 
 
    “All you have to do is let me do the work. You can sit and sip and enjoy all the crazy sensations. I’ll even run down and get you another drink when you’re done with that one.” 
 
    Jed stood in the middle of the room and looked around. 
 
    Lana watched him for a moment, as if he might break and run for it, then she sighed and started looking drawers and in the closets. 
 
    She extracted panties, a corset with cups, and nylons from one of the dressers. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Of course you do. It’s going to be fun.” She looked at the panties, then tossed them aside. She wanted his bottom naked. “Lose the robe.” 
 
    He tossed the robe into a corner. 
 
    He had a good body for cross dressing. Slender, but not too heavy on the angles. 
 
    Lana put the corset around him and fastened the buttons. Then she went to the back and started pulling ties. 
 
    Jed grunted with each pull. “This thing is old.” 
 
    “Old and probably hand made.” 
 
    Slowly she went down his back, and when she was done she was pleasantly surprised. The corset made his hips flare a bit. He was already starting to look a little more feminine. 
 
    She went reached into the second dresser and brought out a couple of breast forms. She slid them into the top of the corset. 
 
    Jed looked down at his sudden boobs. “Fuck,” he whispered. He hefted them with his hands, and it was a curious moment. Lana could tell that he wasn’t put off, that he was fascinated. 
 
    “Told you it’d be fun.” 
 
    “It’s not that, he said in a low voice.” But he didn’t say what it was, so she ignored him. 
 
    “Sit on the vanity chair.” 
 
    He did, and she rolled nylons up his legs. 
 
    “Good thing you shave your legs for swimming.” She looked up at him. “Time for some truth. You didn’t shave your legs for swimming. You shaved them…just because.” 
 
    He bit his lip and gave a slight nod. “I was curious.” 
 
    “And what do shaved legs feel like?” 
 
    “They feel…good. Sexy.” 
 
    She grinned. “That’s the horn dog I know and love.” She fastened the tops of the nylons to the garter straps on the corset. He now had long, sleek legs. Very sexy. 
 
    She went into the closet and came out with several pairs of high heels. Jed gasped. 
 
    She knelt in front of him and put heels on his feet. “Which ones are the most comfortable?” 
 
    He chose a pair of black heels that buckled up the front. They looked like a wicked witch’s shoes, but they were sexy. 
 
    “Can you stand up?” 
 
    He did, and wavered, and nodded. 
 
    “Excellent. Sit down and let me find the blue dress.” 
 
    He waited, and she shortly exited a closet holding a long, satin dress. 
 
    “That’s an old dress,” he said as she held it up to him. 
 
    “It is. Very fashionable back in the 1920s.” 
 
    She undid the back buttons and helped him step into it. She buttoned him up, and the material stretched around a couple of the buttons, but it was a pretty good fit. The front went all the way up and covered his boobs, but actually emphasized them. The sleeves went down to his wrists, and Lana helped him slip on white gloves. He had no flesh showing, to speak of, but that made it even more sexy. What you can’t see excites the imagination. 
 
    She took him to a big mirror hanging on the wall between the dressers and he stared at himself. Neither of them said anything, but it was obvious that from the neck down he looked like a woman. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Time for the heavy lifting.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Make up.” 
 
    “Oh,” and he gulped. 
 
    “Can you stay like this for a half hour?” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “I want to go get new make up. This stuff,” she indicated a tray of bottles on one of the dressers, “is old.” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    “Tell you what. I’ll get you a drink, bring it up to the garret, and then I’ll go to town. You can sit on top of the world and anticipate what this is going to be like.” 
 
    He found himself nodding. 
 
    Five minutes later he sat in a chair in the garret and watched as their car sped down the lane on its way to town. 
 
    Jed was drunk. And feeling horny. And…he hated to admit it…he liked it. 
 
    He liked the sexiness of the old material, the underwear, the way his body was compressed. 
 
    Even the feeling of his cock trying to get free was sexy. Especially sexy. 
 
    He lifted his dress and felt his cage. He felt his weenie struggling. He felt the smooth skin of his stretched out balls. 
 
    Fuck. Why did this have to feel so good? 
 
    He sat and sipped, and he finished the drink just as he saw the car returning from town. 
 
    He walked down the stairs, being very careful. His ankles wobbled and he struggled for balance, but he made it down to the first floor just as Lana burst through the front door. 
 
    “Look at you!” she called out cheerfully. “Here. Take this upstairs.” 
 
    He took two shopping bags and held them in one hand and used his other hand to balance himself as he walked up the stairs. 
 
    Lana was up two minutes later, bringing the drinks. 
 
    “First time we need a bit of lubrication. We want to be relaxed and do it right.” 
 
    He nodded and sipped and was grateful He was about as relaxed as he could get without being drunk, and he sat down in the vanity chair and waited. 
 
    Lana opened one of the bags and took out a make up kit with a few extras. She checked everything, laid it out on the table, and opened the first bottle. 
 
    “This is cleanser. WE’re going to clean your very pores. No more blackheads, even pimples will clean up a bit.” 
 
    “But I’m clean. I took a shower this morning.” 
 
    When he saw the little sponges after she wiped his face he was aghast. “I’m a filthy pig,” he said. 
 
    “Now we’re talking,” she grinned. 
 
    “This is primer.” She applied the creamy stuff, rubbing it into his crevices, and it felt sexy to just sit there and have his face massaged. Even the light smells were a turn on. 
 
    He looked down at his whimpering cock. 
 
    “I think Mr. Happy likes it.” smiled Lana. 
 
    She applied foundation and blush and his face took on color. A man’s face has different colors, bland colors, but with the foundation creating a canvas she began to brighten him, to make him glow. 
 
    She used her fingers to brush color over his eyes. A slight bluish tinge with dusky grey and a streak of gleaming white. She lined his eyes and lengthened his lashes. Finally, she rolled on the lipstick. 
 
    “It’s got plumper in it. Your lips will look larger.” 
 
    “It stings a little.” 
 
    “Got things like cayenne pepper in it. The sting will stop, but your lips will remain full and gorgeous, and get even fuller as we apply the plumper every day.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “Every day?” 
 
    “You didn’t think we were going to stop with one time, did you? We’ve got a whole month, and there’s lots of things we can do.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but he was thinking a mile a minute. 
 
    “Come on,” she helped him up and he followed her into the closet. On the top shelf were a row of wigs. She took them down, one after another, and put them on his head. 
 
    “This one,” she finally said. “You’ve got dark skin, and auburn is really going to suit you. It will look natural.” 
 
    She took him out to the vanity again and fit a skull cap to his head. then she glued the front strip of the cap and placed the wig on him. 
 
    He stared at the mirror and was stunned by the transformation. His face was round, the angles shaded away. His lips were large and red. His eyes were glittering jewels under dusky rainbows. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he whispered. 
 
    Lana smiled, and began shooting video. She walked around him, had him pirouette, went up and down, from high heels to wig.  
 
    He was a babe. 
 
    Lana stood next to him and snapped pics. 
 
    Finally, she turned to him, touched his lips lightly with her own, and said, “Let’s go, slick.” 
 
    She couldn’t grab his cock to lead him, but she did link arms and guide him to the room under the garret. 
 
    It was difficult getting low enough with the heels on, but he made it through the door. 
 
    For a long moment he stood and just looked. Lana had a selfie stick and she propped it on top of the cabinet. Grandma was going to get a box seat for his de-flowering. 
 
    “Okay, honey, let’s start off with a little spanking.” 
 
    Lana helped him up on the table. She pulled his dress up in the front so his cock could hang through the hole, then she got under the table and tied it. 
 
    “You should do my wrists and ankles.” 
 
    Lana nodded. She knew Grandma would like that. She put the leather strips around his wrists and buckled them. Then she did his ankles. 
 
    She stood next to the table and faced the cell phone. “Hi, Grandma. We’re going to use three dildos today. Small to large. It’s Jed’s first time and we want him to really enjoy himself. But, first, we have to do a little warm up.” 
 
    She walked around the table and pulled his dress up. His ass was exposed below the coset. The garter straps framed his buns perfect, and his legs extended so sexy. 
 
    She held up the little whip and said, “We gave him some light strokes yesterday, but today I’m going to give him ten strokes. Only ten, but I guarantee he’s going to be crying when I’m done. 
 
    Jed listened, and he was suddenly nervous. 
 
    Wisss…SMACK! 
 
    Jed lurched. It hurt! His buns were now on fire. 
 
    Wisss…SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, shit!” he mumbled. 
 
    Wisss…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    Jed tried not to cry. He tried to control himself, to ignore the fire down below, but when Lana finished his tears were falling to the floor. 
 
    Lana came to the front of the table and gripped his wig. She lifted his head so the camera could record his face. His mascara was now smudged and it was obvious he was crying. 
 
    Lana grinned at the camera and gave a thumbs up. She walked to the side of the table and picked up the smallest dildo. It wasn’t much more than an index finger wide and long. She placed an open container of lube between his legs and dipped the dildo into it. Then she spread it out over the dildo, and, finally, she placed the tip of the dildo at Jed’s ass. 
 
    Jed looked up, his eyes wide, filled with fright. The camera caught him perfectly. 
 
    She pushed the dildo into him. She wasn’t rough, just matter of fact. 
 
    Jed’s eyes opened in surprise. Then he started blinking, and then…he relaxed. 
 
    “Hey…” 
 
    She started slipping it in and out of his rectum. Little strokes, with a swirl here and there. 
 
    “….that feels good.” 
 
    “Lay down and shut up, Jed.” 
 
    Jed did, and shortly he was giving little moans. 
 
    Lana pulled the dildo out of him. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She put the next one into him. His eyes didn’t go as wide, but he blinked a lot. 
 
    “How you doing, Jed?” 
 
    He put his head down and breathed in little gasps. “Good.” 
 
    “You know, if you relax enough you might be able to have an orgasm. I can definitely drain you, but an orgasm might be better. Wouldn’t you like to have an anal orgasm? Jed?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Then relax. Let your body respond as it will. Enjoy.” 
 
    Jed began grinding his ass back at the middle-sized dildo. Pleasure was shooting through his whole midsection. His ass was on fire with good feelings. 
 
    Lana took the medium dido out and put lube on the biggest one. It wasn’t huge, just normal dick-sized. But that was big for Jed’s relatively virgin anal passage. 
 
    “Okay, honey. This is the one that’s going to do it.” She inserted the dildo. His canal opened up by the earlier dildos, and relaxed from all the pleasure he was enjoying, the dildo slid in easily. 
 
    Still, he grunted. He was full now, and he felt like he was going to explode with heat. 
 
    She gently rammed him. She corkscrewed inside him, and he felt something growing, getting closer. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. You’re getting closer now.” Her voice was like butter, sliding over everything, making everything sweet and warm. 
 
    And he was getting closer. For a second he tried to make it happen, but he quickly realized that wasn’t the way a female orgasm worked. You had to relax and let the lightening happen. A male could shoot the lightening. A female had to accept the lightening. 
 
    He felt the first little spurts of lightening in his butt. His eyes and mouth opened and his head arched. Again, the cell phone captured it all. The surprise, the delight, the sheer joy. 
 
    Shockwaves rippled out from his prostate and his ass began to jump and quiver. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, and the orgasm took him. It lifted him up, dashed him down, again and again. 
 
    Lana kept screwing the dildo into him, but very gently. She wanted to help the orgasm, not chase it away. 
 
    For a long minute Jed made sounds and his body spasmed, then it was over. He gave up, and just lay there. 
 
    Lana went to the cell phone and brought it down. She focused it under the table and a long string of cum hung from the tip of his chastity tube. The floor had a large puddle of the goo directly under his cock. 
 
    She took the video, the stills, and finally stood up and put the phone down. She undid the straps and helped Jed from the table. She walked him to their bedroom and helped him into bed. He was dazed, but happy. He smiled at her, then went to sleep.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Lana sat in the garret and Grandma’s face showed on the screen. 
 
    “That was beautiful,” Grandma said. I couldn’t have done it better myself.” 
 
    “I learned from the best, Grandma.” 
 
    “That you did,” Grandma chuckled. 
 
    “I did everything you said, and it worked just like you said.” 
 
    “Family secrets, Baby Girl. Family secrets, honed over the generations. Do you want me to mail you the key?” 
 
    Lana was aghast by the question. “Of course not!” 
 
    “Excellent. Then I’ll expect daily videos from you.” 
 
    “And you’ll get them. I’ll talk to you tomorrow Grandma. I love you.” 
 
    “And I love you.” 
 
      
 
    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. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Tinder Falls was a weird city. Tom Hall knew that as soon as he stepped over the city limits. One second he’s walking down the highway, pack on his back, heading for wherever, and he places his foot over the line and feels it. 
 
    Something different.  
 
    Something a little bit off. 
 
    Like North isn’t quite north. Or maybe the water doesn’t go down the drain clockwise. 
 
    The feeling of something being off was so strong he actually stopped and just stood for a moment. He was waiting for birds to fall out of the sky, or a pack of dogs to turn into a barber shop quartet. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    He blinked and studied the area. 
 
    Fields with a few cows in them, munching and ignoring him. Blue skies with a few high clouds…no rain on the horizon. Up ahead, maybe a half mile, were the buildings on the outskirts. They looked like normal buildings. 
 
    But what was that feeling he was getting? 
 
    When nothing happened long enough, however, he started walking again. 
 
    Tom was about five foot eight. Slender at 140 pounds. His hair was a little long from being on the road for so long. Shave off the beard and he would have been a handsome fellow. 
 
    He was wearing the same clothes he had mustered out with. Cargo pants, starting to look a little bare. Tee shirt, collar threading, seams a little loose. 
 
    Athletic shoes that were almost worn through. 
 
    He came closer to the town. A quarter mile. Still that weird feeling. 
 
    But the buildings were just standing there, not doing the mashed potatoes or anything. He could see cars on the side roads, a few people on the walks, but it was just a sleepy, middle-American town. Nothing special. 
 
    Yet the hair on the back of his neck was starting to stand up. 
 
    He came to the first building, stepped onto the first official sidewalk of the town, and decided he would buy a pair of shoes, find a hamburger, get a six pack of beer, and hike the hell out of there. 
 
    It was just too creepy. 
 
    His eyes checked out the first half dozen stores on the main drag. A hardware store. A dollar store. What looked like a medical building. A meeting hall. A police station. A used car lot.  
 
    Further on he could make out what looked like an RV park, lots of weeds, a baseball field, but not in very bad shape. A restaurant. A small grocery store. 
 
    Typical town. Except for the creepy feeling. 
 
    He crossed the street and headed for the restaurant. Eat first. Shoes. Liquor. Beat feet. That was his itinerary. 
 
    The restaurant was of a western motif. It looked like an old time western bar, but it advertised hamburgers, steaks and milk shakes. 
 
    He thought about a chocolate milkshake and smiled. 
 
    He entered the building. Warped plank floors. Wood tables. A bar that looked to serve sodie pop across the room. A revolving stand filled with post cards. 
 
    He stepped up to the bar and waited. 
 
    A half minute passed, then a skinny fellow with less hair than more, and a beak of a nose, stepped out. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Not ‘hello,’ or ‘howdie,’ or ‘what can I do you for,’ but…Yeah. 
 
    Still, Tom was there to eat, not to discuss manners with a lout. 
 
    “Hamburger and fries. Chocolate milkshake.” 
 
    The ‘barman’ didn’t move. He squinted his eyes and asked, “Passing through.” 
 
    It was a statement, but Tom knew he was asking. He also knew he should just be cheerful and go along with whatever. 
 
    When he was fresh out of the army he wore clean clothes, people thanked him for his service. Now, worn down and shabby, they judged him for a bum. 
 
    “Passing through.”  
 
    “Where’s home?” 
 
    None of the man’s business, especially since he was a grump. 
 
    Tom sighed. “Where I lay down for the night. The hamburger?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah…yeah. I’ll get you one.” 
 
    The man disappeared into the back. Tom went to a booth where he could watch cars pass. He heard some chatter in the back, probably his order being relayed to the cook. 
 
    Somebody peeked over a pair of batwing doors at him. 
 
    He ignored whoever it was and leaned on an elbow and watched the world through the window. 
 
      
 
    Peter Samson rang the police station while the burger cooked. “John? I got one. Says he’s just passing through. Says his home is where he sleeps. Yeah sure. Okay.” He hung up the phone and turned to the grill. 
 
      
 
    Tom was actually dozing. The hamburger seemed to take forever. Then a sheriff’s car passed in the road, and the hamburger arrived. He smiled. 
 
    As a burger it wasn’t much. The meat was thin and overcooked. The fries were barely warm. The chocolate shake was more like chocolate water. 
 
    He was going to have to stop at the grocery store and pick up some kind of dinner. Maybe cook it once he was out of town and comfortable in some woods. 
 
    He was halfway through the hamburger when a bulky shape loomed over him. 
 
    He looked up. 
 
    Sheriff Todd Ransome was a true redneck. He ate fried pork and grits, his body got rounder and rounder, and the layers of fat folded over on his neck and turned red under the hot sun. 
 
    “How you doing?” 
 
    Tom felt nervous. The big deputy was arrowing in on him. 
 
    “I’m fine. How are you today?” 
 
    “I’m fine. What you doing in town?” 
 
    “I’m just passing through.” 
 
    “Where you going?” 
 
    Nosy. Rude. What the hell? 
 
    “I’m just walking across America. I got out of the army and decided I wanted to see the land of the free up close.” 
 
    The sheriff frowned. Heavy jowls sank and small eyes got smaller. 
 
    “Got any identification?” 
 
    “Got my army ID.” 
 
    He turned to get his wallet out of his pack. 
 
    “FREEZE!” 
 
    The sheriff was standing with a his legs spread, big revolver pointed right at Tom. 
 
    “Whoa!” Tom raised his hands. The bore of the revolver looked dark and big and frightening. 
 
    “Get out of the chair and lay down on your belly.” 
 
    “I’m moving slowly. No problems. Whatever you want.” Tom moved like molasses. He lay on the floor. 
 
    “Hands on the back of your head.” 
 
    He placed his hands behind his head. 
 
    The sheriff cuffed his hands behind him. 
 
    Tom lay on the floor and looked to the side. The sheriff lifted his pack off the seat and put it on the table. He began taking things out. 
 
    Pants. Shirt. Couple of pairs of socks. They were clean as he washed every time he passed a seat. 
 
    Cook pan, fire starter, length of good, nylon rope, compass. 
 
    Spoon, fork and…knife. 
 
    A good, sharp knife. Good for camping. Big enough to whittle, small enough to use the point for any variety of tasks 
 
    Sheriff Todd thumbed the radio on his shoulder. “Got a drifter here. Armed. Went for a knife.” 
 
    “I didn’t—“ 
 
    Todd kicked Tom in the ribs. Not a big kick, not a rib breaker, just a little warning that a rib breaker might be coming if he didn’t shut his pie hole. 
 
    “Yep. He can see the judge in the morning. If he’s still around.” 
 
    Still around? Where was he going to go? Especially if he spent the night in jail. 
 
    Todd lifted the cuffs and said, “On your feet, boy.” 
 
    Tom struggled to his feet. “I was just looking for my ID card. I wasn’t going for a knife.” 
 
    “You can tell the judge tomorrow morning.” 
 
    Tom finished the sentence, If he was still around. 
 
    The sheriff guided him out the door and to the back of the patrol car. He sat and looked out the window and the skinny bar man came out and stood on the boardwalk. He was wiping his hands on a dishrag and he said, “Who’s going to pay for that meal?” 
 
    Disgusted, Tom ignored him. 
 
      
 
    The police station was a block down the street and around a corner. It was just a brick box. Small windows on the front, bars on the windows in the back. 
 
    Todd opened the back door and waited while Tom struggled out. Then he lifted the cuffs and pranced Tom into the station. 
 
    The station was a messy shack on the inside. There was a rack of guns, a couple of file cabinets, and a hallway leading to the cells in the back. The sheriff pushed him towards the hallway and deposited him in a cell. He left the cuffs on. 
 
    “Sheriff? The cuffs?” 
 
    Todd ignored him and walked back to the front room. 
 
    Tom looked around. Two cells facing each other. That was it. 
 
    He sat down on a bed made out of metal and sprung springs, and thought about his situation. 
 
    He had been busted before. He had spent a few nights in a hoosegow, then left the town. But this felt different. 
 
    He listened to the murmur of the sheriff’s voice. It sounded like he was on the phone. 
 
    “Just passing through…checked his ID, no family on record…No letters or even numbers…out of the army and…” 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    Tom lay down, his hands still cuffed behind his back, and attempted to get comfortable. It looked like he was going to spend the night. 
 
      
 
    Tom had dreams. Ever since coming back from the war he had had dreams, and they usually weren’t too pleasant. Sometimes he dreamed of dead comrades. Had conversations with them just as if they were alive. I’m in sandbox hell here, Tom. I wish I could come home. Sometimes he would dream he was an inch tall and running from foot tall tarantulas. Sometimes he was a giant, using a bayonet to stab snakes that were coming from all directions and trying to crawl up his legs. No matter how much he stabbed more snakes came. 
 
    Sometimes he just dreamed he was in a cell and the cell was made of blackboard and the guards were scratching the walls with their oversized fingernails, laughing as he screamed. 
 
    The dreams as he slept in the Tinder Falls jail was worse. 
 
    A wolf would eat a toe, snap it off and raise its head and the little tip of a digit would roll down the wolf’s throat. Toe after toe, and by the time the wolf reached the fifth toe the first toe had regrown and…snap! Gobble. 
 
    He was shivering. Crying. Leave me alone! But the wolf just looked up the length of his legs and snapped up another toe. 
 
    He awoke, drenched in sweat. His arms were behind him and his shoulders felt they were being wrenched out of the sockets. 
 
    A woman was peering through the bars. She was good looking, but her face was empty of emotion. Like she was looking at a dead rabbit on a lonely back road. 
 
    Tom struggled to sit up, pain lanced through his shoulders as he adjusted his position. “Water,” he croaked. 
 
    “What’s his blood type?” 
 
    From the door to the main office, the sheriff was leaning against the frame, the answer came. “Don’t know.” 
 
    The woman turned a gimlet eye on the sheriff. “You don’t know.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” the sheriff looked a little nervous now. “Doc hasn’t been by, yet.” 
 
    The woman’s eyes squinched a bit, then she turned to Tom. Tom was more fully awake now, and despite his parched throat and fire lanced shoulders, he studied her. 
 
    Slender, good boobs. Auburn hair with white streaks. Natural streaks, not beauty parlor streaks.  
 
    Her face was narrow and she had a long nose. Her eyes were so brown they were almost black. Her fingers were long, bony, tipped with long, red fingernails. 
 
    “Please,” he said. “Can I get some water?” He tried to swallow, to get some moisture in his mouth.” 
 
    The woman smiled, but with no mirth, more just a showing of her sharp teeth. “What’s your blood type?” 
 
    “Please?” 
 
    Her mouth made a moue. She spoke to the sheriff. “Get him some water.” 
 
    The sheriff moved back into the office. 
 
    “What’s your blood type?” 
 
    He was going to get his water. He answered, “O positive.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    The sheriff returned, and grinned as he held a coffee cup full of water to the bars. 
 
    Tom opened his mouth slightly, he wiggled his hands around and showed he was still handcuffed. 
 
    The woman said to the sheriff, “You’re an asshole.” To Tom, “Turn around.” 
 
    Tom turned. The woman had no key, but he felt her manipulating the cuffs, then the chain between the two circlets snapped. Just came apart. 
 
    “Hey!” Sheriff Todd protested weakly. 
 
    The women ignored him, took the cup and handed ti to Tom. 
 
    Tom drank, tried to control himself, watching the woman over the edge of the cup as he drained it. He handed it back. “Thanks.” 
 
    The woman took the cup. She was close to the bars, one hand caressed one of Tom’s hands as she took the cup. He felt an instant surge of attraction. Well, at least a boner. He didn’t get too many of those these days. 
 
    The woman smiled. “Did you like the war? All the killing?” 
 
    “Not so much.” 
 
    “Is it over?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “I’ll fix it, if you like.” 
 
    “Hey! What are—“ 
 
    “Shut.” 
 
    Sheriff Todd shut and looked very unhappy. 
 
    To Tom she whispered: “I like you. I can use you. It’s going to hurt, but I can stop your nightmares.” 
 
    First water, then his cuffs, and now…now she was offering him surcease from the nightly nightmares? 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “My name is Sith. I can help you, but there is a price.” 
 
    “I’ll pay it,” said Tom, not even thinking, just wanting his purposeless existence to end. 
 
    “No matter what?” 
 
    He thought of his buddies, dead across the ocean, slaughtered in the sands and rocks, their bodies, if found, shipped home in a box. 
 
    He thought of long patrols and men in robes with their faces covered, screams, and the chant: “Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar!” 
 
    God is great. 
 
    But what God supports the slaughter of young men in an alien land? What God gives him these nightly dreams?  
 
    “Sure,” he said. Not knowing what he was giving himself to, but knowing that anything was better than what he had now. 
 
    She nodded. His hands were gripping the bars and she touched one of his hands, ran her long fingers down his digits. And he shivered. 
 
    But he wasn’t scared. 
 
    Anything was better. 
 
    She turned to the sheriff. “Tonight. Blood moon.” She walked out of the cell area. 
 
    The sheriff glared at Tom, then followed her. 
 
    Tom heard them exchange a few words, then the front door opened and closed. She was gone. 
 
    He sat down on the metal bed and sighed. He didn’t know what was happening, but— 
 
    The sheriff stood in the doorway, and if looks could kill Tom would have been in and out of the slaughterhouse. 
 
    “I didn’t do anything,” said Tom. 
 
    The sheriff said nothing, and Tom tilted his head slightly in puzzlement. “What’d I do?” 
 
    Sheriff Todd turned away. 
 
    Tom had the weirdest feeling then. Sheriff Todd had looked…jealous. 
 
      
 
    Time doesn’t travel fast in a jail. There are no TVs. There are no vending machines. There are no decks of cards to provide a moment of chance to a captive mind. 
 
    Tom lay back on the bunk, one knee up, the other leg thrown over it. His hands were folded behind his head. 
 
    Through a window high in the wall he could see the sky. Mostly blue. Every once in a while he would see a drift of feathery white as a cloud passed, but…mostly it was blue. 
 
    He wondered who the woman was. He wondered why the sheriff seemed so weird around her. Nervous, jealous, pissed off at Tom because…because…? 
 
    He thought about the things she had said. She would rid him of nightmares. Nightmares so bad he had often considered ending them with a .45 to the ear. How could she do that? For that matter, what did she even know about his nightmares? Yet, she spoke as if with knowledge. 
 
    He thought about a blood moon. One of those rare events where the moon fell in the shadow of the earth, a type of eclipse, and the moon changed from a bright orange to a drippy sort of bloody red. 
 
    What did that have to do with anything? 
 
    At five o’clock the sheriff left the office for fifteen minutes. When he came back he slid a bag with a hamburger in it through the bars. Then, maybe the Gods hadn’t totally disowned him, the sheriff put a Coke on the floor. 
 
    Tom was on his feet and at the bars instanter. He picked up the bag and the Coke and backed up to the bunk. He didn’t say thanks, he was still trying to understand why the sheriff had brought this nectar of the Gods. 
 
    The sheriff watched as he bit into the hamburger. It was the same kind as he had bought but only half finished for lunch. 
 
    “‘Sup to me You’d starve.” 
 
    Tom didn’t say anything. He ate, and popped the top and sipped. The heaven of that sweet fluid coating his throat and sliding down to his belly was amazing. 
 
    “When do I get out of here?” 
 
    The sheriff snorted in disgust. 
 
    “When do I see a judge?” 
 
    Now the sheriff chuckled, but in a mean fashion.  
 
    Then Tom asked: “Who was that woman? Sith?” 
 
    A sour look crossed the sheriff’s face. “You’ll find out.” And he left. 
 
    Tom finished the hamburger. It wasn’t very good, but he ate it all. And he sipped at the Coke. Little sips. Making the sweetness last. 
 
    Darkness fell outside the jail. Night time. It was gloom time inside the cell. There were no lights on in the cell, but the door to the main room was open and light illuminated the small cells. 
 
    Tom lay back down. He closed his eyes. Nothing to do. Might as well sleep. 
 
     
 
    Dreams. His buddies in the desert crawled across the sands after him. They had no legs; their legs had been blown off by IED. But they dragged themselves through the sand, and they begged him, Take us home, Tom! We want to go home! 
 
    He cried, and he would take the arms of first one, then another, then another, and pull them along, leaving blood slime behind them as the mangled stumps of their legs leaked, and leaked, and leaked. 
 
    “Allahu Akbar!” in the distance. “Allahu Akbar.” 
 
    Clunk of footsteps. Clang of bars. Click of switch. Keys in the lock. 
 
    Tom jerked upright, his head hurting from the nightmare. The sheriff was standing outside the cell, the door was open. Five men stood with him. 
 
    The men were large. Farmer types. The most noticeable thing about them, however, was the glee in their eyes. 
 
    Glee. Happiness virtually glowing from their eager eyes. 
 
    “Sith doesn’t want you messed up, but you fuck with us, boy, and you’ll get messed up. No matter what.” 
 
    No matter what. She had said that to him. She had made a deal with him, a deal that he didn’t understand but which he was somehow looking forward to. A deal sealed by the phrase no matter what. 
 
    Tom stood up and walked slowly across the cell. The sheriff stood back and the five big men crowded forward. As he exited the cell they stood close. Big bodies, ready to dogpile him. No hope for escape. 
 
    They somehow squirted through the doorway and walked across the main room, then they stepped into the moonlight. 
 
    The blood moon hadn’t started, but the moon was big and gold in the sky. Made large by being still low on the horizon. 
 
    When was the blood moon? Tom thought about asking, but didn’t bother. These big, taciturn farmer types didn’t look like they wanted to play ‘Trivial Pursuit.’ 
 
    A battered van was at the curb and they walked him to it. He stepped through the open door and they crowded in after him. The door slid shut and there was only a hint of light. 
 
    The front doors slammed. One of the big guys was driving. The sheriff sat in the passenger seat. 
 
    The van went straight, so Tom figured they were staying on the man drag. Two minutes later it turned and began bouncing over ruts. It turned corners, and everybody braced themselves. Tom fell sideways and was pushed back upright. Not gently. He tried to spread his body a little and not fall again. 
 
    Dips and curves. Short hills and jounces that rattled his teeth. Nobody said anything. 
 
    The van peeked a small hill, coasted down a windy road, and stopped. The engine pinged and one of the big men opened the door. 
 
    Tom stopped out, and was grabbed. The men were chosen for their strength and they more carried him than dragged him across a clearing. In the center of the clearing more people waited. They were grim faced, illuminated by the moon, and Tom was placed on the ground. He didn’t yell, but he struggled. Hands clamped down, if he kicked one off two replaced it. Two men actually sat on him, driving the breath out of him, but still he struggled. 
 
    He was in the middle of four spikes with eyebolts for heads. The spikes were thick, probably three feet long. They were pounded into the packed earth and handcuffs dangled from them. 
 
    The men stretched Tom out and attached the cuffs to his wrists and ankles. Everybody stepped back and he struggled, but still didn’t yell. 
 
    Nobody spoke. They formed a ring about him, standing about ten feet away from him. 
 
    Tom stopped struggling. “What the fuck is this?” he hissed. 
 
    But nobody said anything. They began to look up towards the sky. 
 
    The moon was just rising over the trees and it was turning blood red. The craters were still there, the seas, but now they were shades of ominous red. 
 
    “OOOOWWWoooooo!” 
 
    Tom blinked. A fucking wolf? 
 
    “Let me up,” he said. 
 
    Nobody moved. 
 
    “What am I? The goat?” 
 
    From the outer edges of the clearing more people came out of the shadows. These were wives, kids, even children held by the hand. 
 
    “What the hell is it with you people?” 
 
    “OOOOWWWoooooo!” 
 
    He looked around, and a certain franticness was permeating him. 
 
    A wolf. A wild animal. He was staked out. 
 
    Was he an offering? A sacrifice? Would these people just step aside and let him be eaten? 
 
    The ring of people moved back a little so more people could squeeze in and watch. In the darkness their eyes were fervid, glittering, waiting. 
 
    High above the moon was almost completely red. It was round and looked like a bullet wound in the cosmos. 
 
    “Let me loose! 
 
    “OOOOWWWoooooo!” 
 
    The howl was louder. Closer. 
 
    Tom struggled, the handcuffs clinked on the eyebolts, but there was no way his fragile flesh was going to overcome steel. 
 
    Suddenly there was a different feeling in the clearing. A presence. An emotion that overrode everything else. It was distinct and heady and came from the north side of the clearing. People on the north part of the circle began to shuffle to the side. They opened up a path and out of the dark of night a figure strode. 
 
    Tom turned his head to see the shape. His eyes fought the darkness as he tried to define the shape, then he gasped. 
 
    The shape was tall and lanky and…and furry. 
 
    It was a human shape, but auburn colored with streaks of white. 
 
    The face was a muzzle with two dark eyes. 
 
    Amazingly, it had breasts. Just two, large ones, but at least not eight. 
 
    Tom tried to move away from the approaching figure. He scrabbled his fingers at earth, jerked on the cuffs, but there was no running from the remorseless horror that stalked him. 
 
    It came closer, was in the ring of people. Its head had ears, pointy ears, and the head temporarily blocked out the moon. 
 
    Tom wasn’t screaming, because that would do no good. He was just struggling, even though that did no good. 
 
    The beast now inside the ring of people. The look on the people’s faces was one of rapture. Of worship. 
 
    The beast loomed over Tom now. It looked down the length of its muzzle with eyes pitch black. Oddly, though the eyes gave the appearance of soullessness, Tom felt a presence, a spirit. 
 
    The large Werewolf growled, low and throaty, and the crowd swooned. 
 
    It squatted over Tom and looked into his eyes. 
 
    Terrified, yet Tom looked back. The wolfen thing gave a low, rumbling growl and nodded. It actually seemed pleased. 
 
    One massive paw, a paw that could detach his head from his shoulders with one swipe, curled around his jaw. Long, curved talons trailed along his throat, felt the pulse of his blood under his skin. 
 
    The paw slid down to his shirt collar—he gulped—and one fingernail sliced slowly through his shirt. 
 
    Zzzt. Zzzt. His shirt came apart. 
 
    “What are you…what are you…” 
 
    The paw on his face again. 
 
    The shirt, now in rags, was throw away. Tossed into the crowd of people. And now the people made small moans. 
 
    The creature reached down and hooked a finger under Tom’s belt. It moved quickly and Tom felt the belt give way. 
 
    Zzzt. Zzzt. Long claws severed the fabric of his worn cargo pants. His pants were neatly sliced apart, the shreds, like the shirt, thrown into the crowd. 
 
    Tom gasped and struggled. The night was cool on his flesh, but his flesh was fevered with panic. 
 
    “Grrr,” soothed the Werewolf. It stuck nails under his tighty whiteys, which weren’t too white after months on the road, and pulled them apart. 
 
    Now he was exposed, and the deadly claws curled around his penis. 
 
    Tom was blind with panic. 
 
    Grrr. Grrr. 
 
    The wolf’s paw stroked his cock. He tried to pull his hips away, but the solid earth kept him under the touch of the Werewolf. 
 
    No matter the fear, the terror, the panic, his penis had a life of its own. The razor sharp claws moving on the skin, it grew. 
 
    Tom was now frozen. If he moved those claws would rip his penis right off his body. 
 
    The Werewolf watched him. Hot drool dripped from the creature’s mouth. 
 
    Tom’s dick was now standing straight up. 
 
    The Werewolf threw a leg over his body, reached down and separated fur. Tom felt the Werewolf’s vagina touch his cock. 
 
    He felt like he was going insane. This was impossible! It couldn’t happen! 
 
    The Werewolf lowered itself, Tom’s penis head was engulfed by Werewolf pussy. He shrieked, then a clawed hand covered his mouth. A single nail touched his throat in warning. 
 
    His eyes were wide, his mind was shattered, the Werewolf went up and down on him. 
 
    A pussy is a pussy, and he felt the soft velvet of reproductive tissues. He felt the inner muscles of the Werewolf’s vagina wrapped around his dick, pulling on it as the Werewolf humped and corkscrewed. 
 
    Tom’s eyes were wide open, his mouth was open under the paw of the Werewolf, but no sound came forth. 
 
    Up and down. In and out. Feeling his balls bounce underneath the furry hind end of the Werewolf. 
 
    In spite of the horror, the terror, the soul consuming fright, Tom felt the little trigger deep down inside. Oh, God! He was going to cum! 
 
    He tried to stifle the desire. He tried to stop the urge, to keep the pulse of semen from happening. But the Werewolf would have none of that. It reached under and grabbed Tom’s balls in one great, clawed hand. 
 
    Tom froze, one nick with a claw and he would be ball-less. 
 
    And, it happened. He grunted, his seed began pushing upwards, and he came. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…no…NO-O-O!” 
 
    White baby batter filled the Werewolf’s pussy. It growled, “GRRRRR!” and it howled! “OOOOWWWOOOOOO!” Raising its furry head towards the blood moon it howled again. 
 
    “OOOOWWWOOOOOO!” 
 
    And again. 
 
    “OOOOWWWOOOOOO!” 
 
    Tom spent his seed and stopped seeing or feeling. He was unconscious.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    In the dream he was sitting cross legged on the sand. The men he had known, who he had lived with, who had died, came to him. They were still grungy, bearded and tired of combat, but they came to him, stood in front of him. 
 
    ‘Thanks, Tom.’ 
 
    ‘At last…I’m going home. You did good, Tom.’ 
 
    ‘Hope to see you at home, buddy.’ 
 
    Man after man. No screams. No blood spurting mangled limbs. Just smiles of happiness. 
 
    Tom awoke with tears flowing down his cheeks. 
 
    Sith sat on the edge of the bed, one hand to his cheek. “It’s okay now.”  
 
    Tom looked at her, then he was sitting, holding her, sobbing helplessly. 
 
    She held him, and he cried himself out. 
 
    Then he slept again. 
 
    Slept with no dreams. No nightmares. Just a calm, soothing, balmy wind that washed his soul. 
 
    He awoke. 
 
      
 
    The world was not as he remembered it. 
 
    First, he was in a bed, a bed he remembered from awakening before. Where Sith had soothed and he had sobbed. 
 
    More important, the world seemed somehow brighter. Colors weren’t just colors, they were lightly glowing colors. Giving off the essence of light to him. 
 
    He sat up, realized he was nude, and rubbed his eyes with his palms. 
 
    He was in a small cabin. A very rudimentary cabin. There was an old, iron stove. Used for cooking and for giving heat in the winter. 
 
    The bed. Large and comfy. Big enough to hold a…a werewolf. 
 
    Bookshelves laden with books. His very sharp eyes could read the little print from across the room. 
 
    ‘Outrageous Acts and Everyday Rebellions,’ by Steinem. And several other books by her. 
 
    ‘The Cycle of the Werewolf,’ by King. 
 
    ‘The Man-Wolf,’ by Leitch Ritchie.  
 
    ‘Femwood Mansion,’ by Mansfield. 
 
    Books on physics, books of poetry, books on speaking Pig Latin.  
 
    A big section on Martial arts. 
 
    He looked down at his boobs. 
 
    He was in shock. He had known he had breasts when he had woken up, but his shock had stopped him from running out screaming. 
 
    He had known his hair was longer, female long. He had noted the different shape of his fingers, the slenderness of his waist. 
 
    The largeness of his breasts. 
 
    Struck dumb, his thought process dulled, he yet remembered a night under the blood moon. He remembered a wolf—no, a Werewolf—coming through the crowd, sitting on him, fucking him. 
 
    The memory of the wolfen vagina sliding over his penis was embedded in his mind. 
 
    The thought that maybe he had dreamed everything took him, then he discarded it. 
 
    He hadn’t dreamed it, or he would have dreamed of his slaughtered company across the ocean. 
 
    For the first time in years he had slept without nightmares. He had been cured. 
 
    But how? Why? 
 
    It was Sith, he intuited that, but…there were so many gaps in his understanding…. 
 
    The door to the cabin opened. Sith entered with an armload of wood. 
 
    She looked at him, images came to his mind—for that is how beasts communicate, through images—and he felt a ‘good morning how are you.’ 
 
    No punctuation, for what need have animals for rules of writing? 
 
    “What happened?” he said. 
 
    She grunted, and didn’t answer him. She crossed the room and put the firewood next to the stove. She turned to him and stared. 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak. 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    Why am I a woman? The thought burst from him. 
 
    She smiled at his mode of communication.  
 
    In his mind formed the image, the response: Shapeshifter. 
 
    He blinked, and couldn’t refute it, though for a moment it felt like he was falling from a thousand foot cliff. 
 
    She wasn’t just a Werewolf, she was a shape shifter. She could be many things. And she had made love to him. 
 
    She had screwed him, and he had shifted shape. Whether he wanted or not…he had shape shifted into a woman. 
 
    Why? burst out of his mind. 
 
    She just smiled, turned and lit the stove. 
 
    He sat on the bed and watched her. She was beautiful, but he had no cock to get hard. 
 
    She started chuckling at that, her back rippling in humor. 
 
    “Please, talk to me.” 
 
    She turned and frowned, then shook a finger in the negative. He got the idea right away. He was the child, she was the teacher, he had to go by the rules of the classroom. And the rules were simple, communicate the right way, the animal way, the Werewolf way. 
 
    Think thoughts, put them to images and send the images. 
 
    While it didn’t lend itself to complicated concepts, it was a hundred times more efficient than talking. 
 
    A battle plan laid out by a general might take hours to convey. 
 
    A Werewolf could think the thought in a split second, and have it received and totally understood by any other Werewolf. 
 
    Sith thought, and Tom caught the images. A roil of bodies fighting, drawing blood, killing. But Sith stopped them. 
 
    Man was an animal, but a Werewolf could control them. 
 
    Simple dimple. Yet it left so much unsaid. 
 
    He asked the obvious, which he knew the answer to. Are you the Werewolf? 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “Why aren’t you the Werewolf now?” 
 
    She pointed at the sky. 
 
    Of course. 
 
      
 
    Even a man who is pure in heart,
And says his prayers by night,
May become a wolf when the wolfbane blooms,
And the moon is full and bright. 
 
      
 
    An old Gypsy poem, according the movies. And for once the movies seem to have gotten it right. 
 
    The stove heating up the little cabin, Sith turned to him and crooked a finger. 
 
    He stood up and came to her. 
 
    They were the same size now. He was no longer a man. He was about her height, long hair, and, of course, breasts. 
 
    And, sadly, no manhood. That had gone away in the night. Fucked away by a Shapeshifter. 
 
    She eyed him, nodded, then went to a stack of footlockers in a corner next to the bookshelves. She lifted two of them off, just picked them up and placed them on the floor. When Tom tried to pick them up himself he found she had accomplished a prodigious feat of strength.  
 
    She lifted the third one down and placed it on top of the other two. She opened it and began pulled out clothes. 
 
    Tom blinked. They were female clothes. 
 
    But, of course, he now had a female body. 
 
    She tossed him a bra and panties, a garter and nylons. High heels, a dark coat. 
 
    He realized it was similar to the clothes she had worn to the jail the other day. 
 
    She tilted her head, and her meaning was obvious. Put them on. 
 
    Tom wanted male clothes. He was a male, well, at least was used to being a male. 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    He sighed. If he was going to get out of this place he would have to do this. but, man, did he feel odd. 
 
    She giggled at his ‘odd’ feeling. 
 
    He tried to put the bra on but was at a loss. He wasn’t flexible enough. He had never put one on before. He had taken a lot of them off of sweet young things when he was in school, but this was different. 
 
    Sith bit a lip to cover a laugh and showed him how to fasten it in front, pull it around his waist, and slip his arms under the straps. 
 
    It felt weird to suddenly have his tits in a bra. But it felt good, too. It didn’t feel saggy; it felt…proud. 
 
    Having tits good, came the thought. 
 
    He wasn’t fully convinced of that, but he nodded thoughtfully. 
 
    He put on the garter and the figured out how to roll up the nylons. She helped him attach them to the garter. 
 
    She nodded as he balanced in the high heels, and tossed him the coat. 
 
    He put it on.  
 
    She smiled. 
 
    Town. 
 
    She led the way through the woods, and he felt an aliveness he had never felt before. The smell, mostly, though everything was brighter and sharper and he could hear so much better. 
 
    But the smell of fresh woods, of trees and bushes he had once ignored for background.  
 
    His quick vision caught the scamper of squirrels as they chattered in the high trees. 
 
    He smelled a bear and frowned. 
 
    He scared, came the laughing thought. He run. 
 
    Tom nodded. 
 
    Sith walked fast, her lithe legs slipping over tree roots with never a tumble. And this in high heels, and this made Tom think of high heels, and the way a wolf’s leg is shaped. 
 
    A wolf walks on tip toes, his heel stretched halfway up his leg. A heel did that, in a way. It felt more natural to him to be in heels, and he found that his balance was actually better. 
 
    Sith turned and smiled at him. She liked his thought. 
 
    They reached the outskirts of town, and once again Tom frowned. The smell…it wasn’t very pleasant. 
 
    Exhausts, stoves, fireplaces with treated wood. 
 
    Under that was the smell of people. Smell gathering under cloth and squeaking out, unpleasant aroma of sweat. Not clean. 
 
    And the perfumes, and the scents of soaps, even the supposedly ‘scentless’ soaps. They made him want to gag. 
 
    Sith waited for him to get used to it. 
 
    He looked at her unhappily. Don’t go there. 
 
    She waited. And in the waiting was communicated her thought. They would have to. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Need things. Need remind people. Maybe need eat. 
 
    Tom stumbled over the concepts. What things? And he saw tools, clothes, some types of foods. 
 
    Remind people of what…oh, that they were food and better mind their manners. 
 
    But…eat? 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    He generated the thought that she would have sent him on his own. Bad people need to be eaten. 
 
    Oddly, Tom smiled. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    And he realized what true justice was. If a man commits a crime he can’t hide his odor; his odor will reveal whether he is guilty or not. And then the justice of the pack is felt. 
 
    No loopholes. No endless appeals. No disrespect for a justice system that didn’t work. 
 
    Just eat the offender. 
 
    Simple dimple. 
 
    With that thought Tom got over his revulsion for the civilization that had born him. 
 
    He stood up, a proud woman in a coat, ready to go dispense justice. 
 
    They walked through the city park, under a big oak tree and past a playground. 
 
    Children on swing sets stared at them. But they didn’t eat children. Though Sith looked at one bully boy and curled a lip, and laughed when he ran away. 
 
    Tom snickered. He knew what a bully boy smelled like. 
 
    They walked up the side of Main Street. 
 
    People saw them and avoided them. Changed direction, didn’t come out of a door, got in their car and drove away. 
 
    At night they worship. They want be Shapeshifter. Kiss ass. 
 
    That explained a lot. 
 
    They entered the restaurant Tom had been arrested in the previous day. They crossed to the bar and the man who had taken Tom’s order the day before came out from the back. And froze. And gulped. 
 
    Yet he wasn’t a bully boy. He was just an idiot. 
 
    “We’d like hamburgers, Pete.” 
 
    He was actually shaking. Yet Tom remembered him from the crowd the night before, yelling and screaming for his blood. 
 
    “Hold the bread, the mayo, the ketchup, the lettuce, the onions…everything.” 
 
    “Of…of course,” his legs were shaking. 
 
    “And don’t cook them.” 
 
    He nodded and backed into the kitchen. 
 
    He wants to be a Shapeshifter. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    Then: I know why not him. But why me? 
 
    She turned to him, took his hands in hers and spoke to him. “You hurt enough. You have good blood, but you understand pain, so you will be kind.” 
 
    “Thank you for taking my nightmares.” 
 
    “You didn’t need them. Come, let’s sit.” 
 
    They sat in the same booth Tom had sat in the day before. They sat on the same bench, faced the street, and watched world pass. 
 
    It was quiet. No voices. No thoughts. Just…peace. 
 
    Pete brought out a couple of plates piled high with hamburger. He set them in front of the two women, then stepped back and wiped his hands in the small towel hanging from his belt. “They delivered today. Freshest I got.” 
 
    Tom nodded, looked undecided, but when Tom looked at him he shuffled back, then turned and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Weasel. 
 
    “Yes. Not bully boy”…but sneaky boy. Weasel. 
 
    He smiled at how she had shifted so effortlessly from speaking to thinking. 
 
    I like thinking images. 
 
    She smiled and used a fork to dig into the hamburger. 
 
    He looked at the hamburger. he had never eaten it raw, but…the smell. It was swoon good. 
 
    Don’t use fingers, she chided. 
 
    He nodded. He picked up a fork, took a nibble, then found himself forking larger gulps into his maw. 
 
    She laughed. Pig. 
 
    Sorry. 
 
    First time like that, she forgave him. 
 
    She shifted to spoken language. “You can eat anything, but a meal of meat once a day helps.” 
 
    “So I could have a chocolate milkshake?” 
 
    “Pete! Bring chocolate milk shake! Use the real ice cream.” 
 
    A minute later Pete was back with a delicious, wonderful smelling chocolate shake. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” blurted Tom, as Pete went back to the kitchen. 
 
    She lifted an eyebrow. 
 
    “Chocolate smells good.” 
 
    “Isn’t that funny? People are addicted to chocolate, and yet they don’t even know what it smells like.” 
 
    He sucked half the shake down, then stopped, turned to her. “I’m sorry, would you like some?” 
 
    She sucked a quarter of the shake down, and that left the last quarter for him. 
 
    They finished their meal and strode out onto the boardwalk. 
 
    What happens to me now? 
 
    You learn how be wolf.  
 
    “Am I a Werewolf now? Or…what is the difference between a Shapeshifter and Werewolf? 
 
    “A Shapeshifter be anything anytime. A werewolf can only be werewolf. You can be anything, including werewolf.” 
 
    “Can I change right now?” 
 
    “Not for a month. then you can change. Next moon. 
 
    “And can I…do i have to fuck somebody to make them change? 
 
    Can fuck, but best way is biting. Our saliva…it like sperm. 
 
    I could make someone change? 
 
    “When moon is full. Next month. So we have to teach you to control yourself. Never bite a bad person. A bad person bites in rage and causes bad werewolf. Then we all get hunted. We…you…bite good person and we never get hunted. People okay with us.” 
 
    They spent the morning in town, and she showed him how to be a woman.  
 
    They entered a beauty salon and he was treated to a make over. He watched in fascination as they glued long nails to his fingers, did his hair, made up his face. The women were respectful, even in awe, of Sith. And a few were frightened. 
 
    Bully boy females. Had to be careful of them. 
 
    But bully boys or not, the women worked on him, and his face, which was female, became even more female.  
 
    Sith watched, and she smiled, but she had nothing done to herself. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to…you know?” he indicated the job that was being done on him. 
 
    She grinned. “Nope.” 
 
    He was puzzled, but he was also overwhelmed by what was being done to him. 
 
    After the beauty shop they went to a dress shop, where Sith had him try on dress after dress. She bought freely, didn’t worry about the money, and they walked out of the store carrying several bags of dresses and underclothes. 
 
    Into a shoe store, where they bought a veritable truckload of high heels, and only high heels. 
 
    “We always have to buy lots of heels. They tend to break too easily, so we must constantly buy high heels.” 
 
    A couple of more large shopping bags in their hands, they exited the shop and came face to face with Sheriff Todd Ransome. 
 
    Todd stopped and looked like he wanted to be somewhere else. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Sith studied him. Her lip curled slightly, but she said, “Good morning. 
 
    Todd looked at Tom. And looked again. 
 
    Tom smelled the man’s excitement. He was not only a bully boy, he was a pervert and a leech and a piece of scum. 
 
    He had the odor of all those things. It was like having his head immersed in a swamp fill with rotting carcasses. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Tom couldn’t help it. “Grrr.” 
 
    Todd stepped back. “Sith? Don’t let her…don’t…” 
 
    “It’s okay, Todd. Tom won’t hurt you.” 
 
    Tom controlled himself. And he was sorry he hadn’t controlled himself before. He didn’t want any problems with a bully boy  like this. It was obvious that Todd was unbalanced. 
 
    Todd stepped off the sidewalk, took off his smoky hat and wiped his forehead, and skirted around the two women. 
 
    Sith thought, You bad. But there was laughter in that thought. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I see what you mean about controlling yourself.” 
 
    “Good. Come. Let’s go home.” 
 
    The two ladies sauntered down the street, through the park, and entered the dark woods. 
 
    Todd stood at the corner of a building, prepared to jump back out of sight if they saw him. He was filled with hate. Once, he had thought Sith might take him, make him a werewolf, make him powerful, but she hadn’t, and now this Tom fellow…something had to be done. When Sith and Tom entered the woods he took out his phone.  
 
    “George. I’ve had enough. Get the fellows together and we’ll do it tonight.” 
 
    He listened. Then, “No, one of the bitches is inexperienced, she’ll be easy meat. The other one, Sith…we’ll just gang up on her.” 
 
    He listened.  
 
    “Okay. Tonight. Make it midnight. We’ll get them while they’re sleeping. 
 
      
 
    An hour later Sith and Tom stepped into the small cabin and put the bags down. 
 
    “Let’s have a fashion show,” Sith suggested. I want to see you in your new clothes. 
 
    As a man Tom wasn’t too much for fashion shows. He’d rather go have his teeth pulled. But, as a woman…he smiled. 
 
    He liked the way things felt. He liked the smoothness of the nylons, the sexy rub of material, the way his breasts stood out. 
 
    Sith poured a couple of drinks and sat on the bed and watched. She wore no coat now, only lingerie. 
 
    “Oooh, sweet,” she exclaimed when Tom put on a half bra, his nipples peeking over the top, turgid and hot. 
 
    Tom tried different shoes.  
 
    “Black high heels better. But spikes won’t last long,” she observed. 
 
    Tom pirouetted and swirled, let his dresses flare and thrust his chest out suggestively. 
 
    There was a bit of man in Tom now, modeling for a woman, and he was getting excited. Unfortunately, he didn’t have a cock. 
 
    “We should have brought the blue dress…your tits look so big in that…I can smell your excitement.” 
 
    Tom looked at Sith. “You can smell…” and he could smell. His pussy. 
 
    He had a vagina. He had been ignoring it, too enthralled by all the other sensations, but now he was reminded. 
 
    He had a pussy, and it was moist. And hungry. And wanted a cock. 
 
    Even though he had never had a cock, he knew that he wanted one. He didn’t have a dick, but he sure wanted to be dicked. 
 
    Sith smiled. She stood on the bed, legs spread. “You can’t change, can’t shape shift, not till after first moon. Let me show you…” 
 
    Sith took off her bra. Her full breasts burst out. Her nipples were slightly larger than Tom’s, and they were erect. Very erect. 
 
    She kicked off her high heels, and almost immediately lost her balance.  She slipped out of her panties. 
 
    Her sex was well kept. A small landing patch above her slit. Her labia glistened with moisture. 
 
    “Watch.” She leaned back against the wall. Her arms jerked first, then her hips twitched. Her head circled slightly, and she moaned. 
 
    Tom stared in wonder. What was happening? What was Sith doing? 
 
    Sith began to shiver. Her fingers and toes quivered, and the shivering went to the hands and the feet, then the legs and arms. She groaned, almost a growl, and her pelvis started to hump in the air. 
 
    Her pussy lips closed up and the clitoris grew out, became larger and larger. 
 
    Tom’s eyes opened in shock. His jaw dropped. 
 
    Sith’s dick grew larger and larger, big balls formed under her penis, and the shivering grew more and more…then started to subside. 
 
    Sith recovered her balance and stepped onto the floor. 
 
    She was taller, maybe six foot. She was still a woman, but now she had cock and balls They hung, framed by her garter straps. 
 
    Gasping for breath, she said, “I stayed a woman for you, because you’re so close to being a man, but I grew a cock and balls to please you. 
 
    She took a step closer to Tom. 
 
    Tom was frozen, but not out of fear. Just a little case of shock, which shock was giving way to horniness as he smelled Sith’s manhood. Such a wonderful smell. 
 
    Tom stepped towards Sith. 
 
    They came together and kissed. Lips meshed and fused, hands came up to feel breasts. 
 
    Tom was light-headed, he fell to his knees and began sucking on Sith’s cock. He had never sucked a cock, but his female mouth seemed to know what to do. He took half the member in, massaged her balls, and Sith groaned. 
 
    Sith lifted Tom up. She was stronger, and she took him to the bed. She laid him down and went down on him. 
 
    Hmm! Smell! 
 
    Tom laughed for joy and felt her fingers trailing down his labia. It was ten times more intense than a cock. 
 
    Sith pushed him back further, slid up to him, and positioned her large cock at his lower lips. 
 
    Tom caught his breath as the big cock shoved into him. He felt like his pussy was being stretched, and it was. Then the shock of having that cock slide back and forth in his vagina overwhelmed him. He couldn’t think, but his hips knew what to do. They tilted and humped and fucked. 
 
    Sith was propped up on her arms, staring down at Tom. 
 
    I knew love when saw you. 
 
    Tom held on to her arms as the fucking grew in intensity. 
 
    Now I know, too. 
 
    Sith smiled, ground her hips down, corkscrewed his shaft into Tom’s tube. Tom groaned, and was barely aware that his groan was coming out like a growl. 
 
    “Grrrrr!” 
 
    I cum soon. 
 
    Give me! 
 
    Sith arched her back and drove her cock into Tom’s cunt…and “GRRRR!” White splashes of semen deep in Tom. 
 
    Tom: “GRRRRR!” Accepting, wanting every single drop. And his hips thrust up and started to spasm. 
 
    He had a stronger body now, and his hips twitched violently, and he came. 
 
    Not a man cum, not a Werewolf cum, but a big cum. A woman squirt of prodigious proportions. 
 
    Tom squeezed Sith hard enough to break her back, if she had been a regular woman. 
 
    Sith endured the squeeze with a happy grin, then they were done. Looking at each other, Sith still embedded in Tom, they kissed, and finally drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    An hour later cars began to pull up in back of the jail. Lot of old trucks…with shotguns in the back. Large men dressed for action stood in the small parking lot and waited. 
 
    Todd came around the corner of the building. He had a machine gun with him, and two grenades. “You fellas ready?” 
 
    “Damn straight.” 
 
    “Time to end this Werewolf shit.” 
 
    “I figure we can drive as far as the cattleguard on Johnson’s east gate, then we’ll have to do some sneaking. You guys up for it.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Lead the way.” 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    Five minutes later the half dozen trucks were gone. Nothing left but the smell of engines and the smoke of tires. 
 
      
 
    The good, old boys drove out route 14, cut in at a dirt road, and arrived at the east gate a half hour later. They piled out of their cars. There were nine men, including the sheriff, and they carried shot guns, rifles and handguns. 
 
    Todd handed the two grenades to two of the men, and said, “Okay, guys. From here on out you got to wear your sneakers.” 
 
    The men nodded, and the group began sneaking through the wilderness. 
 
     
 
    Sith and Tom were sleeping, but Sith heard a sound, or thought she did. She frowned. Was that a sound? A breaking branch a hundred yards away? 
 
    She untangled herself from Tom and padded for the door. She was naked, a woman, with a big cock, and she opened the door and sniffed. 
 
    Men! Violent intentions! 
 
    She slammed the door, waking Tom. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come.” 
 
    At the side of the cabin was a rug. She lifted it, and the trap door it was tacked to. 
 
    Tom was surprised at how well he could see in the darkness. If he thought his sight was improved as a woman, it was nothing compared to this. It was better than sunlight. He scampered across the floor and crawled through the trap door. 
 
    The trap door opened on a crawl space, and Sith began changing even as she crawled. 
 
    Tom, not understanding, but picking out a melange of bad smells, followed her, and the first shots were fired. 
 
    A couple of booms, from shotguns, then somebody threw a grenade into the house. BANG! Another one, BANG! 
 
    Sith was at the back of the house now, and Tom was right behind her. He felt like a cat, slinking through the darkness. 
 
    Two men were covering the back of the house, shot guns at the ready. 
 
    The sheriff—his smell was obvious—unloaded the machine gun through the front of the house. Sith and Tom could hear things breaking, bullets spanging off the big stove. 
 
    Fuck, whispered Sith, then she spurted out from under the house. 
 
    If the men had been a little more aware…but there were no doors on the back of the house, so they figured nothing was going to happen back here. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    BOOM! 
 
    “AAIEE—“ The scream was cut off as a throat was ripped out. 
 
    Tom came out from under the house. He was shocked by how fast he was moving. Not as fast as Sith, but faster than a man. 
 
    Sith moved to the side, around the corner of the house. It was like watching a tiger on steroids. 
 
    “THERE!” 
 
    Screams. 
 
    BOOM! BOOM! 
 
    Tom darted to the corner of the house and looked around the side. He couldn’t see anything..he sprinted to the front corner and looked around. 
 
    There was a tremendous racket coming from inside the house. Screams, shots from handguns. 
 
    Tom gathered his legs under him. He was going to leap for the door and help Sith. A body tackled him. 
 
    Tom was five foot four now, and weight 120 pounds. The body that hit him was six four and 240 pounds. 
 
    Dazed, his head smacked against the ground, Tom struggled to figure out what was happening. 
 
    “I got one!” 
 
    At that moment Todd and two of the men dragged Sith out the front door. She was bleeding from several places and struggled weakly. They threw Sith down next to Tom. 
 
    Tom was helpless. He healed faster now, he was stronger, but he was still a baby. Would be for a month. But even a baby will fight back. Tom bit the big arm that was encircling him. He bit deep and blood spurted into his mouth. 
 
    “OW!” The man let go, and that was a big mistake. 
 
    A werewolf needs a month to mature, but blood makes the full change happen almost instantly. 
 
    Todd stepped over Tom and pointed his revolver right into Tom’s face.  
 
    “Good bye, asshole!” 
 
    Todd pulled the trigger as Tom shifted and changed. Tom’s head jerked to the side and he sprang to his feet. Six feet tall. Lithe muscles that could pick up a car and throw it a block. Long jowls that could sever a limb. 
 
    The two other men were bringing guns up, but they were so terribly slow. 
 
    Tom swiped across Todd’s arm and the arm flopped onto the ground and skidded ten feet. 
 
    He slapped a hand that held a gun and the gun fired, and the hand came apart. The third man had his gun up and he pulled the trigger, but Tom ducked onto his front paws and disemboweled the man with a swipe of his foot. 
 
    The last man, the one who had grabbed Tom, and who Tom had bitten, was backing up, putting a hand out, screaming, trying to scrabble away. 
 
    Tom leaped, and the man scrabbled no more. 
 
    The night was silent then. Nothing but darkness listening. 
 
    I’m hurt. 
 
    Tom whirled to Sith. 
 
    What do? 
 
    Back in cabin. On bed. I heal. No silver. Dumbies. 
 
    Tom picked up Sith’s body and took it into the cabin. 
 
    Sith had several bullet holes in her, some in vital places, but being shot in the vitals doesn’t harm a werewolf. Only a shot directly to the brain would work, or being poisoned by a silver slug. 
 
    But Todd and the bully boys weren’t very smart. They probably thought there wasn’t much to those old movie legends. 
 
    For the next hour Tom bandaged Sith. Stopped bleeding. And the healing process began. 
 
    By morning Sith was sleeping, rather peacefully, and Tom began to assess the damage. 
 
    The cabin was riddled, near everything broken or holed. Several bodies were sprawled and entering rigor. 
 
    Tom picked them up and tossed them outside. 
 
    As the sun rose above the trees Tom took the bodies to a nearby creek, laid them in the bottom against a bank, and crumbled earth over them. He wiped away drag marks and blood streaks, then headed back for the cabin. 
 
    Sith still sleeping, Tom fixed a human breakfast and then realized: he was still in wolf. 
 
    How was he going to change back? 
 
    But the mere thought was enough to start the process. He shivered and shimmied, and within a minute he was Tom again. The man Tom. But he still had the sharp vision and hearing, and he still had immense strength. 
 
    He sat out on the porch and watched the world and ate bacon and sausage. It was good. Not good like human flesh, but…human flesh had downsides. He didn’t want to be the bully boy version of a werewolf. He wanted to live a peaceful life, maybe a little running through the forests, taking down a deer occasionally, but that was all. 
 
    Tom? 
 
    Tom entered the cabin and went to Sith. he knelt next to her and hugged her. 
 
    I not bad. 
 
    Tom felt relief explode through him. What do we do now? 
 
    Maybe time to move on. New town. New family. Start again. I think about it. 
 
    Tom nodded. He knew about moving on. But this time…this time would be different. Now he wasn’t moving to get away from, he would be moving towards something…a new life. 
 
    He sighed and watched the su rise. 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Feminization of a Manly Man! 
 
    A body builder goes from muscles to boobs! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “There’s something wrong here!” Gene looked in the mirror. 
 
    Brandy was doing her nails and she glanced at him. She took note of pecs, his gluts, his abs…everything was cut, minimum of fat, striations of muscles everywhere. He was a manly man. “You’re okay.” 
 
    “No…something is wrong. I just feel a little off.” 
 
    “Honey, you’ve been training for the Mr. America competition for months. Heck, years, if you think about it. Your physique is incredible. You’ll put everybody to shame.” 
 
    Gene turned this way and that. He struck pose after pose. He pumped his biceps at the mirror, stretched his back, bounced his pecs one after the other. “I don’t think I have the mass.” 
 
    Brandy sighed and brushed some polish on a nail. “What do you weigh? 
 
    He stepped over to the scale, tapped it with a foot to turn it on, then stepped on to it. “Aha! 218! That proves it.” 
 
    “You’re two pounds light. Drink some water. No big deal.” 
 
    Gene frowned and stepped off the scale. “I must need more stanozolol!” He headed for the kitchen and his stash of pills. Every day was a regimen of drugs. Drugs and proper nutrition and lots of weight lifting. That was the key. 
 
    A minute later he was back. “That should do it,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Honestly, honey. You worry too much.” 
 
    “And you worry too little. This is my whole life we’re talking about here!” 
 
    “Another bodybuilding contest. Go look on the mantle. You’ve got more trophies than Carter has pills.” 
 
    “I just need to make it to the finals…” 
 
    “And you take more pills than you’ve got trophies. When are you going to relax and get over it?” 
 
    “When I’m top of the world, Ma,” he chuckled. He loved that old James Cagney movie. 
 
    Brandy put the bottle of nail polish back in her kit. She stood up and stretched. 
 
    She wasn’t cut like Gene, but she had great genes. Her breasts were big and perky, her waist was thin, her ass was round. What more could she ask? Except, of course, a little more loving. 
 
    “Are we going to do it tonight?” Her voice was plaintive. 
 
    “Babe! We did it last month! I need to conserve my energy and get ready for the big contest. I’m going to win it this time. I know I am.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she muttered. You get a big trophy and I get frustrated. Whoop ti do.” 
 
    Gene stood in front of the mirror and practiced his poses. She turned off the lights and went to bed. He remained in front of the mirror, working by the light of the bathroom. 
 
    She’ll feel better when I win, he thought. He clenched his fists and smiled at himself in the mirror. 
 
    If only he didn’t have this lousy, little, niggling feeling in the back of his mind. 
 
     
 
    The next day was Saturday. A big day for him. He ate a dozen egg yolks. Raw. Mixed in with spinach and protein powder and a couple of other things to keep him healthy and cut and muscular. 
 
    Then he went down to the gym and worked on weights. He worked on his arms and abs this day. Legs and chest tomorrow. And odds and ends on the third day. 
 
    His routine was brutal. Non stop, from exercise to exercise. In between drills he practiced poses. 
 
    Other gym rats walked past him. Some with a kind word, some with a jealous eye. He tried to ignore everything. He was so close to winning. 
 
    Lunch. A variety of vegetables and eggs and fish with a sampling of fruit. 
 
    Back to the gym. 
 
    At six o’clock he was back home. Exhausted, but ready for a couple of hours of yoga and posing. The contest was only a couple of weeks away and he was in the best shape of his life. 
 
    Bedtime, and he worked on his poses, and….he felt weak. 
 
    “I don’t feel so good,” he murmured, trying to keep his muscles pumped and in position. But he was actually shivering a little bit.  
 
    Shivering? He hadn’t been sick for over six years. His healthy lifestyle banished all thoughts of sickness. But now…he didn’t feel well. 
 
    Brandy looked at him. He wasn’t a hypochondriac, but he was sort of a whiner. But two days in a row?  
 
    She frowned. “What do you weigh?” 
 
    “He tapped the scale and got on it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “217.” 
 
    She laughed. “Three pounds. After your big Saturday work out. I think you better come to bed and please me. That will give you your lost three pounds.” 
 
    He stared at the scale. He had a sinking feeling. Three pounds off, and he only had twelve days until the contest. 
 
    “You don’t understand. I’ve got to be very careful. I’ve got to have discipline. I want to win this time.” 
 
    Brandy slipped out of her clothes and lay back on the bed. Her legs were spread and her vagina was totally exposed. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    He turned, saw her, licked his lips, then: “No! I can’t! Stop tempting me!” 
 
    Brandy sat up, her large breasts jiggled, then pointed at him. Her nipples were turgid and ready for a good sucking. 
 
    “Stop tempting me, then. I’m your wife! And I need some sex!” 
 
    “No,” he said, and he rushed out of the room. 
 
    Brandy groaned and laid back, then she did the only thing she could do. She got out of bed, opened her dresser drawer, and took out a vibrator. 
 
    “If you don’t fuck me I’m going to fuck myself!” she yelled. 
 
    No answer. Heck, for all she knew he could be out in the garage, lifting weights and posing and being ‘the man.’ 
 
    She lay back on the bed, spread her legs and began to diddle herself. The cord stretched out and she pushed it away and rubbed the vibrator over her clitoris. 
 
    Oh, fuck! It had been too long. She needed this! 
 
    She pushed the tip of the electric dildo into her labia. It shivered everything inside her and she started to turn to butter. God, she loved sex! When was her big lug of a hubby going to figure it out!” 
 
    She pushed the shaft into her slit and began to pant and come apart at the seams. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Gene was at the door, staring at her. 
 
    She was so horny, and so close, she didn’t even bother stopping. She jammed it in and pulled it out. She gasped, “What you should be doing! Oh…oh…FUCK!” 
 
    She came. A magnificent crescendo of lust. She was a bit of a squirter and liquid spurted from her pussy. Spasms racked her body and her mind turned into a white hot blast of sex. 
 
    “Heysoos!” sighed Gene. “I can’t…you shouldn’t…” Disgusted, he turned away and walked out to the living room. 
 
    Brandy sagged back and turned off the vibrator. God, that had been good. 
 
    “I’m done,” she called out. “It’s safe now!” And she giggled. Big strong man and he’s afraid of a little orgasm. 
 
    A minute later Gene came back in. He actually acted a little embarrassed. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t do that while I was around.” 
 
    “And I’d appreciate it if you would use that cock of yours so I wouldn’t have to do it like this.” 
 
    He turned to her, then sat on the edge of the bed. “Don’t you understand? I have to do this! I have to win! 
 
    Then I have to get myself off!” She humphed and turned on her side, faced away from him. 
 
    Gene heaved a sigh, then went to the mirror. He had to get his poses down. 
 
     
 
    The next day was Sunday, and Gene actually had a slight case of the sniffles. 
 
    Sniffles! In his condition. He was cut, trimmed, bulked and in the best shape of his life, if he could just get back those three pounds. 
 
    And during his work out he felt…weak. He was still moving around hundreds of pounds on the weight set, the barbells were packed with iron, but he couldn’t seem to get under the iron. Instead of throwing the dumb bells around from the get go, and working himself into exhaustion, he was tired form the start, and the iron just felt like somebody had snuck an extra 25 pound plate on the ends. 
 
    Still, he muscled through. He had to. He wanted to be up on the stage with a trophy taller than he was. He wanted to win! 
 
    At lunch he ate his raw fish and drank his oyster juice, with an extra scoop of protein powder. But after lunch he didn’t feel that boost that protein usually gave him. He felt…weak. 
 
    He arrived home at six, and he was dragging. 
 
    Brandy took one look and said, “That’s it. You’re done. Get into bed.” 
 
    “But I’ve got to work out! I weighed myself before I came home and I’m down to 215! I’m wasting away! I’ve got to work harder.” Then he sneezed. 
 
    Brandy felt his forehead and frowned. “You’re burning up.” She the thermometer out and stuck it under his tongue. A minute later she took it out. “Over a hundred. 101. Go to bed.” 
 
    “I’m not going to bed!” 
 
    “You’re going to bed if I have to kick you in the balls and drag you to bed.” 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    Normally he would have laughed at her. And even when he was tired, he could put her off. But now he felt weak, and when she grabbed his balls and started pulling him back towards the bedroom he stumbled along after. And he didn’t even get erect. 
 
    She put him in bed, covered him up, and he suddenly shivered. 
 
    “Are you cold?” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “I’m warming up some chicken soup. If you want that five pounds back then you’ll suck soup and that’s it!” 
 
    He closed his eyes and looked totally miserable. 
 
    Ten minutes later she pushed the bedroom door open, half hoping he was asleep. She was holding a bowl of chicken soup, and she stopped and stared. 
 
    Gene was out of bed, shivering as he posed in front of the mirror. 
 
    “Get back in that bed!” she screamed. 
 
    He actually jumped. 
 
    Then he crawled back into bed. 
 
    “Honey, I feel better already,” he tried, but she saw right through the lie. She fed him chicken soup, felt his head, “You’re burning up,” and “If you’re not better by tomorrow I’ll call the doctor. 
 
    “But I’m a world class bodybuilder,” he sniffled. “I don’t get sick.” 
 
    “Well I’m a world class bitch, and I say you’re sick. Now shut up and suck soup!” 
 
    He ate everything in the bowl, and would have eaten the bowl if he had been feeling better. That wasn’t much nourishment for a guy who wanted to be the best bodybuilding in the world. 
 
    “Okay. I’m cured,” he muttered as she put the bowl aside. 
 
    She snorted, covered him up, turned out the lights, and sat in her vanity chair and read her iPad. 
 
    A few minutes later she heard a snore. She smiled, but didn’t give up the watch. She knew how devious Gene could be when it came to bodybuilding. 
 
      
 
    The next day Gene felt better, but he still felt weak. And he was down to 212 pounds. 
 
    That was eight pounds in a week, and that wasn’t good. Gene knew it, and even Brandy admitted it. Still, Gene was determined that it was nothing a good work out wouldn’t cure, and he adamantly refused to see a doctor. 
 
    “That costs money!” 
 
    “We’ve got insurance.” 
 
    “I don’t have the time.” 
 
    “I’ll hit you,” she said, quite seriously. 
 
    And he finally tried the ultimate excuse in a history of excuses. “I’m too sick to go to the doctor.” 
 
    So she couldn’t budge him. 
 
    He went to the gym that day, ignored her entreaties and just pushed his way past her. And came home like a dog that just run a marathon in the rain. He was whipped. He dragged. He went to bed. 
 
    And all that week he teetered on the edge of sickness. Temperature 100, feeling weak, and by the weekend he was at 206 pounds. He truly was wasting away. At least for a world class bodybuilder her was. Even Brandy admitted that he looked a little punk. 
 
    A few days later, when he hit 200 pounds, he gave in. He went to a doctor. 
 
      
 
    “So what do you think is wrong, Doc?” Gene sat on the edge of green, squarish chair and stared at the doctor.  
 
    Doctor Quakenbush sighed. He was a short fellow with a bushy mustache and glasses. He wore a white coat and he tended to walk with a stoop, which actually made his ass poke out a bit. 
 
    “Well, to be honest, I have never seen anything like this in all my years of practice.” 
 
    Brandy leaned forward. This was her husband the doctor was talking about. 
 
    “So what is it.” 
 
    “All the tests have pointed to one conclusion…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You’re allergic to testosterone.” 
 
    Gene blinked. 
 
    Brandy tilted her head and frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Testosterone. You’re allergic to it.” 
 
    “But I’m a guy! And more than that…I’m a big guy! A manly man! I’m a bodybuilder! I need testosterone!” 
 
    “Not anymore you don’t.” 
 
    Both Gene and Brandy were sitting back in their chairs now, as if the doctor’s words had pushed them there. 
 
    “You’ve been taking supplements, extra pills, massive doses of testosterone related products. You’ve taken so much testosterone that your body is literally full up. It needs to dump testosterone. It definitely can’t handle any more testosterone. Gene. I am putting you on a testosterone free diet right now. You will eat only the foods without testosterone in them. And I am prescribing a regimen of estrogen to counter the effects of your testosterone.” 
 
    “But doctor! He’s scheduled to compete in the biggest bodybuilding contest in the world! In days! Can’t you just…give him a shot or something? 
 
    “Quakenbush pursed his lips, sighed, and said, “Brandy, I don’t think you understand. Gene’s condition is life threatening. If he doesn’t recover from his ‘testosterone poisoning’ he could die!” 
 
    Brandy gasped. 
 
    Gene began to cry. 
 
    Brandy leaned over and put an arm around his shoulders and consoled him. The doctor began writing prescriptions for medicine. 
 
      
 
    “It’s the end of my life,” Gene sobbed as Brandi drove them home. 
 
    “Don’t say that, honey. There’s lot of things you can do beside body building.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “You could focus on yoga, become a great swami.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be a swami!” he sniffed and wiped tears away. 
 
    “You could go back to school. You always wanted to be a nuclear physicist.” 
 
    “Not anymore. Those guys are dummies!” 
 
    “Well, how about running for politics? Like Arnie?” 
 
    “And now he’s old and nobody likes him!” 
 
    Brandy sighed. This was going to be more difficult than she thought. 
 
    They arrived home and Gene went into the garage, to his own personal gym, for a light work out. 
 
    “Should you be doing that?” Brandy asked. 
 
    “Doc said it was testosterone.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Brandy, please,” Gene was ready to cry again. “I can’t give it up! You’ve got to leave me something.” 
 
    Brandy backed off, but she did put in a call to Quakenbush. Ten minutes later she returned to the garage. “The doctor says you can work out, but you should avoid heavy weights.” 
 
    “But I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Yes, you can. Doctors orders. Just do lighter weights.” 
 
    “But then I’ll have to do more repetitions.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” 
 
    He stuttered, “But..but…” 
 
    “But what?” She was curious because he had a horrified look on his face. 
 
    “But that’s a girl’s work out! I’d be working out like a woman.” 
 
    Brandy held in a snicker. She had a mental picture of her big, bad manly man in tights and a tutu. 
 
    “But at least you can work out. And once you’re over your testosterone allergy you can go back to heavy weights and be a…a…” she was having trouble controlling her laughter, “…a man.” 
 
    Gene sat down on a bench and hung his head. “Working out like a girl. My life really is over.” 
 
    Brandy bit her lip and went back into the house. 
 
    Gene started changing his work out, and she went to the store. That night she set out a different kind of dinner for Gene. 
 
    She gave him a soy hamburger, which is an oxymoron if ever there was one. Gene scarfed it down, and she made him another one. Still, it wasn’t like the three or four regular, juicy, real meat hamburgers he would down. 
 
    Then she made him eat a salad of alfalfa sprouts with cashews and berries. Very high in estrogen and just what the doctor ordered. 
 
    For desert he had dried fruits. 
 
    He was hungry, even though he had done a girl’s work out, he had worked out, and he had been intense, so he was hungry. He ate his dinner, and didn’t even complain. 
 
    Then he went out and worked out some more. Unfortunately, there just wasn’t enough protein in the foods he had eaten, so he was forced to use even less weight, and make up for it with higher reps. 
 
    The days passed. Workouts and prune juice. Poses and tofu and edamame. And he lost more weight. 
 
    A week later he got off the scale and tears leaked out of his eyes. 
 
    “What’s the matter, honey?” 
 
    “I’m still losing weight. I’m down to 190 pounds.” 
 
    “The doctor said you would lose weight, probably a lot of weight, before your body rebalanced itself. I’m sorry, honey, but you’re just going to have to go through it. 
 
    Gene snuffled and went back out to the garage. 
 
    Two days later he was getting dressed in the morning. He pulled up his tighty whiteys and…they slipped off his hips. He looked at the undergarments laying on the floor around his feet. “Oh, no!” 
 
    “What?” asked Brandy from the bathroom where she was selecting earrings for the day. 
 
    “My BVDs won’t stay up!” 
 
    She leaned back and looked at him. Then she came out and said. “Show me.” 
 
    He pulled his underpants up and, sure enough, they dropped right off his hips. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “What am I going to do?” 
 
    “You could go commando.” 
 
    “But my dick is too big.” 
 
    Brandy stared at his cock and balls. She frowned. Truth was, his cock and balls looked a little smaller. Not much, but a little, and…she shrugged at a worrisome thought. 
 
    “I’ve got some stretch underwear you can wear.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’ll probably be a little tight at the balls, you won’t have a pouch…but the material will stretch to fit. Should be okay.” 
 
    “First I start working out like a girl. Now I have to wear girly underwear.” 
 
    Which made Brandy chuckle. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” he asked. 
 
    “The thought of you, the most manly man in the world reduced to wearing girl’s panties.” 
 
    A sob erupted from him. 
 
    “Hey, I’m sorry. But we have to look at this with a sense of humor.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Come on, you big baby. Put these on.” 
 
    They looked like his regular underwear, but there were no seams, and the material was slick and…sort of neat to the touch and feel. 
 
    She helped him pull the panties up and he looked in the mirror.  
 
    “See? It just looks like the posing trunks you wear for competitions.” 
 
    Gene had to admit that the panties did, in fact, look exactly like posing trunks. In fact, they looked a little better. And his junk was held up nice and neat. 
 
    Brandy frowned. Damn. His package did look smaller. But, she smiled, his body was actually more aesthetic. It was quite slender, yet, but it was more regular sized. 
 
    “You have more of these?” 
 
    “I do. With matching bras.” 
 
    The look on his face, Brandy almost died of laughter. 
 
      
 
    For the next week Gene kept taking his medicine and doing his ‘girly’ work outs. Oddly, he wasn’t just losing weight, he was down to 180 pounds now, but his body was reshaping. He, of course, noticed it. 
 
    “Do my hips look a little larger?” 
 
    “No,” Brandy lied. 
 
    “They look bigger to me.” 
 
    “That’s just your imagination. Besides, the doctor said there would be changes and adjustments. If your hips are changing that’s all part of it.” 
 
    He frowned, took a pinch of flesh on his butt and looked at it. “Too fat.” 
 
    “No…no. Just right. It’s proportional.” 
 
    But he didn’t think so. But…there wasn’t much he could do about it. He kept working out and taking medicine and eating cruciferous salads filled with tempeh and cashews. 
 
    And he was eating a bit less now. The less weight and high reps didn’t eat up the protein like his regular manly man work outs. 
 
    “Are my pectorals looking a bit, uh…too much?” 
 
    He turned and looked at his chest in the mirror. 
 
    “Maybe a little. But you just need to do more work on that area. Do some flys and presses, that sort of thing.” 
 
    So Gene did, which was probably the worst thing he could have done. It is well known among women that if you want to expand your breasts you should build up muscle underneath them. That will cause them to thrust out further, not sag. After all, breasts are made of fat, they aren’t made of muscle, so muscle building doesn’t necessarily reduce breasts. It just makes them look bigger. Especially if the person doing the lifting is suffering an imbalance such as Gene was suffering. 
 
      
 
    Another week passed. A trip to the doctor, during which Quackenbush complimented and encouraged him. He still had a testosterone ‘allergy,’ but Quackenbush felt sure that any day the situation would right it self. 
 
    But he was down to 170 pounds, and he did look like he was putting on a bit of fanny. And his damned pecs…he was going to have to work a lot harder! 
 
    His clothes started to hang on him. Actually, they had been hanging for a while, but it had reached the point where he had to do something about it. In his mind he looked like a scarecrow in a field. To Brandy he just looked like a regular guy—with a bit of an ass and a slightly puffy chest, who needed to select better fitting clothes. 
 
    They went to the Goodwill. Gene refused to go to a men’s shop because they were so expensive. And, though he wouldn’t admit it, his body was not shaped like he wanted it. The V of his back was changing into an hourglass. he wasn’t willing to admit that there was a certain girlish quality to his body, but…he went to the Goodwill and avoided measuring tapes. 
 
    “I don’t see anything that really fits?” 
 
    “Well, get things a little loose. I suppose I could remember how to do some sewing and take things in a bit.” 
 
    He tried on pants, but the only pants that fit him had wide legs, and to get legs that wide he had to get them long. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” said Brandy. “I really can sew.” 
 
    “I know, but it’s the idea of the thing. I used to get large clothes and they fit fine. Maybe a little tight, but if I was careful when I flexed no seams split.” 
 
    “Your body is just going through changes,” Brandy said. “Here, how about this sweat shirt?” 
 
    He looked at it and groaned. He always used to wear skin tight tees. Now he wanted something to cover up his puffy chest. “Okay.” 
 
    He tried on the sweat shirt, and it wasn’t too bad. But his pecs did show on the front, little mounds that looked, well, like they were…girly. 
 
    Brandy withheld herself from suggesting that he wear a bra. She knew better. 
 
    But she also knew that he looked…good. He looked hot. His thinner waist, the way his top and bottom flared…it made her horny. 
 
    But she was horny all the time, and she realized that since this whole testosterone thing had started she had gone from once a month fucking to none a month fucking. 
 
    She inspected his figure in the sweat shirt as he looked at a mirror. 
 
    He was sexy that way. And he didn’t have enough testosterone left to satisfy her. But she was getting tired of her vibrator. There had to be a solution here. She didn’t want to live the life of an old maid. 
 
    “Okay. It’ll work.” Gene turned to her, pressing against his chest mounds, trying to push them back into his chest, to get his normal flat , male chest back. 
 
    Brandy gave a little moan and, hidden behind racks of clothes, she pressed a fist into her mons. 
 
      
 
    The next week he was down to 160 pounds. The doctor didn’t care, but Brandy had to do some serious sewing. She nipped the waist of his shirts in. She cut off too long legs. She let out the hips and…his package was smaller. She had him try on pants and she stared, and she even reached in and hefted them. 
 
    Yep. Definitely getting smaller.  
 
    But she had done research on the net and she knew that when men took too much estrogen they tended to shrink in the sexual equipment department. 
 
    So, was he taking too much? 
 
    Quackenbush didn’t think so. Quackenbush just took his blood samples and hemmed and hawed and prescribed more medicine. 
 
    So, Brandy figured, it was just one more thing Gene was going to have to go through. 
 
      
 
    150 pounds, and there was no hiding the fact. Gene had boobs. He had tits. Breasts. Knockers. 
 
    Oh, they weren’t big, but they sagged on his chest. 
 
    “Can you pick me up an Ace bandage?” 
 
    “What for?” asked Brandy. 
 
    “I need to bind my chest. These…these things are getting a little uncomfortable.” 
 
    Brandy went to the store and did her shopping, and headed over the pharmacy, which was a big one with small section of women’s clothes. She walked past a little shelf with bras on it. For little girls. 
 
    She stopped and walked backwards, turned, and stared. She selected the largest training bra, and an extender for the back clasp, and smiled. 
 
    And admitted that she was wet. 
 
    She loved Gene. She loved when he took her in his manly arms and took her to paradise. 
 
    But Gene wasn’t able to do that any longer. 
 
    Gene had tits. 
 
    And it made her hot. 
 
    Standing in line at the big pharmacy she became aware of her cunt. All juicy. Heck, she wouldn’t be surprised if she had a big wet spot on the crotch of  her shorts. 
 
    She returned home with a grin on the inside, sober on the outside, and determined to have her way. 
 
    “Gene!” she yelled when she entered the house. 
 
    Gene came in from the garage. “Yeah?” 
 
    She tossed the bra to him. “I didn’t get an Ace bandage, but this will keep your chest flat. 
 
    He held up the bra and stared at it. 
 
    “I can’t do this.” 
 
    Brandy advanced on him. In a snarly sort of tone she said, “You’ve got breasts, and we’re going to do something about it. And it starts with not having big, old, saggy tits1” 
 
    “I’m not that saggy,” his voice whined. 
 
    “Yes, you are. And I don’t care, man or woman, this is what you wear when you have tits. It will disguise them, and it will support you, and…you don’t want stretch marks, do you?” 
 
    Stretch marks, the bane of a bodybuilders existence. All bodybuilders had to rub oils into their skin to stop the spread of stretch marks. From the look on his face Brandy knew that she had hit home. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Come on. Take off your shirt. You’ll like it. It will probably even help you in your work outs.” 
 
    Gene took off his shirt and Brandy showed him how to put it on. 
 
    “This is weird,” he said, looking in a mirror. 
 
    Brandy held in a gasp. The female article of clothing really did the job. It gave his body a definite female quality. And the bra didn’t hide his boobs that much. Truth was he was big enough that no bra would hide his boobs. 
 
    But, in fact, she didn’t want to hide them. Just standing there and examining his girly body, she was flushed. 
 
    “Are you all right,” Gene asked, noticing the light redness in her face. 
 
    “I’m fine,” she said. “I just have to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    She trotted down the hallway, grabbed her vibrator and headed into the bathroom. She sat down, plugged the vibrator in and started working her pussy. 
 
    She rubbed the shaft along her labia. She flicked her clit and wished somebody would suck it. With her free hand she pulled on her nipples. A moan escaped her. She was getting close, it felt so good, she was, she was… “Oh! Oh…oh…oh!” 
 
    Her hips thrashed on the toilet and she tried to stay on it. 
 
    The door opened and Gene stood there in his new bra. He stared at 
Brandy. The vibrator was half up her cunt, she was gasping and her hips were spasming and she fell off the toilet. 
 
    “Brandy!” His mouth was open, his eyes were wide. 
 
    She lay there, hair a mess, legs spread, dripping with sexual sweat, her eyes wide and glittering.  
 
    And she said, “Honey…we’ve got to talk.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I am not going to dress like a woman!” 
 
    “You’re already dressing like a woman!” 
 
    They glared at each other. They were sitting at the kitchen table. A bottle of bourbon sat between them, and they each had a half a glass of that rare commodity that they loved but rarely imbibed…booze. 
 
    “My underwear looks male enough.” 
 
    “No panty lines, just like a woman, and you’re wearing a bra!” 
 
    “I’ll take it off! 
 
    “You do that and you’ll have stretch marks!” 
 
    “I’m not!” 
 
    “You are!” 
 
    Brandy knew she was losing the argument. Oh, she might win it in a week or two, when Gene was down a few sizes and his package was as small as a pair of dingle berries and a little finger. But she wanted her way right now. 
 
    She frowned.  
 
    He huffed and sipped. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    She leaned forward and took his shrunken testicles in her hands. “Honey, you know how I want this.” 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “So we’re going to try it out. After all, you can’t really make a decision if you haven’t at least tried it out.” 
 
    He shook his head, but he was weakening. 
 
    For fifteen minutes she manipulated his balls, stroked his little shaft, and…he didn’t give up. 
 
    Oh, he weakened, but not enough. 
 
    She sat back and frowned. Damn. Whenever she wanted something from him she played with his balls and that always did the trick. 
 
    So why wasn’t he giving in now?” 
 
    Then she blinked.  A thought ripped through her psyche and she reached for him, and placed her palms on his breasts. 
 
    “Oh!” he gasped. 
 
    She saw it in his eyes, and she knew what had happened. 
 
    A manly man is focused on his nuts. The way to manipulate a manly man was to heft those balls and suck that cock. But now his cock had shrunk, and so had the desire to have that cock sucked shrunk. 
 
    But what on him grown? 
 
    His tits.  
 
    His tits were his new erogenous zone. She leaned further forward and took a nipple in mouth. She caressed his mounds with her hands and sucked on his turgid, little nips. 
 
    Well, they were bigger than before, though not as big as hers, but…it worked. 
 
    Gene felt the shock lancing through him. Right from his nipples down to his groin. Instant horny. 
 
    And he realized that he hadn’t had any sex for a long time. Months. And, he had to admit it, even if only to himself…a manly man needs sex. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he lifted her up and kissed her mouth. 
 
    Brandy exulted and placed her hands on his boobs. she caressed and pulled on the nipples. 
 
    Gene groaned through their kiss, and she could feel him melting. The feeling in his chest, the way she felt him, he didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    A couple of minutes later she stood up. “Come on. Let’s fuck, then we’ll consider this matter of female clothes. 
 
    He was helpless. He followed her down the hallway, his cock was smaller, but it was still big enough, and it was stiff, and she held it firmly and smiled back at him. 
 
    She hoped up on the bed and lay back. “Eat me, Mr. Hunk.” 
 
    Gene lay between her legs. He was so horny now, he was like a dam that had burst, and all his emotion and lust was pouring out. He lowered his head to her pussy and kissed her mons. 
 
    Brandy smiled and spread wider. She placed her hands on the sides of his head, but she didn’t need to do much.  
 
      
 
    He was hot. 
 
    He ran his tongue up the labia, feeling the crevices, sucking on the clitoris, sticking his tongue, which was delightfully long, right into her hole. 
 
    Brandy gasped. Thank God his tongue hadn’t shrunk! 
 
    For long minutes he held her buns and wallowed in her juices. And her juices were really flowing. 
 
    He tasted her essence, and she raised her hips and pressed her pussy onto his mouth. 
 
    She played with her own tits, feeling them, slapping them, pulling on the big nipples. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered through a mouth full of quim. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” Brandy moaned. 
 
    He put a finger in her and she opened her mouth in delight. “Oh, yeah, baby. Do me.” 
 
    He did. He swirled his finger around, touched her delicate nerves and caused her pussy to jerk and twitch. 
 
    He raised up a bit, crawled a foot up her body so he could suck on her breasts, and this allowed her to reach his nipples again. 
 
    They played with each others chests, moaning and groaning and pressing tits into hands. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she whispered into his ear. 
 
    He couldn’t wait. After all the years of discipline, of putting off his personal enjoyment, he was a like a madman unleashed. A madman with a woman’s body. 
 
    He slithered further up her body and fit his cock to her pussy. 
 
    For a second she panicked. It felt so small, but then it slipped in, and then Brandy realized the curse and the blessing of fucking a man with a small dick. 
 
    It excited her nerves, because most of the nerves are on the outer rim of the pussy. Which made her want the deep penetration. But she couldn’t have the deep boning she so desperately wanted. So she grew more desperate, hotter, and this built her frustration, and she tried harder, and everything got better and worse, until she was climbing the walls. 
 
    Gene, of course, was getting the fucking of a lifetime. She was thrashing her hips, trying to pull him deeper, and it was wonderful and hot and…and he didn’t care about his penis that much. 
 
    He cared about his tits. 
 
    But in the moaning thrashing mess of sex she was obsessing on his cock, and not on his boobs. 
 
    Thus, they built to a frustrational peak. Both wanting more of what they were getting less of. 
 
    But, more or less, long dick or short, Brandy was pushed over the top. With a might wail she clutched him and her hips went full spasm. They locked up and she couldn’t move. All she could do was feel this magnificent orgasm shake her world and shatter her mind. 
 
    Gene gave a couple of squirts, and he was done. 
 
    But he was also still horny. 
 
    For the first time in their marriage they had swapped positions. Usually it was her that was horny, and him that was done. 
 
    They lay side by side, breathing deeply, trying to get their wind back. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, totally sated. “That was an incredible fuck!” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “That was good.” 
 
    She turned and stared at him. That was the most insincere statement she had ever heard. She realized that while she had had the juiciest steak in existence, he had just had a so so hamburger. 
 
    Yet, he didn’t seem upset. 
 
    If that had happened to her, when it had happened to her, she was cross, irritated, and could even be a bitch. 
 
    He just lay there. A trifle irritated, but…no real reaction. 
 
    She frowned. This was going to take some thought. 
 
      
 
    Gene awoke and yawned. He had had sex the day before, and it was good, he supposed. But he didn’t remember it as being— 
 
    Whap! A cloth landed on his face. “Put that on.” 
 
    He opened his eyes and sat up. He was holding two pieces of cloth; he was holding a bikini top and bottom. 
 
    He looked at Brandy. She watched him with a gimlet eye. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “NO!” She stamped her foot. “We talked about this yesterday, and you’re going to at least try it. 
 
    Sighing, and feeling a little weird, he put his feet into the bikini bottom and pulled it up. It was a tight fit, but…it was okay. 
 
    Brandy stared at his manhood. It was now boyhood. It seemed like he had shrunken even more since they had had sex. 
 
    Sadly, she realized that she wouldn’t be fucking him again. He was going to be too small. Of course there was still oral, or maybe she could use a vibrator on what was left of his cock, and on herself, of course, but the days of being gobsmacked by the feeling of a huge cock opening her pussy up were gone. 
 
    He didn’t pick up on her sadness, he was too busy figuring out the bikini top. 
 
    Fortunately his musculature had gone down enough—he was only 140 pounds—so that he was gaining flexibility. He managed to put his arms behind his back and press the snap closed. 
 
    She smiled at him being female flexible. 
 
    He stood in front of a mirror, and there was no mistaking the feminine quality of him. His boobs looked quite sizable in the bikini top, his waist was getting really thin, and his hair…his hair was longish. 
 
    Not super long, but longish. 
 
    He was a bad one for getting haircuts because he was always too busy working out. The past couple of months he had been so obsessed with the changes in his body, and then he had been too embarrassed by his body to go out, that he had let his hair, usually semi-long, grow. 
 
    Brandy went and stood behind him. She put her arms around him and they studied the mirror. 
 
    They looked like two women. Of course he was a little messy in the hair department, and he wasn’t wearing any make up, but…he looked good. 
 
    “Come on,” she squeezed his boobs which made his knees weak. 
 
    “Where?” he followed her out to the kitchen. 
 
    “It’s time to work on your hair.” 
 
    “I just comb my hair. You know that.” 
 
    “No longer, lover. That ugly mop doesn’t belong on that beautiful body. 
 
    It was the right thing to say, and he allowed himself to be sat down on a chair on the patio. 
 
    She draped a towel over his shoulders and got a glass of water, scissors, a comb and a hair brush. 
 
    He looked at the hairbrush with disdain. “What’s that for?” 
 
    “Hah!” she answered. 
 
    For a half hour she sprinkled drops of water on his locks, she combed and snipped, and shaped his hair to his head and his features. Then she used the hair brush, rolling his hair around it, pulling it out, dripping a bit of water and shaping. 
 
    His hair began to curl under. His hair was just shy of his shoulders, and the curls lifted them a bit higher, but when she was done he had a beautiful hairdo. It flowed down, curled under, and framed his face perfectly. 
 
    He was now more feminine looking than ever. 
 
    “Good Lord,” he whispered. 
 
    She took a pair of tweezers and began plucking his eyebrows. 
 
    Gene passed through shock and into fascination. His eyebrows arched up like a woman’s. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    But Brandy was going great guns now. 
 
    “Come on, sit back and I’ll do you proper.” 
 
    He sat in her vanity chair and she cleansed his pores with little sponges. He was amazed at the amount of dirt that came  out of his face. Then she began putting primer on him.  
 
    He watched as the color left his face, then after applying a foundation, she began putting the color back on. 
 
    He stared as she worked shadow over his eyes, outlined his eyes, and lengthened his eyelashes. 
 
    “Beautiful,” she murmured as she painted his lips. 
 
    He looked in the mirror and was astounded. He had been a big, hunky, manly man of a body builder. Now he was slender and big boobed and…and feminine. 
 
    He was so shocked by his transformation that he didn’t say anything when she pierced his ears and hung a pair of danglies from them. 
 
    “I should pierce your tongue,” she said when she was done and he was turning his head this way and that, studying his reflection. 
 
    “What? Why on earth…” 
 
    “Then I could attach a dildo to it and really use your face.” 
 
    He blinked. “You’re kidding.” 
 
    “About the piercing, not about the dildo. Honey, you’ve got me so hot…I really, really, really need to cum. 
 
    Gene said, “But I just got you off the other night!” 
 
    She said, “But you’re so beautiful. I need it again.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Come on, do me, use a dildo and don’t mess your make up, and then you can work out.” 
 
    The phrase ‘work out’ clicked in his head. He had been so busy getting made over that he hadn’t worked out. 
 
    He allowed her to pull him out of the vanity chair. He stood there while she buckled a strap on around his hips, and he looked down at the big dick sticking out from his groin. 
 
    “What about my own dick?” 
 
    “Honey, surely you’ve realized that…well…you’re turning a bit shrimpy. 
 
    And, he couldn’t lie. He had. 
 
    “So you do me, and…heck, I’m always the horny one, right?” 
 
    He nodded, but he remembered how frustrated he had been the other night, even though he had cum, and the residue of frustration was still in him. 
 
    Still, the look in her eyes, and the way he felt all made up and not wanting to mess his face up…he let himself be pulled towards the bed. 
 
    “Do me doggy, baby.” She crawled onto the bed and waggled her butt. 
 
    He wanted to kiss her pussy, to bury his face in it, but…make up. 
 
    He moved up behind her and held his fake cock and swirled the tip against her slit. 
 
     She groaned and moved her butt. 
 
    He stared down at his cocks. His real one and his fake one. His real one was smaller than a hot dog now. It was stiff, he was horny, and getting hornier, but that big one…man! It was bigger than his dick had been when it had been man-sized. 
 
    He reached down and cupped his marbles. And they were marbles. Yes, they felt good, but… 
 
    “What are you waiting for? Come on!” 
 
    He pushed the head of his fake cock into her. 
 
    She gasped and clutched the bed spread with white knuckled hands. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    He began to move in and out, and he felt…detached. he was fucking her, and suddenly he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    But he no longer had the tool to please. 
 
    His little  dick, his real dick, poked between her legs. 
 
    She felt it and squeezed her thighs together and trapped it. 
 
    That felt better, at least he was getting some traction, and he began to pound her. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” she wheezed, rotating her buns a little, back and forth, making the most of his big dick. 
 
    He pushed with his little dick, at least getting some rubbing sensation. 
 
    He reached around, his tits touched her back, and he cupped her tits. 
 
    He was molded to her now, and he could tell that his big cock was doing the job. She was gulping and groaning and twisting around. Her pussy was gripping and slipping and he was ramming and jamming. 
 
    Her arms collapsed and her shoulders fell on the bed. She lay, her face turned to the side, and he pounded his big spike into her hole. 
 
    “Oh…fuck,” she whimpered, and she began to cum. The orgasm just popped through her, vast and sweeping. 
 
    She tried to move forward, to get the dick out of her, but he held her hips.  
 
    He kept the dick tight against her as deep as it could go inside her wet pussy, and her legs squeezed together, and he felt like he was going to cum…he felt like…it was going to… 
 
    She went slack and it didn’t happen. 
 
    She lay under him, breathing hard, trying to figure out which way was up. 
 
    He lay on top of her, and wished his little dick, his real dick, was long enough to reach into her pussy. 
 
    He hadn’t been too horny when he was a manly man, he had always put his energy into body building. But now…he was getting a bit desperate. 
 
    But…they were done. 
 
     
 
    Gene started going back to the gym. At first he was scared, but he had seen trans people working out, and he knew most of the people, so…he went back on an early morning and tried it out. 
 
    And it worked. 
 
    Of course he didn’t go back to the section where manly men threw tons of iron around and laughed. He didn’t have the musculature for that. 
 
    But he could go to the women’s section. 
 
    Low weight, high reps, and…girly talk. 
 
    He learned more about make up. The girls knew who he was, and it only took a little gossip before they knew what had happened to him, and they actually took him under their wing. 
 
    Well, he had helped train some of them when he was manly, so they turned it about and gave him advice on lifting, on fashion, even how to walk and talk like a woman. 
 
    But he drew the line when they brought up things like how to flirt, how to make a man love you. 
 
    “Sorry, girls,” he would say. “This is where I work out.” 
 
    They didn’t mind. They understood. Besides, he was, in their eyes, still undergoing some sort of transition, and that included a lot of soul searching, and a lot of space in which to have your own thoughts. 
 
    Interestingly, his testosterone numbers started to level. He was finally beginning to achieve a balance in his chemistry. 
 
    Unfortunately, or fortunately depending on your whim and viewpoint, he was not packing the muscle back on. And his package was staying about as big as a six year old’s. He was not bulking up and becoming the manly man. 
 
    It bothered him, a little. But it bothered him more that it didn’t bother him as much. 
 
    The truth was that he was enjoying being a girl. He liked wearing the latest dress, tilting his ass up with a pair of high heels, experimenting with different shades and colors of make up. 
 
    His hair was getting longer, too. 
 
      
 
    “We should do your nails,” one of the girls mentioned as he spotted for her. 
 
    Other girls gathered around and offered opinions as to shape and color. 
 
    “Gel nails last longer.” 
 
    “We need them long though. His stubby, little spatulas need to sprout.” 
 
    Lots of giggling. 
 
    Gene didn’t mind. Heck, he was wearing make up every day, he rarely wore man clothes, and the girls were even telling him that he shouldn’t drive home all sweaty, he should just come in and use their shower. 
 
    “Come on,”Lila said. She was one of the serious weight lifters. She was training for competition, and she was likely to win. 
 
    They dragged him, without too much protest, into the girl’s locker room. They sat him in a chair and two girls, one on each side, began prepping his nails. They sanded and shaped, and finally glued long ovals on him. He stared in wonder as his nails now extended a half inch beyond his flesh. 
 
    Then they colored them bright red and put a coat of lacquer on them. 
 
    While they were standing around, gossiping, Lila asked, “So, delicate subject, how’s your package?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “They’ve had you taking estrogen, you said. Has your package shriveled up?” 
 
    He hung his head a little, he did have a bit of the residual man in him. “Yeah.” 
 
    The girls giggled and clapped their hands. 
 
    “Show us?” 
 
    He looked around the circle of excited faces. These were now his friends. He didn’t hang with the ironheads, now he hung with the fairer of the species. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know…” 
 
    “Look, we’re asking. We really want to see.” 
 
    So he pulled down his work out trunks. 
 
    The girls stared raptly at his little dick. “Oh, my gosh,” murmured one. “That’s so cute.” 
 
    “Gosh,” said another. “I wish my husband was that big.” 
 
    “Can I touch it?” 
 
    The girls crowded around and he couldn’t say no, so hand after hand went to his groin and groped him. 
 
    He stifled a moan. He didn’t get enough sexual excitement with his cock these days, but he surely loved the way they felt him and tugged him. 
 
    “Can I suck it?” asked Lila, her eyes bright. 
 
    “I think that’s going too far.” 
 
    But the girls whined and protested, and finally one of them said, “How about if we ask your wife’s permission? Will you let us suck you then?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I don’t…” 
 
    But he had put his cell phone on the counter and one of the girls grabbed it and pressed 1. She giggled. “Wives and girlfriends are always number one.” 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    Gene reached for the phone, but the girls brushed his hands away. The girl who had dialed spoke into it. “Hi. My name is Lannie. We’re all down here at the gym working out with your husband.” 
 
    “Uh, hi, Lannie.” Brandy was puzzled. 
 
    “Listen, I know this may sound weird, but we pulled your husband’s pants down…” everybody smothered giggles, and we really love what you’ve done with his manhood.” 
 
    “Oh, uh….thanks. I think.” 
 
    “No, it’s really cute. But Gene is really true blue to you, and he doesn’t want us to touch it or anything, so I thought if we asked permission….” 
 
    “I don’t know. This has sort of taken me by surprise.” 
 
    “I promise we won’t let him cum or anything. But we’ve never seen such a tiny peeny, and, well, some of the girls want to…to kiss it, and…to…” 
 
    “Suck it.” 
 
    “Yes. Oh, please. oh please, say yes. I mean, none of us are going to try and take him away from you, and he loves you so much anyway. He talks a about you all the time, and…” 
 
    “Well, there’s only one problem.” 
 
    “Sure? What? What can we do?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want him to cum, that’s for sure, because I want him to cum for me. You can imagine our love life has sort of taken it in the shorts, not to be pun-y, but…” 
 
    The girl drifted away from where Gene sat and girls felt his penis. he wanted to get up and follow, but they wouldn’t let him. 
 
    In the corner of the locker room the girl talked intently to Brandy, and then she nodded, and she hung up the phone and swaggered back. 
 
    “What’d she say?” The girls all asked. 
 
    “She said he can’t cum. And…” she looked at Gene, “I told her how to solve your love life.” 
 
    “What? Really? What are you…” 
 
    But his voice was lost as a woman moved between his thighs and took his cock in her mouth. 
 
    He gasped as she rolled it around on her tongue. Then she stuffed his two little balls into her mouth. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” he mumbled. 
 
    “Remember, girls, no cumming.” 
 
    One after the other the girls knelt in front of him. While one sucked others would pinch his boobs and make him moan. A couple of them even kissed him. Long, passionate kisses. 
 
    But as much as they sucked on him and played with him, they never let him cum. 
 
      
 
    “Honey? I’m home!” 
 
    He walked into the house. He had showered in the girls locker room and they had helped him repair his make up. Inside his panties his little cock was stiff as a nail. A small nail. 
 
    “Back here, babe!” 
 
    He set his gym bag down and walked back towards the bedroom. 
 
    He was horny. He was frustrated. His little weenie was stiff and throbbing. 
 
    Brandy was sitting on her vanity chair, her legs crossed tightly. A robe pulled around her. One leg was bobbing. She took note of his long fingernails and smiled, then: “So you got your cock sucked.” But she was grinning. “How was it.” 
 
    “It was fun. They, uh, they say they want to do every time I’m there. They said it makes them horny for their husband’s bigger cocks.” 
 
    “I can imagine.” 
 
    “So what’s up?” 
 
    But Brandy continued talking. “Never getting my hole filled, it gets frustrating. Of course I’ve got a vibrator, but, poor you, what do you have?” 
 
    Gene sighed sadly. “I don’t know. Nothing. I guess I’m doomed to be horny for the rest of my life.” 
 
    “I’m up with that,” she responded. “I like you horny. But we do need to give you relief every once in a while. After a while, if you get nothing you’ll eventually lose interest. But if we can give you some, enough to keep you in love…” 
 
    “Aw, honey. I’ll always love you.” 
 
    “I know. And that’s why I’m willing to do something for you. Every once in a while. Maybe every month or two.” 
 
    “What?” his tilted his head slightly and his eyebrows dipped in curiosity. 
 
    For answer she opened her robe, she was wearing some sort of strap set up on her hips. Then she opened her legs and a big dildo popped up. 
 
    “What!” 
 
    She stood up, and he got a full view of her strap on, and the dick sticking out from her cunt. 
 
    It was nine inches, big and round with thick veins curling up the sides. 
 
    “Honey,” she said. “Lay down. I think I love you.” 
 
    He was gobsmacked. Awestruck. Dazed. 
 
    She pushed him onto the bed. “You took me doggy style, now it’s time to return the favor.” 
 
    He was stunned, didn’t know what to do. His wife with a dick? 
 
    She arranged him on all fours, then opened a jar of lube. 
 
    “The girl who called me told me about this. She said it will help with my frustrations, and it will certainly help you with yours.” 
 
    Brandy pushed a big gob of lube into his asshole. She reamed him with a couple of fingers, and he moaned helplessly. 
 
    She took her time, more lube. More in and out, more swirling fingers, and she increased the number of fingers. 
 
    “She said not to fist you this first time, but it’s something to look forward to. Right?” 
 
    He gulped and nodded and made a sound deep in his throat that might have been anything. 
 
    She had four fingers in him now, and he felt loose and big back there. He pushed back with his butt and started fucking her hand. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. That’s how we roll,” she spoke in a low, sexy voice. 
 
    She touched her dick to his rectum. He shivered, knowing this was the real deal. 
 
    She entered him smoothly, just an inch, just the head, then waited. 
 
    He shivered, wanted more, but she simply stroked his thighs, his ass, and waited. 
 
    He gulped, and he could feel himself getting looser and looser. 
 
    “That’s it, honey.” She gave him another inch, then another one. 
 
    Ten minutes later she was balls deep in him. His front arms had collapsed about the sixth inch, but his ass was still up in the air, and she had him packed. 
 
    She began to move back and forth. Slow, long motions. Almost out, then back in. Almost out, then back in. 
 
    He groaned, he couldn’t move. He was pegged to the bed and frozen with pleasure. 
 
    “Yeah, baby,” Brandy whispered. “Don’t worry if you can’t cum the first time, you’ll eventually have prostate orgasms, and…” 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” Gene shivered and his butt began spasming. He flattened out as the orgasm washed over him. Brandy stayed with him, let her weight shove the dildo deep into his rump. 
 
    Beneath their weight his little dick began to spit out little drops of cum.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “And the winner of the first Transexual Bodybuilding Competition is…Gene Hanson!” 
 
    Gene was beautiful in his black bikini, and his muscles shone with oil. He was pumped, and his breasts were big, and his lips were red and plumped and his hair done up in the French fashion. 
 
    The crowd, among which were many of the guys and gals from his gym, cheered wildly. 
 
    Gene bowed, raised his hands in victory, and stood next to the giant trophy. 
 
    After receiving  his accolades, Gene carried his trophy to the back  area where Brandy was waiting. 
 
    She was on the phone, but she looked at the trophy and her eyes were excited and she gave him thumbs up, then she hung up the phone and hugged him. 
 
    “Oh, Gene! After all the work! I knew you could do it!” 
 
    “Not without you, babe.” They kissed lightly, so as not to mess their make up. 
 
    “You’ll never guess who that was on the phone.” 
 
    “You’re right. I won’t.” 
 
    “It was Doctor Quackenbush.” 
 
    Gene tilted his head. 
 
    “He says he might have a cure for your condition.” 
 
    “You mean change me back into a manly man?” 
 
    “Yes! Isn’t that exciting.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Brandy blinked. 
 
    “I think I like it this way.” 
 
    Then she smiled, and they kissed, and the hell with their make up. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Can you come home now and help me?” Rhonda asked.  
 
    “Sure.” Ryan was deep in his studies in the library, but when his step mother called he closed his books and headed for home. 
 
    As Ryan drove he thought about his step mother. Rhonda was a babe in the truest sense of the word. She was five foot six, maybe 130 pounds, and a lot of that was breast. 
 
    And her ass was round and perfect, her lips looked like they always wanted to be kissed, and…and he envied his father. 
 
    Ryan Sr. was in his sixties, retired, and yet he had pulled in this 40 year old babe that made Ryan Jr. hard just by looking at him. 
 
    Ryan, being a good boy, tried to hide it. He sure didn’t want to be embarrassed, and he loved his father so he didn’t want any kind of situation to arise, but, man, she sure was delicious. 
 
    He turned down the cul de sac where he lived with his father and step mother, and parked on the side of the driveway. 
 
    He got out and went through the side gate. He wanted to drop his books off before he went upstairs to see Rhonda, but she was sunbathing by the pool. Acres of flesh contained by the skimpiest bikini imaginable. 
 
    “Hi, Ryan!” 
 
    “Hey, Rhonda. I’ll be up in a minute.” 
 
    “Okey dokey.” 
 
    But he had no sooner entered his little room in the basement than Rhonda followed him in. 
 
    He placed his books on his desk, turned around and there she was. A foot from him, her breasts almost touching his chest. 
 
    “Oh!” he exclaimed, surprised. 
 
    “Sorry, Ryan, I just had to talk to you, and I wanted privacy.” 
 
    Which was strange because his father was out of town on business, and would be for a week. 
 
    But he didn’t remark on that. He was trying to calm his breathing with her this close to him. 
 
    “Come here, Ryan,” She grabbed his hand, took him to his bed and sat him down. Then she sat next to him. Her giant breasts came together as she clasped her forearms. That made them seem super enormous, and he gulped and tried to focus on her eyes. 
 
    “Ryan, I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    “What do you mean? What’s the problem?” 
 
    “It’s your father,” she sniffed. “He…he wants to leave me.” 
 
    “What? No! Dad loves you! He’d never leave you.” 
 
    She was half turned towards him and she suddenly hugged him and started crying. Through her sobs she mumbled, “He says he doesn’t love me anymore. He says…he says…I’m too old!” 
 
    Ryan’s went around her and he soothed her. “No, no. Dad loves you. I see the way he looks at you. He’d never leave you. this is all a misunderstanding. 
 
    She kept crying, and holding on to him, and her breasts were pressed against him. He felt the heat of her body and, he couldn’t help it, his cock started to grow. 
 
    Oh, crap. Oh crap. He thought. 
 
    “I think he’s met someone else. Some one younger. I think he…he’s going to leave me! 
 
    She blubbered for ten minutes and he tried to calm her, but he couldn’t. Her tears were falling all over his lap and his cock was pulsing, and he felt very compromised. 
 
    “Look,” he said, and he held her at arm’s distance. “I’ll prove it. I’ll call him right now and find out.” 
 
    “But you can’t let him know that I know.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. Just don’t make a sound.” 
 
    Ryan picked up his phone and hit number 1. A moment later his father picked up the phone. “Ry! Buddy, how’s it going?” 
 
    “Hey, Pop, things are smooth out here. I just wanted to let you know I aced that math test the other day.” 
 
    “That’s my boy. Math used to be my favorite subject, and I…” they talked for a minute about Ryan’s school, then Ryan managed to shift the conversation around. 
 
    “Hey, Pop. Rhonda looks a little sad. Is everything all right with you guys? I don’t mean to pry, and maybe it’s just her time of month…” 
 
    Rhonda’s mouth opened in protest, but Ryan raised a hand and gave her a look to reassure her. 
 
    “…but if there’s something wrong, especially between you guys…is everything okay?” 
 
    Ryan Sr. was quiet for a long half minute. Then he cleared his throat. 
 
    “Well, I didn’t want to tell you like this, over the phone, but…yeah. I’m filing for divorce.” 
 
    Rhonda threw herself on the bed, face between her arms, crying silently. 
 
    Ryan patted her back, which seemed so inadequate, but…what was he supposed to do.” 
 
    “But Pop! I thought…you guys seemed to cool together. Surely you should get some counseling, maybe go off on a vacation and work things out.” 
 
    “No. No. I’ve made up my mind. Look, Ryan, you’re old enough to understand such things, but…well…she’s sort of a bitch.” 
 
    “No, Pop! She’s always super nice to me.” 
 
    “To you, sure. But you don’t sleep with her. You don’t have to put up with her mouth. That woman is…well, I’m getting a divorce. I’ve already started the paperwork. I might extend my trip a couple of weeks, give her time to be served, give her time to get out of the house.” 
 
    Rhonda was lying on the bed, shuddering, sobbing, but remaining quiet enough. 
 
    Ryan rubbed her back helplessly. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to go, son.  You keep giving me those good reports.” 
 
    “Okay, Dad.” 
 
    He hung up the phone. 
 
    Rhonda came off the bed and hugged him. She clung to him and her tears dampened his shirt front. 
 
    He held her, was even more aware of how sexy she was, tried not to let his boner get out of hand. Might just as well throw a glass of water on a forest fire. 
 
    “I knew it,” she sobbed. “I knew he was going to leave me.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. Maybe I can talk to him some more.” 
 
    “No,” she sniffed. “It’s done. I’m…oh, God. I must be so ugly!” 
 
    “Hey! No! You’re the best looking woman I have ever seen.” 
 
    “You’re just trying to make me feel better.” 
 
    “No! I mean it! I think…I think Pop’s a sap for letting you go.” 
 
    She was running out of tears, but she leaned against him, held to him. “Well, thank you. But…I think we know the truth. A woman gets a little old and she loses her market value, and…” 
 
    He shushed her, his arms were around her and he ran his hand up and down on her back. He became acutely aware that she was in a bikini, and her flesh was warm. 
 
    She moved back from him. “Well, he’ll send me papers, and I guess this is my last week in the house.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Why don’t you come up and have dinner with me. I need a shoulder to cry on, but…will you come up for dinner?” 
 
    “Sure I will. But you don’t need to cry. You are the most awesome woman in the world.” 
 
    She stood up, and her body was magnificent. Her breasts thrust out and her nipples were stiff behind the bikini material. 
 
    “Well, that’s nice of you to say that. Even if it’s just your teenage hormones getting carried away. 
 
    “No,” he protested.  
 
    “Oh? You’re not an oversexed teenager?” 
 
    He chuckled, weakly, and said, “Sure, but…I’m not saying that you’re good looking because I’m horny.” 
 
    She managed a weak grin at him. “Well, that’s too bad. Right now I feel like some solace.” 
 
    It was an oblique statement, a tease without being a tease. 
 
    “I’ll see you upstairs.” 
 
    “One hour. Don’t be late.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She moved towards him, and he was next to the bed and couldn’t move back any further. She was pressed right to him, breasts against his chest. She reached up and touched his face, then tilted her head and raised it and kissed his cheek. “Too bad your father doesn’t like me as much as you.” 
 
    She smiled wanly, then turned and left the room. 
 
    Ryan let out a breath. Man, he had been trapped, but what a trap! He touched his cheek where she had pressed her lips, and he smiled. Then he frowned. What was wrong with his father? 
 
      
 
    An hour later, wearing clean cargo shorts and a real shirt, Ryan entered through the sliding glass door. 
 
    The table was set and Rhonda was bustling in the kitchen. She was still wearing the bikini. Her amazing boobs were still on display.  
 
    “Ryan! Just in time. Have a seat.” 
 
    He sat down at the dining room table. 
 
    She brought out a glass. “Bourbon and Coke okay?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he grinned. 
 
    She handed him a glass and he sipped at it. It was the good bourbon. Long Branch. Mmm. 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Nectar of the Gods.” 
 
    “Can I have a sip?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She took the glass, her warm hands brushing against his, and sipped. She was wearing red lipstick, and she left a lip print on it. “Mmm. I think I’ll have one, too.” 
 
    She looked at the glass. “Oh, I left my lips on the glass. You know what that means?” 
 
    “What?” She was standing close to him and he was feeling a bit awkward and even confused. 
 
    “It means that every time you take a drink you’ll be kissing me.” She giggled and left him looking at his glass.” 
 
    She made another drink, and he turned the glass around and sipped over the red lip print. So he was kissing her. Man. that was a dream come true. 
 
    She came back in, a glass in her hand, and sat down catty corner to him. She placed a warm hand on his and smiled. “Thank you for being so understanding.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s nothing. I just there was something more I could do.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “But where will you go?” 
 
    “I’ll figure something out. An old lady like me always lands on her feet.” 
 
    “You’re not old!” 
 
    “That’s sweet of you to say, but…look at me. My boobs are saggy, a year or two and I’m going to be looking at plastic surgery, I’m old. 
 
    “Your breasts…your boobs…they’re fine.” 
 
    She smiled. “You really think so?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    “Oh, look I’ve embarrassed you.” 
 
    “Well, uh, I’m sorry I—“ 
 
    “Nonsense. It’s just that an old woman like me needs compliments.” She leaned closer to him, squeezed his hand, and said, “Tell me that my breasts are not old and saggy.” 
 
    “Oh, no! They’re beautiful!” Then he looked abashed. He was speaking quite forward for a college kid. 
 
    She laughed. “Look at your face. You are redder than a sunburned tomato.” 
 
    He nodded, looked down, then took a big gulp of his drink. 
 
    “Ryan,” she placed both hands on his one hand. “Look at me.” 
 
    He raised his eyes, to her eyes, and was very aware that she had moved closer to him. 
 
    “When a woman is having a rough patch…well…your compliments mean the world. Do you really like my breasts?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Then look at them.” 
 
    He started to blink. 
 
    “I mean it. You make me feel good, so…look at my tits.” 
 
    He was helpless. He looked down and a sigh of breath wheezed out of him. 
 
    They were golden from the sun. Her nipples were erect and poking through the thin material. They sloped sharply; they were heavy in her bikini top. 
 
    “What do you really think?” 
 
    “They’re beautiful.” He spoke as if mesmerized. And, indeed, he was. 
 
    “Would you make love to them if you could?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    He raised his head, pulled his eyes off the grandeur of her mountains. 
 
    “You’re a wonderful man, and you make me feel so good.” 
 
    She was real close now, and she leaned forward and pressed her lips lightly to his. Just for a moment, then she moved back. “You keep saying nice things to me and maybe I’ll…” but what she was going to say he wouldn’t find out because… 
 
    DING! 
 
    The moment, thick with passion, evaporated. 
 
    Rhonda stood up and he stared at her. “That’s the steaks. Finish your drink and I’ll bring you another one. 
 
     
 
    They ate and they drank, and they laughed, and Rhonda kept thrusting her chest up, pulling in compliment after compliment. By the end of dinner Ryan was getting over being red-faced, and he felt comfortable saying things like, “Your breasts are large and beautiful.” 
 
    And, “You’ve got such nice nipples. I love how they stand out.” 
 
    And sometimes he was talking to her, and sometimes he was talking to her tits. 
 
    She didn’t mind. She knew what effect she was having on Ryan. She just grinned when his eyes lost control and stared, and kept pouring him drink after drink. 
 
    After dinner they sat and talked for a while. She admitted she had been an exotic dancer in her twenties. Emphasis on ‘dancer.’ She had been in stage shows on the west coast. 
 
    Back then, when I was young as you are now, sex was the greatest invention. And I really was young, not like now.” 
 
    “I told you…” 
 
    “I know. And I’ll try to remember. But it’s hard when…when…” she started crying. Ryan knew she was thinking about the divorce. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay!” He moved his chair closer and placed his arm around her shoulders. 
 
    She leaned into him and sobbed for a while. Then she just sat there, feeling him. And he felt her. It was a very intimate moment. 
 
    Finally, a little embarrassed, she stood up and took the dishes to the kitchen. He helped her, and while they were in the kitchen she poured him another drink. 
 
    He was feeling pretty good now, the world was rosy in his eyes. 
 
    “Come on, let’s go swimming.” 
 
    “Swimming?” 
 
    “Sure. I’ve already got my suit on.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    They walked out to the patio and he said, “Let me go get my trunks on.” As he walked past her, however, she gave him a shove. He flew through the air and landed in the pool. 
 
    He came up sputtering, and she was laughing and laughing, her breasts jiggling and bouncing. 
 
    He grinned.  
 
    She looked at him and then sobered. She reached behind her and unfastened her bikini top. 
 
    He stared as her boobs came loose.  
 
    She shimmied out of her bottom. Her pussy was shaved and he could see the labia plainly. 
 
    She stepped into the pool. 
 
    She came up and grinned and splashed him. 
 
    He laughed and splashed her back, and for a minute they splashed each other and laughed. Then she swam closer to him and started unbuckling his cargo shorts. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Hay is for horses, and cows that go moo.” 
 
    She started unzipping him. 
 
    “But…we shouldn’t…” 
 
    “See each other naked? Why not? You’ve seen me, why shouldn’t I see you?” 
 
    “It’s not that…” 
 
    But his pants were undone and she reached right in and grabbed his cock. 
 
    He gasped as her hands closed around him. 
 
    For a long moment she just held him, felt him. Massaged his cock and balls. Looked him in the eyes. 
 
    “I don’t think this is right,” he finally managed to blurt. 
 
    “Bullshit,” she said, staring hungrily at him. “I’m getting a divorce. Your father doesn’t love me. I can do whatever I want with whoever I want.” 
 
    There wasn’t much he could say to that. 
 
    She moved closer and climbed his body. She hugged him, let him hold her while she wrapped her legs around his waist. 
 
    His cock poked up along her crack. He was close to her asshole, and…her pussy.               
 
     She kissed him. She placed her lips on his and tasted him, munched on him, devoured him. 
 
    He felt her lips sliding over his. His erection grew larger, more stiff. He tried to pull his hips back and slide his cock into her. 
 
    She moved so he couldn’t. She stopped kissing him and hugged him and whispered in his ear. “If you’re going to fuck me we need to be in a bed. And you need to make sure you don’t cum too soon. I don’t want a sixty second man. I want a sixty minute man.” 
 
    He held her, and he was now in a fever. His cock was doing the thinking, and his cock was telling him to take advantage of the moment, to make love to this wonderful woman.. 
 
    And he was listening to his cock. 
 
    He picked her up in his arms and walked up the stairs in the shallow end of the pool. 
 
    It was getting dark and the first stars gleaming. 
 
    He missed her as he walked around the pool. He stopped in front of the patio sliding doors. “Your place or mine?” he spoke throatily. 
 
    “Mine.” 
 
    Ryan carried her through the sliding doors, across the living room, and headed down the hallway to the master bedroom. 
 
    She had her hands on his face and was chewing on his mouth. 
 
    They entered the bedroom and he put her on the bed. 
 
    She said, “Before we do this…I have a condition.” 
 
    He stood, helpless, his cock bobbing. “What?” 
 
    “You must make me cum first.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “But if you fail…you have to wear a chastity tube.” 
 
    I blinked and his eyes grew large. “A…a chastity device? One of those things that goes on a cock and locks it up and…?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “I won’t leave without taking it off. I’ll tell you that.” 
 
    “So if I cum in you then…then…” 
 
    “Then you are my prisoner. Your cock is in jail and I hold the only key.” 
 
    He was frozen, caught between desire and the good sense. But when the dick is involved desire always wins. 
 
    “Come on, Ryan. Even if you lose…you’ll have screwed me.” 
 
    His head nodded jerkily. 
 
    She smiled, sat back and spread her legs. “Then come on, lover, let’s do battle.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She slipped forward, sat on the edge of the bed and grabbed his balls. He would have jumped back, but she pulled him to her and opened her mouth. With a moan he felt his cock slide over her tongue, the head become ensconced by the back of her throat. She kept gobbling and gobbling, and her mouth flattened out on his pubic area. She deep throated him, her tongue lapping at the underside of his head, and he almost lost it right then. 
 
    But he managed to pull back a little and saved himself. 
 
    She grinned up at him, “What’s the matter, lover?” 
 
    “Oh, man, this isn’t fair.” 
 
    “Why ever not?” She stroked him with her hands, pulling, pulling, pulling. Right and left and right and left. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! I’m not even going to get in you if you keep that up!” 
 
    “Then I’ll win, and I will torture you until I leave.” 
 
    He pushed her hands away. He lifted her up by the arms and pushed her back on the bed. 
 
    “Wooo!” She laughed. 
 
    He jumped forward before she could get away and pressed her down with his body. 
 
    “Suck my tits, big boy. At least get me warmed up before you lose your load to a superior lover.” 
 
    He bent his head and mouthed her boob, taking as much boob into his mouth as he could, then he withdrew slowly, sucking on her mounds, until he had only a nipple in his mouth. With his other hand he pawed the other breast. 
 
    She moaned. “Oh, baby. Yes!” 
 
    He dipped a hand to her pussy and grabbed her whole mons. He stuck a finger into her vagina and lifted. 
 
    She humped his hand and pulled his head to her breasts. 
 
    He put a finger into her asshole then, and a thumb in her pussy. It was the ‘bowling ball’ grip, and he shook her. 
 
    She looked on the edge of cumming, her eyes were rolling back, but she managed to hold on, and she hissed. “Get inside me. Fuck me. Get inside me! Use that dick you’re so proud of.” 
 
    He slithered up her body, holding her down until his penis was right at her cavity. He held himself up with his arms and looked down at her. She was so hot. She was gasping for breath, and he pushed his cock into her cunt. 
 
    They froze for a moment, his pubic mashed against her pubic. Looking into each others eyes. If somebody had tossed a grenade into the room they wouldn’t have noticed, so wrapped up in each other they were. Then she began to fuck him. 
 
    He knew, from the first stroke, that he was going to lose. The velvet feeling of her vagina sliding over his cock. The warm, moist grip of her pussy on him. The way she corkscrewed and literally screwed his cock. 
 
    Yet he held on. He resisted. He groaned. He tried to pull back, to get out and get a second chance. 
 
    Maybe if he had fingered her longer, but it was too late. She wrapped her legs around him and fucked him and he felt himself losing control. He felt that subtle, little click that set loose his sperm. he felt the pulsing, the throbbing, and semen climbed up his shaft. 
 
    “No!” He cried, then his sperm shot deep inside her. Squirt after squirt, and she held on to him and howled in victory. 
 
    “OWOOO!” 
 
    He buried his head in her neck and gave it up.  
 
    And she laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my God!” he muttered, staring down at the little cage on his cock. It was see through plastic, and he could see his cock, but not touch it. He could see it struggling to get erect, trying to squeeze out the two little portholes on the side. His prick pushed on the cage and it stretched his balls, but it couldn’t get all the way hard. “This is going to kill me.” 
 
    Rhonda smiled contentedly. “Honey, this is the way I like my men. I am going to make you so-o-o horny…” 
 
    “I’m already so-o-o horny. And when were you going to let me out?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. When I get horny enough to want you, I suppose.” 
 
    “But…how long will that take?” 
 
    “That depends on you.” 
 
    He looked askance at her. 
 
    “You see, it usually takes me a couple or three days to build up a head of steam, but it could take a week. It all depends on how good you treat me.” 
 
    “Oh, Rhonda! I’ll treat you good.” 
 
    “Prove it.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Eat me. Right now.” 
 
    He looked down at her pussy. They had fucked only fifteen minutes before, and he wasn’t horny, but he knew he would be horny, and…his jizz was still in her hole. 
 
    “Right…now?” He gulped. 
 
    “Especially right now.” 
 
    “But…don’t you want to take a shower first? Or maybe jump in the pool?” 
 
    “Oh, no. I want you to clean me.” 
 
    “But you’ve got cum in you!” 
 
    “It’s your cum. Besides…don’t you expect women to swallow when they give you head?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But it’s different!” 
 
    “Ha. It’s not different. Now, if you want me to get horny faster, you have to get me in the mood. And this first thing, eating me while you’re still dripping out of me, it goes a long way.” 
 
    He couldn’t move. He stared. He licked his lips nervously and gulped. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It’s fun. Believe me. It’s fun.” 
 
    She reached forward and took his arm and pulled him gently. Not hard, because he would have resisted, but gently, and he felt himself moving towards her. 
 
    She pulled down, “On your knees.” 
 
    He went to his knees. Now he was on a level with her pussy and he stared at it. He tried to swallow, but he couldn’t. She was half sitting and she spread her legs and kept guiding his head towards her slit. 
 
    He gulped, he wanted to run, he wanted to leave, he wanted to…the juice dripping out of her mesmerized him. 
 
    Could he? Could he? 
 
    Then his mouth mushed onto her. He didn't perceive anything for a long moment, then he was aware of the liquid on his face, in his mouth, his tongue moving and feeling it. 
 
    Then the moment became his and he started actively eating her. He began to suck, to taste, and to lick. 
 
    It tasted…sort of bland and sort of salty and sort of sweet. It was unique, and he felt a surge of happiness. He was doing it. She was moaning and holding his head and…it felt so incredibly intimate. Like fucking, but in a different way. Not many men could do this, but in doing it he had proven something to her, and he felt…worthy. 
 
    After a minute he was done and she pulled him up to her mouth. She kissed him, licked the residue of the sperm right out of his mouth, off his lips. 
 
    His cock was struggling so hard it hurt. He groaned, and she knew; she reached down and grabbed his caged cock. She held it, she held him. 
 
    He snuggled against her. 
 
    “Are you going to sleep with me?” she whispered. 
 
    His mouth was against her neck, he mumbled ‘yes’ into her flesh and nodded. 
 
    Thus, they lay, entangled, sated, and yet him getting horny all over again. 
 
    And they were content, and drowsy, and suddenly the room lit up. 
 
    “What? What?” Ryan said, coming out of that grey zone of almost asleep. 
 
    “The computer! It turned on.” 
 
    He twisted and looked at the computer across the room.  
 
    The screen was bright in the gloom of the bedroom. He turned over and propped himself on his elbows. “How did that happen?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Rhonda had a puzzled look on her face as she got out of bed and padded across the room. She reached for the mouse and froze. 
 
    “Ryan.” 
 
    He had started to lay back down again, but something in her voice made him sit up and look. “What?” 
 
    “It’s us!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s us, on the computer. Come see this.” 
 
    Puzzled, Ryan got out of bed and walked across the room. 
 
    It was a screen shot of them fucking. It showed Ryan entering her, pumping, losing control, and groaning as semen flooded out of her hole. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    There were words at the bottom of the screen and they read them. 
 
      
 
    Do not turn this computer off 
 
    or I will send this video to Ryan Sr. 
 
     
 
    Ryan started to reach for the power switch, but Rhonda held his arm. “No. Don’t.” 
 
    “But somebody is spying on us!” 
 
    “They’ve already spied on us.” 
 
    She typed in: 
 
      
 
    Who is this! 
 
      
 
    The answer was: 
 
      
 
    I’ve got everything on video. 
 
    You must do as I say 
 
    or I send the video to Ryan Sr. 
 
      
 
    “So what,” muttered Ryan, reaching for the power switch. 
 
    “No!” Rhonda was panicking. 
 
    On the screen: 
 
      
 
    Your husband will have grounds. 
 
     
 
    “Grounds? What does that mean?” 
 
    “I’ve been true to him. I have never abused him or taken advantage of him. But if I don’t get some sort of…of…alimony…then I am out in the cold. I’ve got no means to support myself. Your father made me give up my job when I married him. I can’t…please…let’s at least find out what…what is happening here. 
 
    The screen: 
 
      
 
    Smart girl. 
 
    Pay attention, Ryan. 
 
      
 
    “But what if…is this blackmail?” 
 
    “We’ve got to find out.” 
 
      
 
    On the screen: 
 
      
 
    I can hear you. 
 
    This is not black mail. 
 
    At least, not for money. 
 
      
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
      
 
    On the screen: 
 
      
 
    I’m the person who controls you. 
 
    Go along with what I say and you can have fun. 
 
    Don’t do what I say and this video gets sent. 
 
      
 
    Ryan was thinking quickly now. He had his father’s quick intellect, and he said, “Okay, he doesn’t want money. And he hasn’t sent this video yet…”
“Could it be your father’s lawyer?” 
 
    “No. Because if this video is proof of infidelity then it’s his case. 
 
    “But, who? Why?” 
 
    Ryan thought quickly. A competitor? But he crossed that off the list. A competitor would just use the video. 
 
    A lover? Somebody jealous? 
 
    Ryan was pretty sure his father was true blue to Rhonda. He didn’t think it would be a lover. 
 
    But, then…who? 
 
    He faced the computer screen and asked, “What do you want?” 
 
    On the screen: 
 
      
 
    To have my desires sated. 
 
      
 
    Ryan shook his head. This was weird. It felt unreal, surreal. 
 
    “What does that have to do with us?” asked Rhonda. 
 
      
 
    Everything…and nothing. 
 
      
 
    Ryan and Rhonda looked at each other. They looked at the screen. It felt, in an odd way, like somebody was laughing at them. 
 
    Yet, what could they do? Whoever was videoing them, making and holding the videos for blackmail, had them in his power.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The first command from the computer was easy to comply with. Go to sleep. Get rested. Tomorrow will be the big day. 
 
    They lay in bed, now not sated and warm and fuzzy, but rather nervous and worried. 
 
    Rhonda turned to him and lay against him, and it was good, but it was not sexual. It was…desperate. 
 
    Their existence had turned from fun and games to worry. 
 
    But, having been a little drunk, they did fall asleep. 
 
      
 
    Ryan awoke first. Rhonda was draped over him, her breasts against his side. He turned his face and marveled. She really was a beautiful woman. His father must be nuts. Unless there were things here he didn’t understand. 
 
    He looked at the computer and frowned. It was sleeping, but he knew it was going to wake up and command them. 
 
    What could he do?” 
 
    His phone! He could call one of his friends who knew computers. Maybe they could do something! 
 
    He slid out of bed and looked down at his cock. Oh, shit, it was starting to hurt. Morning wood. He trotted to the bathroom, half bent over, and sat down.  
 
    Rhonda had told him he wouldn’t be standing to piss now, he would have to sit down to relieve himself. So he sat and listened to the tinkle of water. It made him feel like a girl, having to sit to pee. 
 
    But, whatever, he had more important things to worry about. 
 
    He left the bathroom and went out to the kitchen and picked up his phone. He thought, and came up with George Simpkins. George could out hack Zuckerberg. He would be able to…he looked in his contacts, pressed George’s number and the ringing started. And stopped. 
 
    “Hello, Ryan.” The voice was mechanical, definitely not recognizable. “I hope you weren’t calling anybody to report your situation. That wold be a very bad idea.” 
 
    “No, uh…you’ve got to stop this.” 
 
    An electronic chuckle sounded, and the line was disconnected. 
 
    Ryan put his phone down and leaned against the counter. Son of a bitch! 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Ryan turned and Rhonda stepped into his arms and hugged him. 
 
    He hugged her back. He wasn’t drunk now, but he was close to this woman. How could he not be close? They had eaten and drunk, kissed and fucked, and now she had him in chastity. 
 
    Yes, they were connected. 
 
    Besides, her naked body felt so good against him. 
 
    Her small hand gripped his chastity and she giggled. 
 
    He chuckled. In spite of everything, this was a rush.  
 
    “Maybe you should let me out,” he suggested. 
 
    She hugged his waist and looked up at him. “Now why on earth would I want to do that?” 
 
    “Well, we’ve got this problem with whoever it is on the internet.” 
 
    “So? That doesn’t mean I can’t make you so horny you can’t stand it.” 
 
    Ryan’ pursed his lips in thought. 
 
    “Besides, I know that men enjoy feeling horny. And I certainly enjoy men feeling horny for me.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. But— 
 
    DING! 
 
    Even in the kitchen they heard the computer sound. They hurried back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Heysoos,” muttered Ryan. “Why did Pop put the computer back here?” 
 
    But he knew. Sometimes his father would sit in bed and research the stock markets. 
 
    When they arrived in the bedroom the computer said, 
 
      
 
    Breakfast and a swim. One hour. 
 
      
 
    They walked back to the kitchen, her holding his hand now, just like a girlfriend. 
 
    He cooked the sausages and she cooked the waffles. They ate silently. Him worried, her watching him. 
 
    She put her hand on his. “Don’t worry, Ryan, this will all work out.” 
 
    He looked at her, and his heart skipped a beat. She was so incredibly beautiful 
 
    “You know what I wish?” 
 
    “What?”
“That I was inside you.” 
 
    She laughed and patted his hand. “My nefarious plans are already yielding results. 
 
    They went for a short swim, which was mostly just floating and thinking, though she did spend some time kissing him and trying to cheer him up. 
 
    They returned to the bedroom and the sinister computer. 
 
      
 
    Make Ryan a girl. 
 
    Underwear, but no panties. 
 
    You’ll get a special delivery in a half hour. 
 
    Full make up. 
 
    Be ready by noon. 
 
      
 
    Ryan blinked and stared at the screen. 
 
    Be a girl? Crossdress? Make up? What the…? 
 
    “Wow!” muttered Rhonda. “I never expected that.” 
 
    “Why?” Ryan spoke to the screen. 
 
      
 
    Full compliance…or else. 
 
      
 
    “Or else what?” Ryan blurted defiantly. 
 
      
 
    I will send this video to Ryan Sr. 
 
    That will give him grounds for divorce. 
 
    He will toss Rhonda out on the street, 
 
    after ridiculing her in court 
 
    and for the world to see. 
 
    As for you, Ryan, 
 
    how do you think your father will feel 
 
    after seeing you fuck his wife? 
 
      
 
    That crushed Ryan’s momentary rebellion like he was a redneck’s beer can. 
 
    Rhonda grabbed his arm. “Oh, please. We have to do this, Ryan.” 
 
    “I know,” he said. 
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    Yet they stared at each other. 
 
    “I need a drink first,” said Ryan. 
 
    And he did. Even though he had been half drunk the night before, he needed liquid courage. To dress up like a girl? With make up and everything? 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And you need to get this thing off me.” 
 
    She stared at him. The game had become quite intense. She glanced at the computer screen, then back to him. “Okay. Let me get the key and—“ 
 
    DING! 
 
    They looked at the computer. 
 
      
 
    Leave it on. 
 
      
 
    “But why?” blurted Ryan. 
 
     
 
    You’ll know when you put on a dress. 
 
      
 
    But he didn’t have to put a dress to understand why. Rhonda said, “It’s so your cock won’t make a bulge in the dress.” 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered, almost a whimper. 
 
    “Okay, first you’re going to have to get rid of your hair.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Women don’t like body hair. I’ve got some Nair in the medicine cabinet. Why don’t you go use that and I’ll pick out some underwear and get my make up ready.” 
 
    Sighing heavily, Ryan nodded. He walked into the bathroom and found the Nair. Twenty minutes later he came out of the bathroom. He was hairless. Somewhat shiny appearing for that, and his cock was pushing against the tube. 
 
    She looked down at him, “Why are you so excited?” 
 
    “It’s sexy,” he admitted, blushing. “My skin feels all electric, and it’s making my cock hard. Trying to get hard.” 
 
    “Oh, uh, I get it. There’s some underwear on the bed.” 
 
    He looked at the dainty underthings. Bra, garters, nylons. No panties. 
 
    “Why doesn’t he want me to wear panties?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She helped him with the bra, showing him how to fasten it in front, slide it around his waist, and slip his arms under the straps. 
 
    “This is weird,” he said, looking at the mirror. 
 
    Ryan had a slender, wiry frame. The bra actually didn’t look that bad on him. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    They both jumped, then Rhonda realized, “It’s the doorbell. The special delivery.” She pulled a robe on and headed down the hallway. Ryan sat on the bed and put his feet through the garter and slid it up to his waist. He was studying the nylons when Rhonda called out, “Ryan?” 
 
    He walked down the hallway. The delivery truck was heading down the street and she had a half a dozen boxes on the foyer floor.  
 
    He helped her carry them to the bedroom where they put them on the bed. 
 
    “A wig?” he whispered as he opened the box. “A dress?” 
 
    They opened the rest of the boxes and found a complete outfit, his size, ready to wear, and breast forms. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” His face showed the mix of emotions he was going through. But all emotions died when he opened the last box. It held a strap on harness. There were several dildos in the box. “What the fuck?” 
 
    For a long moment they stared at the thing, then they looked at each other. “I guess he doesn’t want me fucking you with my own dick.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ryan.” She spoke as if feeling guilty, as if this whole thing was her fault. 
 
    “Don’t. I—“ 
 
    “What if it’s not a man?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We keep saying ‘he,’ but what if it’s a woman? I mean, only a woman would be able to size you for a dress. And getting you all made up like a woman? That’s not something a man would do.” 
 
    He thought about that, “You’re right, but…we still…” 
 
    “I know,” she spoke miserably. “It still doesn’t do us any good.” 
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    Let’s go! 
 
      
 
    “Fuck you,” Ryan spoke to the computer bitterly. 
 
    The computer said nothing, but he had the feeling that on the other side of the internet somebody was laughing at him. 
 
    “Sit here, Ryan. I’ll paint your toes.” 
 
    “Paint my…” 
 
    “Yes. That’s part of make up.” 
 
    He sat, and she sat crosslegged at his feet and prepped his toes and painted them. 
 
    “You know,” she spoke conversationally as she put on a second and third coat of bright, red polish, “Without the hair your legs are quite feminine.” 
 
    She looked up at him. His face revealed a deep anger. 
 
    “Please, Ryan. We have to do this, so just…make the most of it. I know it’s impossible, but…try to enjoy it.” 
 
    He forced his anger down. It wasn’t her fault. He finally sighed. 
 
    She put a coat of lacquer on his toes and stood up. 
 
    “Put your hand here,” she indicated a corner of her vanity table. He did, and she began sanding and shaping. Then she licked her lips nervously, and reached for a box of fake nails.” 
 
    “Wait?” 
 
    Her eyes were begging when she looked at him. “Please. This is what I wear. I don’t want whoever’s on the computer to…” she faded off. 
 
    He gave a short nod, then watched as she gave him medium length ovals. Now suddenly fascinated, he watched as she painted them the same bright red as his fingernails, then applied the lacquer. 
 
    Finally, he held up his hands. He had slender fingers, anyway, but now they were long and feminine. 
 
    Rhonda caught here breath. “They look good, Ryan.” 
 
    Ryan didn’t say anything. But…they did look good. He could feel his cock pressing against the chastity tube. 
 
    She saw him glance down and she reached forward and cupped his testicles. “It’s okay, Ryan.” She kissed him tenderly. 
 
    “Wow,” he whimpered. “I’ve never felt so damned horny. This chastity thing is pure torture!” 
 
    “It’s not just the chastity tube, Ryan. Men love to get made up.” 
 
    He sobered, but thought about it. 
 
    Rhonda began working on his face. She cleansed his pores, put primer on him, and then foundation. 
 
    “I look plain,” he said, watching his face in the mirror over the vanity table. 
 
    “All I’ve done is make your face into a canvas. We’re going to start painting now.” 
 
    She put blush in his cheeks, then began working on his eyes. 
 
    Ryan was very aware of how close she was to him. Her hands brushed against his face, her breasts occasionally touched an arm. His cock was trying harder and harder to get erect. 
 
    She worked the pencil around his eyes, and he stared at that sharp point so close. She put false eyelashes on his, and the world suddenly had shutters. She rubbed a greyish color over his lids and his eyes looked like they were gems glittering from inside twilight caves. 
 
    He was starting to hold his breath. 
 
    She painted his lips. Red. To match his finger and toes. 
 
    “All right,” she said. “Time for the wig.” 
 
    She brushed his hair under a skull cap, then applied glue to a strip of material on the edge of the cap. She set the wig onto the skull cap and it was done. He looked into the mirror and saw a very female version of himself. She had shadowed out his male angles and given him soft feminine curves. His lips were plump, she told him later that she had used a plumping agent on them, and curvy. Actually sensual. 
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    Earrings. 
 
      
 
    “Oh! I’m going to have to pierce your ears!” 
 
    By now Ryan was actually interested in what was happening to him. He was terse, but he nodded. 
 
    Rhonda got out her ear piercing kit and within two minutes Ryan was sporting hoops. He stared at himself in the mirror for the Nth time. The size of the hoops, the way she had styled his hair. He was not distinguishable from any woman. In fact, he looked more like a woman than many women did. 
 
    Rhonda helped him with the nylons, then the dress. The dress had a high neck, no cleavage, and there was no way of telling that the teardrop shapes weren’t his own body. 
 
    He stood up and, from a command from the computer, he stood in front of the computer. 
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    Shoes. 
 
      
 
    He balanced with a hand on Rhonda’s shoulder, and she slipped first one shoe, then the other, over his feet. 
 
    They were tall, black, and open toed. His red toenails were on display. 
 
    And he was done. 
 
    He sighed in relief. It was weird, crazy, but he had done it, and— 
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    Go to Charley Coyote’s and dance. 
 
    I can watch over the security system. 
 
    Keep your phone with you. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t do that!” Ryan whispered. “I can’t go out in public.” 
 
    Rhonda took his hands and looked in his eyes. “You have to. For me. Besides, nobody can tell you’re a man. Just speak in a high tone of voice and…and you can pull it off.” 
 
    “But…but…” they argued, but the computer had spoken, and he knew Rhonda was at risk here. He was going to have to do it. Still, it took an hour of argument, augmented by two stiff drinks, before he allowed himself to be put in the car. 
 
    Rhonda drove, as Ryan couldn’t drive with high heels. They took Ryan Sr.’s Jaguar and whizzed through Hollywood.  
 
    Charley Coyote’s was a combo restaurant and night club, and Rhonda pulled into the parking lot. She turned to Ryan. “Now, remember, talk in a high voice. Use some of the female mannerisms I told you about, and…” she paused. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You really are a beautiful woman.” 
 
    “I feel like an ugly man in drag.” 
 
    “Do you remember when I found out about…about the divorce? How you had to convince me to think of myself as beautiful?” 
 
    “Yes,” he frowned. 
 
    “So all you have to do is get the idea that you are beautiful Can you do that? For me?” 
 
    “I can try.” 
 
    She nodded, bit her lip, then they got out of the car.  
 
    Ryan was careful to keep his knees together. He placed one foot in front of the other, walking on a line. 
 
    “I feel like my ass is moving all over the place,” he whispered to Rhonda. 
 
    “It is,” she giggled. “You’re a woman. It’s supposed to.” 
 
    He groaned, but he kept swaying as he walked. 
 
    Inside the restaurant they made for the patio. They sat, Ryan placed his phone on the table, and they ordered drinks. Margaritas with salt and lime. Mmmm! 
 
    They drank two, then, feeling the buzz, Rhonda said, we should probably dance. 
 
    Ryan was drunk enough now to agree easily. He started to get up like a man, to offer his hand, then quickly caught himself. 
 
    They walked to the dance floor and began to move their bodies.  
 
    It was a hot, sweaty day, and Ryan suddenly experienced the sensation of male eyes roaming over his body. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he started to panic. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I can feel all these guys checking me out!” 
 
    Rhonda giggled. “Isn’t it fun? You get to tease without even talking to them. 
 
    Ryan wanted to leave the floor, but Rhonda kept him out there and they danced several dances. 
 
    Finally, Ryan couldn’t handle it anymore, and Rhonda allowed him to return to their table. 
 
    They sat at the table for a while, had another drink, and Ryan actually relaxed and started to enjoy it. 
 
    “Can you believe men were actually looking at me?” 
 
    “They not only looked at you. They were hot for you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Ryan, you silly. You caused a whole bunch of cocks to get erect.” 
 
    He tried to laugh it off, but Rhonda placed her hand on his and looked him in the eye. “Believe, honey. You were hot. If you weren’t with me men would have been hitting on you.” 
 
    “And I would have been hitting them!” he groused. 
 
    She laughed. “A big hit with the boys. Are you ready to go?” 
 
    There was actually a little piece of him that didn’t want to leave, that wanted to stay and party all night, but the far larger part of him was ready to scoot. 
 
    They walked out to the parking lot. It was getting late now, and they were buzzing. They didn’t want to go back in and get dinner. They decided to stop at Tommy’s. 
 
    Tommy’s was the iconic hamburger stand in Hollywood. They went to the main one, down on Ramparts. They stood in line and they were not alone in their glamour. Woman showed up in furs, limousines pulled up. There were a few celebrities in line. Then they walked to the counter to the side and opened their bags. 
 
    “Oh, my God! How am I supposed to eat this with lipstick?” 
 
    Rhonda giggled. “Just make a mess. We can repair you later.” 
 
    So they ate, gluttonously, and their drunkenness receded a bit. Finally, they walked back to their car and headed for home. 
 
    It was dusk when Rhonda parked the Jag, and they strolled into the house. 
 
    They were feeling pretty good, and Rhonda decided to keep the good feeling going. She made them a couple of drinks. 
 
    They sat on the patio and sipped their bourbons and Cokes. Rhonda played with his chastity tube and laughed when he moaned. 
 
    He said, “Am I weird when I say I like this female look?” 
 
    “Nope. Do you know how many crossdressers there are in the world?” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    “A lot. And they all like the look and the feel of female clothes.” 
 
    Ryan sighed. “Well, now I’m hooked. Crossdressers score one, Internet Big Brothers get zero.” 
 
    Rhonda chuckled. “You know—“ 
 
    DING! 
 
    They looked at each other. They had actually forgotten, for the moment, about the computer. 
 
    Ryan glanced at his phone. There was no message, so they ran in to the computer. 
 
      
 
    Strap on time. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, God!” Ryan turned red. 
 
    “Hey! Don’t worry about it. I’ve used a vibrator before. And this will be better. After all, I’ll have a real, live man attached to it.” 
 
    That didn’t cheer Ryan up, but there was nothing else to do. He picked up the strap on harness and figured out how to wear it. Soon he had a cock sticking out over his chastity tube. Out fro under his dress. 
 
    It was weird. Bizarre. But…he turned to face Rhonda. 
 
    Rhonda was laying back on the bed, watching his fake cock.  
 
    “That’s big.” 
 
    “It’s about the size of mine.” 
 
    “Yours is big, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    He climbed up on the bed and positioned himself. She put a hand out and said, “Foreplay?” 
 
    “Sorry. This thing is just so intense.” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” she said, placing her hand son his cheeks. She kissed him, and he tasted not only her lipstick, but his. 
 
    She placed her hands on his tits, and though he couldn’t directly feel her hands, he could feel sensations on his chest. He could feel her pressing, and even when she rubbed the big nipples. 
 
    They rolled about, groping. They were still wearing dresses and underwear and make up, and it was totally exciting. He fingered her, and she shook his chastity tube until he near cried. 
 
    Finally, however, they were ready. She was moist, and he was about as horny as horny could be. 
 
    He knelt between her legs and slid the big cock into her. 
 
    It was so weird, he felt nothing, but he was horny, and she felt it, and that was for sure. She gasped and pushed her hips up. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me, baby,” she cried out. 
 
    He began to move in and out.  
 
    She cupped his buns and pulled him into her. 
 
    He was deep, and her eyes were wide in the dark. 
 
    Inside her, all the way to his fake balls, they kissed.  
 
    “Oh, God,” she cried. “Your cock is so hard!” 
 
    He grinned, and actually felt a degree of pride. Maybe it wasn't really his cock, but he took the compliment. 
 
    He began to drive it into her in long strokes. Taking his time. Not being part of the passion he could enjoy her pleasure even more. The fuck became about her, and he became focused on making sure she got the most out of it. 
 
    He screwed her, and she began making mewling sounds, her eyes were rolling back in her sockets, and she grabbed his biceps and held on. 
 
    And she came. A big tsunami of a pussy popper. She felt the massive wave go over her, lift her up, drown her, and leave her feeling weak and sated and as happy as she had ever been in her life. 
 
    Ryan lay over her, holding his weight up, and then he lifted up, took his big cock out of her wet, grasping pussy. 
 
    They lay on their backs then. Her totally fucked out. Him totally fucked up. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to get out of the stupid chastity thing. He was horny enough now. He needed to get out. He needed— 
 
    DING! 
 
    Puzzled, they crawled out of bed and went to the computer. 
 
      
 
    Rhonda, use the strap on on Ryan. 
 
     
 
    Ryan’s mouth opened in shock. Never in his life had he ever imagined… 
 
    “No!” whispered Rhonda. 
 
      
 
    This is it. 
 
    You do this and I’ll bug you no more. 
 
    You do this and you won’t have to worry about the video. 
 
      
 
    “I…I can’t…” 
 
    “Gays like it up the pooper. Lots of people like anal sex. You will like it.” Rhonda was totally nervous. 
 
    “But…but…I’m not gay!” 
 
    “You don’t have to be gay to like anal sex. You have to do this, Ryan.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Please, don’t look at me like that. I’m desperate. He said we won’t have to worry, this is the last of it. We do this and we’re free. 
 
    “But…it’s a cock!” 
 
    “It’s a fake cock! And I’ll never tell anybody.” 
 
    “But what if he’s lying?” 
 
    “But we have to take a chance! We have to! I don’t want to be out in the cold, worrying about my next meal. Desperate just to work at a McDonald’s.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “God, I wish… let me go get you a drink.” 
 
    She did, and she sat on his lap and put her hands around his neck as she tried to talk him into it. 
 
    Finally, after all the arguments, and the drinks, he said, “I’m scared.” 
 
    “Honey. I will be so gentle. I’ll use a ton of lube. We can pick out one of the smaller cocks. Believe me. We can make this the best sexual experience of your life.” 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    But he was starting to break down. The real concern, past his fears and phobias, was the fact that he cared for her. And for a moment he was pissed at his father. Divorcing this most beautiful, caring, compassionate woman… 
 
    But, in the end, he agreed. “Okay,” he said. “How do we do this?” 
 
    “You just lean over the bed. Lift up your dress and bend over and…and I’ll take it from there.” 
 
    He did, and he was scared, but he lifted his dress, spread his legs, and waited. 
 
    Rhonda put the strap on on. She twisted the smallest dildo she could find into the harness. Still, to Ryan it looked huge. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. You just relax and we can do this.” She slathered lube on his crack, pushed it into his hole, then she inserted a finger and began reaming him. She moved slowly, gently, and she smoothed lubricant into all the nooks and crevices of his rectum. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I didn’t think it would feel good.” 
 
    “Of course it does, or people wouldn’t do it. I’ll tell you what, after we do this, when we’re free of this bastard, then I’ll let you screw my asshole.” 
 
    Oddly, he liked that idea, and it helped him relax. 
 
    Rhonda put a couple of fingers into him and moved them around and around. Then three fingers, and he relaxed more and more. 
 
    “Okay, honey. I’m going to put the dildo into you. It’s about the same size as my fingers, so it’s not going to hurt.” 
 
    He gulped loudly and nodded. 
 
    With that she stepped up close behind him and put the tip of her dick to his brown button. Very gently she pulled his ass cheeks apart and wiggled her cock and began to insert it. 
 
    Ryan gasped, and then he had an inch of cock, the head of it, in his ass. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    Inch by inch she penetrated him, and the deeper she went the better it felt. He could feel his asshole opening up, accepting, and he started making little grunting sounds. 
 
    “Easy, honey. Easy.” 
 
    She began to saw back and forth inside him. He heard little bleating sounds and realized it was him. 
 
    “Should I go harder?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She began to fuck him seriously now. He groaned and began pushing back, living for the feeling of the cock sliding over his nerves. 
 
    “Are you sorry we didn’t use the bigger cock?” 
 
    “Yes,” he managed to utter. 
 
    She fucked him for a long time, and he didn’t mind. The pleasure had him, but finally she pulled back and out. 
 
    “Ohhh!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t go! Want more!” 
 
    She lay down next to him, hugged him. “That’s all for now, honey. You came.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He looked at the bed where his chastity tube had pressed. Sure enough, there was a big puddle of sperm. 
 
    “But how is that possible?” 
 
    “I pressed on your prostate, that releases your sperm. It’s even possible to have an anal orgasm.” 
 
    Ryan was astounded. He turned to her and kissed her. He had such a feeling of love for this woman. 
 
    She kissed him back, held his head, and whispered, “We can do this again, if you want. I can fuck you again and again, until you have a real orgasm.” 
 
    I ‘d like that,” he whispered back. 
 
    The moment was theirs, and the computer said nothing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    They spent the next few weeks making love. Ryan spent a lot of time in chastity, but, as she said, that was only to help him stay horny. She was a hungry woman and she needed a lusty man. The chastity tube helped. 
 
    Finally, three weeks later, Ryan Sr. arrived in a taxi. The taxi driver helped him bring his bags up  and Ryan Jr. went out to help. He was a bit surprised when Rhonda came running out of the house, threw herself into Ryan Sr.’s arms and began kissing him madly. 
 
    Ryan stared. This wasn’t the way a woman being divorced, dumped back out into the cold, hard world, would act. 
 
    Finally, the taxi driver gone, the passionate show of love on the porch over, Ryan Sr. entered the house. Ryan was standing, mouth open, in the foyer. Rhonda was under his arm and holding on to him. 
 
    “Hey, son, how was she?” 
 
    “What? Who?” 
 
    “My wife, of course. Rhonda. I watched you the first couple of days, that was neat when she took you on the bed, but…is she a good woman, or what?” 
 
    “But…Dad…I thought you were going to get a divorce!” 
 
    Ryan Sr. laughed and Rhonda chuckled and held tight to Senior. “That was for your benefit. You had to believe I was getting rid of her or you wouldn’t have fucked her. Right?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I don’t…” 
 
    “Get me a drink, let’s sit down on the patio, and I’ll explain.” 
 
    Two minutes later they were all sitting. Ryan perched on the edge of a chair, Ryan Sr. and Rhonda cuddling on a lounge. 
 
    “Well, son, as you know I’m getting older. And one of the miseries of getting older is ED. Erectile Dysfunction. I could take viagra, but that’s tough on the heart. I could get a pump, or even a rod, but…I don’t want to. I’m okay being limp. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    He held up a hand. “The problem isn’t me. The problem is that I have a wife who I love dearly, and who loves sex. I didn’t want to hire some stud, or have her go out of the marriage bed on me, so…you are the surrogate. You will stand in for me. Heck, it’s even okay if she gets pregnant.” 
 
    Ryan’s eyes were bulging in the sockets. 
 
    “But why make me wear women’s things?” 
 
    “Oh, that was Rhonda’s ideas. That would keep you a bit distracted so you couldn’t think your way through this, and, besides, Rhonda always wondered what it would be like to make love to a woman. Having you be a woman gets two birds with one stone.” 
 
    “And I’m going to dress you up again. I like you as a woman.” She grinned. 
 
    Ryan Sr. turned to Rhonda. “Does he still have the chastity tube on?” 
 
    “He does.” She giggled. “It drives him crazy, but, man, does he get horny.” 
 
    Ryan Sr. laughed. “Excellent. Keep it on him. Don’t take it off until I go on the next business trip.” 
 
    He turned to Ryan. “I take my trips every month, and then you’ll have two or three weeks to fuck like bunnies. So get horny, son. Get real horny.” 
 
    Slowly, Ryan’s mouth closed. His eyes came back into their sockets, and he nodded. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my head.” Rob Schilling’s head felt like somebody had used it for a football. The ache started in the back of his skull, just above the neck, and went over and behind the ears to his eyes. He moved his hand slowly to his head and felt it. No bumps. 
 
    He lay without moving, his awareness fighting to overcome the pounding in his noggin. 
 
    He was laying on a hard floor, felt like cement, but old cement, not really smooth. 
 
    He tried to open his eyes but couldn’t. The pain was too much. 
 
    He lay there and waited to die. Slowly, the pain receded. Slowly, he became more aware. 
 
    Finally, he opened his eyes. 
 
    He was in a small room. A cell, actually. There were no windows, no lights. The only illumination came from a line of light at the top of a wall. 
 
    Which told him that the wall was built, and that he was probably in a small room in a bigger room. 
 
    Long minutes passed, and the pain in his head slowly grew less. 
 
    He risked moving, and managed to turn on his side. More long minutes, and he crawled to a wall and sat against it. 
 
    The outline of a door, which had been behind him, gave more light. 
 
    The room was eight by eight, and probably six feet tall. 
 
    He heard far away noises. Every once in a while footsteps would pass by his room. His cell. 
 
    He was hungry. His head had stopped throbbing, but it still hurt with a dull ache. 
 
    In the gloom he tried to remember what had happened to him. 
 
    He had come to Tijuana with a couple of friends. They had had a few drinks, watching the bartender pour liquor from freshly opened bottles and just popped cans of Coke. They had laughed about their paranoia…’don’t drink the water.’ 
 
    They had met a man, Cisco, who had somehow inserted himself into their party. They were drunk and they didn’t really know how he managed to become their ‘friend,’ but he had promised them a good time. 
 
    Then he woke up here. 
 
    But where was here? 
 
     
 
    Time passes, and is difficult to measure without the aid of a clock. Still, Rob estimated a couple of hours had passed since he woke up. His head still hurt, and his belly was starving, when the door opened. 
 
    “Roberta, come with me.” 
 
    The speaker was just a shadow against the light. He covered his eyes and blinked and tried to make out features. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Later. Right now they want to see you.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “I can get a couple of the boys to use cattle prods on you, if you wish. Now come along.” 
 
    Rob struggled to his feet and staggered across the room. 
 
    The woman held the door open and Rob studied her as her features became visible. 
 
    She was dark haired, an exotic Mexican face, though there was no trace of accent in her voice. 
 
    Her face was smooth, with a strong nose under which were a pair of plump, curvy lips. Red painted lips. She was smiling at him. Reassuring, but almost sexy. 
 
    But it was her body that truly made him sit up and take notice. She was his height, five foot eight, and heels made her two inches taller than him. She was wearing a dress with a wide, black belt that made her hips and breasts flare. The buttons at the top of her dress were open to reveal an expanse of light brown skin. Her breasts were double D. Or larger. Probably larger. 
 
    “Who are you?” he tried again. 
 
    He heard a noise and turned and looked down the long hallway. Women were pushing handcarts up the hallway, turning into rooms like the one he had just been taken out of. On the hand carts were unconscious men. 
 
    “Your guardian angel, baby.” She linked his arm and escorted him down a long hallway. 
 
    “But who are they?” He turned his head and gestured behind them, at the women taking men into small rooms. 
 
    “Fresh crop, honey. Now pay attention. We have to hurry or you’ll have to wait. 
 
    They passed rooms. Some of the doors were shut, but many of them were open and he could see other women, sexy women, waking up men like himself, getting them to their feet, and some of the men were escorted out of the rooms and down the long hallway. Soon he was part of an endless string of prisoners. 
 
    “Where am I?” he asked the woman escorting him. 
 
    “You are in a factory, and you have a wonderful opportunity.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I don’t mean to go political on you, but you will provide a service which will bring much needed funds to our cause. You will make sacrifice that the world will be a better place.” 
 
    In truth, this was a bland statement, and she hadn’t really told him anything. And she hadn’t really ‘gone political.’ 
 
    “I’d like to go home.” 
 
    She just kept him walking. 
 
    “Is this a jail?” 
 
    They passed more empty rooms. He looked upward and saw a high ceiling. They were in a warehouse. 
 
    He could see women walking on a high catwalk. They appeared to be carrying weapons. 
 
    “Am I still in Mexico?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    They came out of the long corridor and were in the warehouse proper. It was like a blimp hanger, high, curved ceiling, huge sliding doors at a far end. 
 
    This was the biggest ‘warehouse’ Rob had ever been in. 
 
    Men were gathered in the warehouse. They were standing in long line that meandered back and forth like the queues in Disneyland.  Gorgeous women were stationed at various places, and they talked to the men. They chuckled and smiled and kept things moving. 
 
    “What is everybody doing?” 
 
    She moved him to the end of the line. “Listen, honey. You have to go along to get along. Everybody’s in the same boat, and it’s going to happen whether you like it or not. So you better just get with the program. 
 
    She was smiling as she spoke, and she kept him focused on her and not the men and women standing in the long line. 
 
    “But I don’t understand. What are you talking about?” 
 
    “A better life. The end of war. A society where people love each other and the end of hate. Would you like to be part of that?” 
 
    He was silent. It wasn’t that he didn’t want a better world, it was that he felt like he was being manipulated. 
 
    He tried, “I don’t want to stand in line. I want to leave this place.” 
 
    Surprisingly, she said, “Okay. But, I have to warn you, you’re going to lose your place in line.” 
 
    “Line to where? Where am I going?” 
 
    “And if you stay in line then I will eventually give you a blow job.” 
 
    He stared at her. He was prisoner in a prison that looked like a warehouse, being promised a blow job by a buxom beauty who mouthed vague…’platitudes.’ 
 
    “I think I’d like to leave.” 
 
    “Okay. The door to the outside is over there,” she pointed across the room. “When you come back take a place at the end of the line and wait your turn.” 
 
    “What about you?” Odd, he was holding on to the only person in this place that he had talked to. 
 
    “I’ll go get another candidate. One who might want to follow directions and get a blow job.” 
 
    Rob blinked. 
 
    “Well, go if you’re going.” 
 
    He turned and walked away. Behind him the woman turned and walked towards the long corridor with the men who slept and awoke, and were selected for…something. 
 
    Rob felt alone and alien as he walked across the huge warehouse. He passed men and women who ignored him. The men looked like him, dazed and confused, and the women were all like the one who he had just left. Beautiful, large breasts, sexy lips. Blonde, brunette, redheaded or whatever, they stared intently at the men as they talked to them. He caught snippets of conversation, and the men were asking the same questions he was. Where were they? What is this place? 
 
    He came to the lone door in the vast wall, took a breath, opened it and stepped out. 
 
    Heat washed over him. It was like stepping into the mouth of an oven. The horizon stretched out, a total desert. A few scraggly plants, desiccated bushes, and…nothing. 
 
    He stared, the heat actually making his eyeballs hot. 
 
    He was hungry, now he was thirsty. He had no idea where he was, except in some Godforsaken place in the sweltering heat of Mexico. 
 
    He looked to the side, a long wall of warehouse. He looked the other way. The same thing. 
 
    He looked back out at the desert. Only a fool would attempt to traverse this vast waste. And he had given up a blow job for a look at this impassable vista. 
 
    He turned back to the door. It was closed. He tried the knob. It didn’t turn. 
 
    He knocked. 
 
    Above the door was a small grill and a sexy voice said, “State your name.” 
 
    He was hungry, thirsty, and totally frustrated with the stupidity associated with not knowing what this was all about. 
 
    But, what was he to do? 
 
    “Rob Schilling.” 
 
    “Sorry. Nobody by that name is allowed entry.” 
 
    “But…I just came out?” 
 
    “Sorry. Nobody by that name is allowed entry.” 
 
    “But it’s hot out here! I’ll die if you don’t let me in!” 
 
    “Sorry. Nobody by that name is allowed entry.” 
 
    Rob stood, his anger mounting. But…what was there to do? The door was too thick for him to break. 
 
    “Were you given another name?” 
 
    Rob blinked. the girl had called him Roberta. 
 
    “The woman…I don’t know here name…she called me Roberta. 
 
    The door clicked. The voice said, “Roberta Schilling is a recognized name.” 
 
    Rob grabbed the door knob, but the voice had one last thing to say. “You will be allowed re-entry. If you leave again, however, you will not.” 
 
    And there was the crux of the matter. He was being forced to answer to a girl, and to…comply. He was going to have to stand in line. Listen to beautiful women explain things to him as if he was a five year old. 
 
    But what choice did he have? Die of thirst in an alien desert? 
 
    He opened the door and walked in. 
 
    He strode across the room to the end of the line. 
 
     
 
    Rob stood in line for hours. There was a guy like him, and one of the beautiful women, in front of him. But the woman wouldn’t talk to him, and she kept cutting him off when he asked the guy anything. 
 
    The guy didn’t care, he was being catered to by a beautiful woman. 
 
    And the beautiful woman, when he kept pestering here, turned to him and said, “You gave up your blow job. Don’t come begging to me for another one. 
 
    That shut him up. 
 
    The line moved about as fast as men entered the room. For every ten men that came out of the corridor to the cells ten men would file through a door, arm in arm with their women. 
 
    The guy behind Rob was willing to talk. The line was against the wall, until they entered the back and forth queue, so they sat with their backs to the wall and slid their butts along the wall every once in a while. 
 
    “How’d you get here?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” answered Rob. “I was drinking with some guys…” 
 
    “Tijuana?” 
 
    “You, too?” 
 
    The other man nodded. 
 
    “I’m Chris.” 
 
    “I’m Rob. Or Roberta, if you listen to, to…whoever.” 
 
    “Yeah, They’re giving girl names to most of the guys. Mine could be either male or female, so…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Why do you think?” 
 
    “No idea.” 
 
    They talked, exchanged data about what they did, tried to figure out what was going on, but, really, they didn’t have much information. 
 
    They reached the area where the line serpentined back and forth and stood up. 
 
    And, some hours after that, they reached the door. 
 
    The door was closed, and it only opened when it was ready to admit someone. 
 
    “Well,” said Rob. “Here’s hoping.” The door opened and he stepped through. 
 
    He was in a large room filled with desks. Directly in front of him was a waiting area. So he had stood in line to wait. how redundant. 
 
    Men and women were sitting on the chairs and watching a large overhead screen.  
 
    “Karen Forester to L22.” 
 
    A handful of second later, “Josie Walker to E34.” 
 
    And, “Wendy Trask to A14.” 
 
    Men would get up, and sometimes women, and they wold make their way through the rows and columns of desks to a designated desk. At the desks were more women. Waiting with smiles. 
 
    Men and women waited behind the chairs, and when one of the chairs was emptied the man and women were directed to sit down by a truly gorgeous blonde. 
 
    Rob was pointed to a chair and he sat. 
 
    Only fifteen minutes passed and his name was called. “Roberta Schilling to F78. 
 
    He stood up and walked to the F column. He walked down 78 rows to a desk and was invited to sit down by…another beautiful women. 
 
    He was starting to wonder where all these women came from. There weren’t this many babes in the world, but then this place was sort of out of the world. Though not in a pleasant way. 
 
    “Hi, Roberta. My name is Sandy, and I’m  going to be asking you a bunch of questions. Put your finger in the sleeve.” She held up a tube that looked like an overgrown thimble. A lead ran from the tube to a small computer on her desk. 
 
    “What’s it do?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “It’s a lie detector. This way I can know the truth.” 
 
    Rob blinked. Such an awkward statement, if you think about it. “So I can lie or not, the computer will…” 
 
    Sandy giggled. “Go ahead and lie. To tell the truth, even if you say nothing your body will have reactions, and that will reveal the truth.” 
 
    Wary, Rob slipped his finger into the little device. Nothing happened. 
 
    “Your name is Roberta Schilling?” 
 
    “Rob.” 
 
    The woman didn’t care. 
 
    “You were picked up in Tijuana.” 
 
    “Yeah. What about that? Am I going to have a trial or something?” 
 
    “Oh, you’ve already had your trial. If you want to call it that.” 
 
    “What was I convicted of? How long is my sentence?” 
 
    “Being a man. The rest of your life. Can you let me ask the questions? The sooner we get done the sooner you can get on with your life.” 
 
    Suddenly, at the desk next to them a man jumped to his feet. “That’s it! I’m done! Get me out of here!” He pushed the girl’s computer off her desk. It struck the ground and broke. 
 
    The girl simply pushed her chair away from him and waited. She didn’t look too happy, but not really upset. Just sort of irked. 
 
    Two women came rushing down the row. 
 
    The man faced them. “What? You want some? I’m not afraid to hit a woman! Especially not one of you bitches!” 
 
    The women separated so they were on each side of him. 
 
    He backed up and his butt hit a desk. 
 
    “Come on, bitches! I’ve got your blow job right here.” 
 
    They tased him and dragged him, drooling and twitching, away. 
 
    “Now then,” said Sandy cheerfully. “Where were we…” 
 
    “What’s going to happen to him?” 
 
    “Back of the line.” 
 
    Rob blinked.  
 
    “What? You think we’ll flog him or something?” 
 
    “I…don’t know.” 
 
    “This is a new world. Things are different. If he wants to take his time to find his place, to enjoy a world without crime or war…that’s up to him. How often do you masturbate?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She giggled, and asked again, and he lied, “I don’t.” 
 
    “Thanks. And have you ever been a homosexual?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Very good. Do you think you have a big dick?” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Thanks. Do you ever suffer from blue balls?” 
 
    “Hold on!” but he realized she wasn’t going to stop, so he took the tube off his finger. 
 
    “Now, Roberta, don’t be recalcitrant.” 
 
    “No, wait. I’ll answer all your questions, but…but what is happening here? I’ve never heard of this place! And you talk of a new world, and…what is happening?” 
 
    Sandy sighed and sat back. “Okay, I remember what it was like, but I really can’t answer your questions.” 
 
    “But you have to know what is happening! You have to know what is going to happen to me!” 
 
    “Of course I do, but Roberta, the fun of life is in the living. You simply have to learn to enjoy what happens.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Roberta. You’ll find out when you finish answering the questions. And if you don’t put the receiver back on your finger I’ll have to return you to the back of the line.” 
 
    Rob opened his mouth, but realized that she meant what she said. Unhappy, he put his finger back inside the tube. 
 
    “How old were you when you lost your virginity to your hand.” 
 
    “Four,” he said. 
 
    “All right. How old were you when you lost your virginity to a woman?” 
 
    “Two.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    And the questions continued. 
 
      
 
    A half hour later Rob was done.  
 
    “Thanks, Roberta. You’ve been a doll. Follow the line on the carpet to the next station.” 
 
    Irked, tired and resigned, Rob stood up and followed the line on the floor. He walked to the 150th desk, turned right, and came to a door. He stepped through the door and was greeted by a very sexy woman. 
 
    “Do you want a blow job before you eat? Or after?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Blow job. Food. Which do you want?” 
 
    Rob shook his head. He was getting overwhelmed. 
 
    The girl saw this and stepped closer to him. Her large breasts brushed against his forearm. She held up an iPad in front of his face, tapped a button, then looked at him. “Roberta, this shows you haven’t had any sexual pleasure. How do you expect to enjoy life if you don’t get your jollies every once in a while?” 
 
    “I just want to know what is happening.” 
 
    “What is happening is that you have a choice of putting food in your mouth, or putting your dick in a woman’s mouth. You really should go for the blow job. But I understand if you’re a bit hungry. It says you haven’t eaten anything for quite some time. So which do you wish?” 
 
    Forced to make a decision, he said, “I’m hungry, I need food.” 
 
    “Excellent. Follow the blue line. If you want a blow job after  you’ve eaten follow the yellow line back here. I’ll get you fixed up. Otherwise, keep following the blue line.” 
 
    Rob followed the blue line and found himself in a cafeteria. Beautiful women were serving food from behind a counter. He picked up a plate and walked along the counter. Shortly his plate was piled high with bacon and eggs and a stack of syrup drenched waffles. He followed the blue line to a seating area where he ate hungrily. Other men were seated and similarly eating. Of the women who had accompanied them there was no sign. Somewhere between the lie detecting and the cafeteria the women had disappeared. 
 
    “I’m George. Georgette to these people. Who are you?” asked the fellow across from him as he chewed. The man was medium height, a shock of blonde hair and thin glasses. 
 
    “Rob,” he answered. “Do you know what’s happening?” 
 
    “Man. I don’t know. But that blow job was incredible.” 
 
    “You got one?” 
 
    “Of course. Didn’t you?” 
 
    “I was drinking all night. I’m hungry and thirsty. Sex was the last thing on my mind.” 
 
    “Well, you missed out. These gals could suck a golf ball through a garden hose.” 
 
    Rob frowned. He was worried about getting out of here, but it was obvious not everybody shared his priorities. 
 
    “Where did you get picked up?” asked Rob. 
 
    “Rosarita. A damned tourist resort, and now…where the hell are we, anyway?” 
 
    “In the middle of a big desert.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    They talked for a while, exchanged notes, then the fellow said, “Well, got to get going if I want my next blow job.” 
 
    The fellow stood up and headed out of the eating area. Rob watched him go. The fellow wasn’t worried about his freedom, he was just sexually motivated. Couldn’t see past his dick. 
 
    Suddenly a woman sat down across from him. “Hi, Roberta.” She was holding a little box with a shoulder strap. The box had a lead with one of the lie detector tubes on it. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Jill. We’re getting a little concerned at your lack of sexual interest. You have turned down every offer. We need to know if there’s something wrong with you.” 
 
    “I just want to get out of this place.” 
 
    “I understand. You want to pop your finger in here?” 
 
    Sighing, Rob stuck his finger in the tube. 
 
    The woman asked, “Is there something wrong with you?” 
 
    “I killed Hitler.” 
 
    “Good job. But I would suggest giving in to your carnal desires.” 
 
    He felt a quick pain in the tube and he yelped and took it off. His finger had a little spot of blood on it. He sucked on the finger and eyes the woman. 
 
    “What’d you do?” 
 
    “That should help. You’re going to feel very horny in a few minutes. When you do just follow the yellow line. They’ll fix you up.” 
 
    She stood up and walked down the row of tables. She was looking at her iPad, and apparently she recognized a face because she sat down opposite a fellow at a far table. 
 
    Rob took his finger out of his mouth and frowned. 
 
    He realized that he had been given a shot. But, what the fuck? 
 
    He stood up, took his tray to the garbage, then headed down the blue line. So he was going to get horny, eh? Fat chance. He was more interested in his freedom than his dick. 
 
    He entered a long corridor and began walking towards the room at the end. He walked, then realized he should probably sit for a minute. He was suddenly feeling the heat. There was air conditioning, and the vents were roaring, but he just felt faint with heat. 
 
    He sat down. 
 
    His dick began to throb. 
 
    And throb. It grew full and turgid and he had to adjust his pants. 
 
    Fuck. He didn’t want sex. 
 
    But his dick wanted sex. 
 
    He didn’t want to give in to his urges. It must have been that shot the woman had given him. If he just sat here for a while it would pass. 
 
    Men walked past him. Some of them glanced down at him, but most ignored him and continued on down the hallway. 
 
    The feeling in his pants grew worse. His pecker was pushing out, and it was almost painful. 
 
    Finally, he couldn’t stand it any longer, he got up and headed back up the hall. he entered the eating area, found the yellow line and followed it. 
 
    He felt dizzy with lust. His dick was pointing the way. He needed some sort of relief. 
 
    He followed the yellow line through a corridor, made a turn, and there was the woman who had greeted him when he entered the cafeteria area. 
 
    “Good Lord, Roberta. Where have you been? You must be desperate by now!” 
 
    “What’s happening?” Rob blurted. 
 
    “Love, honey. And you’re about to get some of the best. You’ve been upgraded to full on sex. You must really have made somebody worry. Go down this hallway to room 35. No need to knock, just go on in. She’s waiting for you.” 
 
    Dazed with lust, confused by his own carnal desires, Rob stumbled down the hallway. He was having trouble walking, he was so horny. He came to room 35 and opened the door. 
 
    The room was 8 by 12. It had a large bed. Next to the bed was a table on which was a big jar of lubricant. 
 
    Laying on the bed was one of the most beautiful women Rob had ever seen. She was naked, and she had a lush body, bountiful boobs, and a kind face. 
 
    She giggled as he literally dove onto the bed,. “Baby, a little foreplay? If you don’t mind?” 
 
    Rob did mind, but he had enough sense left to listen, and to be polite. 
 
    He buried his face between her thighs. She grabbed his head and held his mouth to her hole.  
 
    He gobbled, insane with lust, and his tongue reamed her slit voraciously. 
 
    “Oh, yes! Baby!” 
 
    He put his hands under her buns and lifted her for better access. He ran his mouth up and down her labia, then he began sucking on her clit. 
 
    She moaned and her hips gave a hump into his mouth. 
 
    He reached up and began fondling her breasts. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. You’re good.” 
 
    He slithered up her frame and began tasting her boobs. He sucked on the nipples and palpated the mounds. 
 
    She hugged his head now. “You’re ready, baby. It’s time.” 
 
    That was all he needed. He was rabid with lust and he shimmied up her body and slid between her thighs. 
 
    “Put it in,” she whispered into his ear. 
 
    She reached down and gripped his cock. She held it and pointed it into her. Then she let go and humped and he shoved and…he slid into her. 
 
    Her vagina was incredible. It was slick with her juices and tight. It gripped him like a python grips a meal. He moved inward and the sensation of slithering skin was overwhelming. He pulled outward and she groaned. 
 
    He couldn’t stop himself, his horniness, the shot they had given him, it had to be some kind of super viagra on steroids. His hips began moving faster and faster. He couldn’t slow down, only speed up. 
 
    She made mewling sounds as his balls slapped against her ass. She held on to him, and he kept feeling her large, hot breasts. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Do me. Do me.” 
 
    For long minutes he fucked her, and she fucked back. It was a frantic, writhing rhythm, a horizontal dance of desperate proportion. 
 
    She grabbed his testicles and started squeezing them, slapping them, and he grew closer and closer to the grand finale. 
 
    Finally, her squeezing his nuts, him mauling her tits, her inner muscles wringing out his cock, he felt the little trigger click. 
 
    Bing, and he was no long a writhing mess, but aware that he was about to cum. 
 
    She sensed it. “Oh, yes. honey. Fill me up.” 
 
    The pulsings started deep in his groin and he felt the sperm shooting up inside his shaft. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whispered, and his cock started to spew. And spew and spew. Long strings of thick, healthy baby batter. 
 
    She felt him splashing deep inside her and held on. She gave no thought to her own orgasm, but was dedicated only to his. 
 
    It was the longest he had ever ejaculated, and the most. His semen was flowing out of her hole even as the last spurt filled her. 
 
    Slowly, he pulled out of her. 
 
    She sighed and closed her legs as he sat on the edge of the bed. 
 
    Rob was of mixed emotions. he liked sex. Heck, he loved sex, but this had been out of control. He was actually feeling a little embarrassed. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey,” said the woman. She leaned over to a table and picked up a wash clothe. She stuffed it between her thighs. “You did good.” 
 
    “But…I don’t even know you!” 
 
    “Who knows anybody?” she shrugged. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She grinned and interrupted him. “Listen, honey. It’s just started. You required a shot, many don’t, but from here on out you’re going to be one horny puppy, and that’s going to make life easier.” 
 
    “How does being over sexed make life easy?” 
 
    “You’ll be more amenable to the carrot, and you won’t want to pick up the stick and jeopardize the carrot.” 
 
    “That makes no sense.” 
 
    “Not now, but it is the first step, and eventually you’ll understand it. Now, I’ve got a few more boys to adjust. Why don’t you go on and follow the blue line to the next station.” 
 
    She leaned forward, kissed his cheek, then pushed him off the bed. “Go on with you now. Go have some fun. It’s a big new world that waits for you.” 
 
    Sated but confused, Rob left the room. He returned to the woman who had first welcomed to the cafeteria area. She smiled at him. 
 
    “Feel a lot better now, don’t you.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, Roberta. You are making it so hard. “Just go with the flow. Stop resisting and you’ll have a lot of fun.” 
 
    He nodded and continued along the blue line, through the cafeteria and the eating area, then down the long hall. He was halfway down the hall when his dick woke up again. He groaned, and put a hand down there. He had just cum, and now…now…what was happening?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    Rob froze. He was in the room at the end of the long hallway and he had a big boner. 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    The babe at the door grinned at him. “Come on. It’s not like I’ve never seen a dick before.” 
 
    “You, have?” Then he realized what he had said. 
 
    “Off with the duds.” 
 
    Rob didn’t want to, but things were working inside him. He had been fed, and drugged, and…he wanted to get to the end of the line. He wanted to get done with this whole thing. And the only way to do that was to do what he was told. 
 
    Still, to just…take off his clothes? 
 
    The woman waited. “Got all day.” 
 
    Finally, he unbuckled his pants and let them drop. His boner stuck through his tighty whiteys. 
 
    “Excellent,” she murmured, glancing at his erect rod. “All clothes go in this bucket.” 
 
    He put his pants in the bucket, then his shirt, then his shoes and socks. 
 
    She waited, a half smile on her face, knowing what he was going through. 
 
    He hooked his thumbs and pulled his underpants off. 
 
    His cock stuck straight out. Throbbing lightly, going up and down in the air. 
 
    He was red-faced, but the woman didn’t care. “Good. Head on down that hall until you find an open door.” 
 
    He walked down a hallway; one more hallway in a warehouse of hallways. He passed closed doors, behind which he heard voices. In one room somebody was yelling, and he stepped aside as two women ran past him. Somebody was going to the end of the line. 
 
    How nefarious, he thought. Doomed to repeat the line until they finally got with the program…and they didn’t even know what the program was. 
 
    He came to an open door and looked inside. 
 
    A beautiful woman. Natch. This place had either geeks like him, or knock babes to rival Marilyn Monroe. 
 
    “Come on in.” 
 
    He shuffled into the room, his hands in front of himself.  
 
    “Oh, you silly men,” she laughed, holding up an iPad to identify him. “You think the whole world cares about your silly boners.” 
 
    “Sorry, I, uh…” he trailed off. 
 
    “No prob,” she smiled. “Time to give you your shots.” 
 
    “What kind of shots?” 
 
    “Pneumonia, smallpox, AIDS, the common cold, whatever.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” he said, suddenly as suspicious as he used to be before they had given him that drug. “There’s no cure for that stuff.” 
 
    “Nope. But we can stop you from getting just about anything.” 
 
    “No…no. If they could do that they would have done it before this.” 
 
    “No, they wouldn’t. Do you know how much money is in sick people? I tell ya, sick people support hospitals, pharmaceutical companies, insurance companies…the whole darned world! Why, if it wasn’t for sick people the economy would collapse.” 
 
    Rob wasn’t slow. He said, “So if you do this, make me not able to get sick, then won’t the world collapse.” 
 
    “Now you’re talking,” she said. 
 
    She tapped a few times on the iPad, then went to a cabinet and took down a box. Rob could see it was filled with vials. 
 
    “Your arm will be sore for a couple of days, and—“ 
 
    “Hold it. Does that iPad tell you that I’m an anti-vaxxer.” 
 
    She sighed. “I understand. Because of the government’s push of their Frankensteinian shots everybody is leery. But we’re not the government. We’re going to replace the government. That said, long story short, you either sit and let me shoot you up, or you go to the back of the line.” She sat, tilted her head slightly, and waited. 
 
    Rob thought about it. If he didn’t get the shot he would never get through the line. If he got the shots he might die. But wouldn’t death be better than this eternal line? 
 
    So, with that bit of profound reasoning resonating in his skull, Rob gave a nod.” 
 
    The woman smiled. “There’s a boy.” She indicated he should sit down next to her. He did and presented an arm. “So what’d you do before you arrived here?” 
 
    She injected, and he talked, and she talked, and she injected him again, and thy discussed everything from the man in the moon to the price of asparagus. It was an hour before she was done, and when she was his arm was definitely sore. 
 
    “Man, I’m never going to throw a baseball again.” 
 
    She just chuckled, “At least you don’t have to play the piano.” 
 
    He snorted, then, “When’s this boner of mine going to go down?” 
 
    A shadow flitted across her face, and she evaded the question. “Everybody’s different. But…it’ll go away.” 
 
    After the hour of pleasant conversation he was puzzled by the sudden shift in her attitude. But he didn’t have time to think about it. 
 
    “Okay, good talking to you. Head on through that door there.” 
 
    The hallway was behind him, and he figured he was at last getting out of the endless maze of hallways. But, when he stepped through the door he found himself in…a hallway. 
 
    He looked down and found a blue line on the floor. He followed the blue line. 
 
    He passed more doors. He knew the ones on the left were doctors giving shots. But the ones on the right were a mystery. The mystery ended when he came to an open door. 
 
    “Come on in,” the beautiful woman called to him when he peeked around the edge of the door. 
 
    She was blonde, quite stacked. The white uniform she was wearing was plain, but did nothing to disguise her ample figure.  
 
    She looked at her iPad and said, “Roberta! I’m Cyndi, quite pleased to meet you. Have a seat and I’ll begin your exam.” 
 
    There was a chair in the center of the room. It was like a doctor’s exam chair, but quite a bit more comfortable. 
 
    Robb had no reason to be suspicious, and he had already gone through the shots in the arm thing, so he sat down in the chair. 
 
    “Okay, short ride here.” The doctor had a remote and she pressed buttons. The chair jerked a bit, then started to recline. Two platforms raised under his legs and the armrests started to move outward. 
 
    She pressed another button and clamps shot out, imprisoned his legs, held his arms down. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Take it easy. We just need you to be immobile for this next procedure.” 
 
    “What? Why!? What are you doing?” 
 
    The chair was now fully horizontal and he was spread out. The clamps were tight and he couldn’t move a muscle. 
 
    The woman stepped up to him and started listening with a stethoscope. “It’s funny,” she said, in between putting the cold disk on his flesh. “We have machines for this, but all patients must be inspected by a human before they are operated on.” 
 
    “Operation? What operation?” 
 
    “Hold on, let me listen…then I’ll answer you.” 
 
    She listened to his chest, looked in his ears and eyes and up his nose. Finally, she she folded up her stethoscope and put it in a big pocket of her white coat. 
 
    “Now then, you are one lucky dude.” 
 
    “I am?” He felt faint. His voice was a little high. 
 
    “Yep. The organization needs couriers so, while it will be a while before you get your real tits, you’ll get to live the life.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “The revolution requires much transportation of everything from money to drugs to whatever. Your psyche evaluation indicates that you are perfectly suited for this.” 
 
    “For what? What if I don’t want to be a …a courier!?” 
 
    She smiled. “Oh, you will. If necessary we have behavior modification drugs that will change your attitudes, but I don’t think we’ll need those. Not in your case.” 
 
    “Look, lady. I don’t understand any of this. I don’t understand this…this revolution you’re speaking of. I really want to go home.” 
 
    “Lucky you. You’ll be able to. Not for a long visit, of course, the war requires your full participation. But nobody minds if you squeeze a day out here or there and visit old haunts. I think the leaders sort of expect it. Maybe it helps your mental attitude, being immersed in the same old same old insanity that grips the world.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” His voice was weak and he had stopped struggling. 
 
    “Well, you will, but actions speak louder than words, so we’re going to have to drain you.” 
 
    A big folding arm, like a dentist’s drill, was against the wall. She unfolded it. There was a big test tube kind of thing on it, and she placed this over his boner. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The thing tightened up and it was like a giant hand was gripping his manhood. 
 
    “This is going to be your last orgasm as a man. So enjoy it.” The doctor flipped a switch. 
 
    The thing on his cock started to vibrate. Something inside started going up and down, jacking him. He could feel a light suction, and it became slick and slippery inside the sleeve. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    Rob stared at her in shock. She chuckled and sat on a rolling stool and began tapping on her iPad. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whined Rob. The jacking was increasing in speed. He wasn’t going to…he wasn’t going to…he steeled his will and decided not to cum. 
 
    The machine felt otherwise. 
 
    The deciding factor, however, was the doctor. She looked up and frowned. “You’re taking too long. I better lend a hand.” 
 
    She snapped on a rubber glove and rolled her little stool in between his legs. Suddenly he felt her hold his balls with one hand, the jacking machine kept going, and she stuck a finger up his ass. 
 
    “Hey!” His voice squeaked. “Don’t!” 
 
    But she ignored him and started wiggling her finger around, then she began pressing on something inside his asshole. 
 
    “This is your prostate,” she explained. “That’ll make you cum.” 
 
    And it did. He felt the little explosion deep down and the semen began to push up his shaft. 
 
    “But I just came!” he protested. 
 
    “I know,” she smiled in a commiserating manner. “But we need to make sure you really are empty.” 
 
    His seed squirted into the sleeve. He groaned as the white hot feeling took over his thinking. 
 
    Yes, he had just cum, but he still had a load in his balls. He squirted and squirted, and her finger made sure that every single ounce of semen was extracted from him. 
 
    Finally, she took her finger out, stripped her glove off and put it in a trash receptacle. “There we go.” 
 
    “Could we stop the machine?” Rob pleaded. 
 
    “In a minute. We just want to make sure.” 
 
    While the machine pumped its last, and the pleasure in his cock turned to irritation, the doctor tapped her iPad. Finally, she turned off the machine, disconnected it and said, “Now the fun begins.” 
 
    She produced a syringe and gave him a shot…in his groin. 
 
    “Hey!” But it didn’t hurt. 
 
    “I already had a shot for everything in the world.” 
 
    “Not quite everything,” murmured the doctor, watching the last of a solution drain into his pubic area. “This will render your reproductive system, as it is, less than useful.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “But don’t worry. We’re going to transform your system, and you, for that matter.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be transformed!” 
 
    “The revolution needs you. This is a small sacrifice. Besides. You’ll find that female orgasms are much better than male orgasms. Now, be quiet and let me work. I don’t want to have to gag you.” 
 
    Rob was silent. He was able to raise his head enough to examine his groin area. His cock stopped being hard. Totally. In fact, it felt cool. 
 
    The doctor shaved his pubic area, moving the cock around as she needed. 
 
    “Nice. You must have had a lot of fun with that dick.” 
 
    Rob controlled a sob. 
 
    Then the doctor moved up to his chest. She washed his chest, then applied a solution that made his hair shrivel and fall off.  
 
    “Super Nair we call this. Your whole body will eventually be this way, but we’re sort of in a hurry right now, so…” She washed his chest, then used a sponge to spread a solution over his pectoral area. 
 
    She took out a scalpel, and he yelled. 
 
    “No, no,” she warned. “Gag time.” 
 
    He clamped his lips shut, his face turned white, and he watched as she made a little incision under the pectoral muscle. 
 
    Then she began to push what looked like a collapsed bag into the incision. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A bag.” 
 
    “What…what’s it for?” he felt faint. 
 
    “This is an inflatable breast implant. It’s got a detachable stem so it can be filled or emptied as needed. Eventually we’ll take it out, but before then we should get a lot of border crossings out of you. Unfortunately, somewhere along the line the old government will take note of you. At that point we’ll take out the bag and shoot you with super estrogen. You’ll grow your own tits. The good news is that when you grow breasts in this manner they tend to take on the shape of the implants, and you know what that means?” 
 
    “What?” He felt sick as the doctor pushed the last of the collapsible breast implant under his flesh and attach a pump to the stem. 
 
    “It means you’re going to have boobs to die for. Big. Much bigger than mine.” 
 
    The doctor was well endowed, and that was saying something. 
 
    “This is going to feel weird, maybe uncomfortable, but…” she flicked a switch and the bags began to fill with air. Rob stared in horror as his chest expanded, as big, beautiful tits grew on his once flat, male chest. 
 
    While the pump pumped, the doctor bent over his groin. “Okay. Coming along good here. Appropriate shrinkage, I think I can…” a pause while she did something to his groin area. Then he felt a quick, sharp pain.  
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “That’s it. I pushed your testicles up into your groin., they are now where they were before they descended when you were a child.” 
 
    “Uh…oh…I think…I’m going to be sick.” 
 
    She quickly rubbed his belly. “Hold on. It’s okay. Do you want a barf bag?” 
 
    The feeling of sickness waned and he gulped and shook his head. 
 
    “That’s a good soldier.” 
 
    She went back between his legs and continued working. The pump stopped and now his tits were huge and he couldn’t look over them to see what she was doing. 
 
    “You really do have excellent genes. Your body is adapting to this perfectly. I wish everybody…here we go…yes…everybody could adapt this easily. 
 
    Rob felt woozy. He didn’t know what she was going to do to him, but what had happened was bad enough. He lay back and stopped talking. He just lay there and tried to think of other things. 
 
    Hours later, the doctor finished. She put her tools aside, folded the dick pump against the wall, washed her hands and said. “It’s late. I think I’ll just give you something to help you sleep. Tomorrow you can follow the blue line some more.” 
 
    Rob was out of it. Even if she had let him up he wouldn’t have been able to walk. his body had been through so much…”Okay,” he said. 
 
    She smiled, gave him a shot, then turned the lights out and left the room. Within seconds Rob was slipping into dreamland. 
 
      
 
    He dreamed that he was in the bar in Tijuana with his friends. They were drinking tequila and not worrying about the water. They laughed and joked, and one of them said, “Look, they took my cock.” he pulled down his pants and all he had were a pair of balls. Rob and his other friend laughed and laughed and laughed. 
 
    The other friend said, “That’s nothing! They took my balls!” He lowered his pants and all he had was a cock. Again, they laughed and laughed and laughed. 
 
    Finally it was Rob’s turn. “I’ve got you both beat,” he said. He lowered his pants. “They took everything!” his friends stared at his groin, but they gave me something.” He opened his shirt to reveal his big, beautiful tits. 
 
    “WOOO!” 
 
    “HAAAA!” 
 
    His friends roared with laughter. 
 
    Rob grinned and waggled his tits. 
 
    And waggled and waggled. 
 
    And his friends laughed. 
 
    “See? See?” 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Roberta.” 
 
    Rob opened his eyes. 
 
    He was in the operating room. He was still in the chair. The doctor was pressing buttons and the clamps retracted. His arms and legs were free to move. 
 
    “What…what is happening?” 
 
    “Success, girlfriend. The operation was a complete success.” 
 
    The doctor helped him out of the chair. 
 
    He stood and wavered, and the doctor held on to his arm and let him get balanced. 
 
    “What happened. 
 
    “Head on through that door and you’ll find out.” 
 
    The doctor helped him, he felt so weak, and he passed through the door on the other side of the room. Once he was through she closed the door. 
 
    Rob was standing in a hallway. He looked down. There was a blue line on the floor. Dazed, still a little off kilter, he followed the blue line. 
 
    The doors on the left were doctors’ offices. He could hear voices as men underwent the feminization process. 
 
    The doors on the right were closed. 
 
    He walked and walked, and found an open door. He peeked in. 
 
    “Hello! Come on in.” 
 
    He entered the room, holding on to the wall. There was a beautiful woman waiting for him. She had auburn hair, a fantastic figure, and her breasts were large. She held the iPad up to his face, grinned and said, “Roberta! You are out hero! You are shooting through the line like a champ. Are you ready to get dressed?” 
 
    Clothes. Clothes good. Rob nodded. 
 
    “Excellent. Take a look in the mirror over there, I know you just had your change and are probably dying to see what was done with you. I’ll pick out some things for you to wear. 
 
    Rob walked to a mirror and froze. 
 
    There was a beautiful woman in the mirror staring at him. Her hair was longish, and askew, but…it was the same color as his hair. She had monster tits. Real armfuls. Her waist was slender. Her pussy was bare. And…and….it was him, himself, Rob Schilling…in a different body…he sat down. Right on the floor. Collapsed. 
 
    “Here, here!” The woman came to him, helped him up. “Take it easy, Roberta. I know it’s a shock. But you’ll be okay. You’ve done well so far.” 
 
    She guided Rob to a chair and handed him a bottle of water. She looked at the chart again, and sniffed. “Those brutes. You haven’t even been fed. Stay here.” 
 
    She left the room, came back a moment later with a wrapped sandwich and a Coke. 
 
    Honestly. I’ve told them time and again, but they just don’t seem to learn.” 
 
    Rob munched on the sandwich. He felt a bit of strength returning to his limbs. His mind started to work again. 
 
    “Okay, let’s try this.” The woman held a bra out, helped him put it on. He was startled when he looked in the mirror and saw his monster bazooms sticking out. Damn. He was sexy! 
 
    She helped him put on a tummy shaper, then rolled stockings up his legs. “You’ve lost most of your hair, the rest will be gone in a few days, so don’t worry.” 
 
    She attached the nylons to the garter straps hanging from the tummy shaper. 
 
    Rob kept looking at himself in the mirror; He was continuously surprised by himself. 
 
    “We don’t have to dress you up all the way, but it’s best to help you understand how to get dressed. You’ll be doing this all by yourself in a week. Then you’ll be out in the real world, on your assignment. I understand you’re going to be a courier.” 
 
    Rob gulped and nodded. 
 
    “You lucky girl.” 
 
    She helped him into a blue dress. The front of the dressed V-ed sharply and showed an amazing amount of cleavage. 
 
    Finally, she helped him into a pair of high heels. Just two inchers, but even that much was enough to make his legs wobble. 
 
    “Don’t worry. By the time you leave you’ll be a pro,” the woman encouraged him. “Are you ready for make up?” 
 
    “Make up?” he looked up at her, and for the first time his eyes were innocent. He had been changed, and the world was different, and he was helpless. 
 
    “Of course, dear. A woman isn’t fully dressed unless she has her make up on.” 
 
    He didn’t understand. He was shattered and needed to be remade. 
 
    She led him to the far side of the room, and behind rows of dresses were several make up areas. They were separated by partition and had vanity tables in them. Each table had a mirror, and a complete set of cosmetics. 
 
    “I can help you for a while, the next girl isn’t due for an hour, but when I’m not here simple press this button.” There was a red button under the mirror. 
 
    “There’s a camera under the mirror, and it is linked to a computer. The mirror will turn into a screen. If you make a mistake the computer will help you. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    The make up process began. The woman showed Rob how to cleanse and apply primer. She showed him how the computer worked, and she left to get ready for the next girl. 
 
    Rob stared at himself in the mirror. The mirror turned into a monitor with his face on it. A voice said, “To apply foundation you must…” 
 
    Rob followed the directions, and the computer told him to use cold cream a few times, then he finally got a pass. 
 
    “To apply blush you must…” 
 
    And the lesson went on. 
 
    He was applying color to his eye lids when the woman checked on him again. 
 
    “Oh, Roberta. You are a prodigy! They were so right.” 
 
    Rob felt a surge of pride. 
 
    “Now, let me show you, if you hold the pencil this way it’ll be so much…” 
 
    A short while later his eyes were done. Magnificent, mysterious, glittering. 
 
    “Before you apply lipstick you should use a plumper.” 
 
    He did so, and while his lips stung for a moment, they were definitely big and curvy and ready for kissing. 
 
    He applied the lipstick and was amazed at how his face brightened up. 
 
    All done, he went back to the big room where the woman was just finishing a short lesson with a new girl. When she was done she inspected Rob and complimented him. “You are truly a beauty. I wish I had your genes.” 
 
    Rob blushed nervously. Compliments such as these were not normal to his male raised psych. He was getting used to it, though. 
 
    “Now, fingernails. You can do your toenails later, but let’s get your fingernails done before the day ends.” 
 
    She showed him how to prepare his fingernails on one hand, and he duplicated her on the other hand. 
 
    She applied semi-long ovals to one hand, and Rob did his other hand. 
 
    Finally, he was done. He looked in the mirror and saw a woman. He brushed his hair back and marveled. And he felt a pride he had never felt before in his life. He felt…beautiful. That was the only word for it. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend,” said the woman. “Head on down the blue line. You’ve been a trooper, but it’s time for a meal.” 
 
    He stepped back into the hallway and followed the blue line. He practiced walking on a straight line and letting his hips sway. As he walked other women came out of rooms and joined his march. Soon there were 40 or 50 women. And he wondered, Are they all men? Are they like me? 
 
    He arrived at the end of the hallway, went through a door and entered a big dining hall. This wasn’t just a little cafeteria with tables, this was a dining hall with big round tables. 
 
    He was shown to a table and sat down…with four other women. The sixth place was already taken by a woman in one of the drab dresses that indicated she worked her. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. It’s been fun, but now the real work begins.” She identified each lady with the iPad, remembered their names, and began giving instructions.” 
 
    “Place settings are very important….this fork is used with the salad…make sure you watch the people around you…the proper way to hold a spoon is…” 
 
    Dishes were served and the ladies learned on the job. They made mistakes, there was some laughter, but…it was actually serious business. 
 
    Later, on reflection, Rob would liken it to military training. Some kind of female boot camp. You are broken down, shaved bald of your male-isms. Then you are rebuilt with female-isms. 
 
    It was fun and difficult at the same time. 
 
    That night, for the first time, Rob slept in a real bed. He took off his make up and slept in a chemise. It was luxury with a capital L after his night in the cell, then the night in the doctor’s chair. 
 
    In the morning he awoke to a new regimen. He reported to a room with twenty other ladies in it. 
 
    At the front of the room was a small stage with a machine set up. the machine had a long pole, and on the end of the pole was a dildo. 
 
    The teacher was the most beautiful woman Rob had seen yet. 
 
    She had the kindest, most liquid eyes, and when she spoke everybody was on the edge of their seats. 
 
    “Lovemaking is field most women know nothing about. Their parents say nothing and women are left to get their education from locker room chats and fashion magazines. As if a fashion magazine knew how to fuck.” 
 
    There were twitters at that choice of words.  
 
    “This little device,” she pointed to the motor with the long rod and dildo on the end,  is a mechanical dildo. Can I have a volunteer.” 
 
    A girl stepped up on the stage and was directed to get on all fours on the bed. Her pussy was lubed up and the machine adjusted so the fake cock was pointed right into her hole. 
 
    The machine was turned on and the girl gasped. She would have drawn away, but the woman had a hold of her hips and retrained her. 
 
    “The proper way to fuck a dick is not to let the man do all the work. You must learn to tilt the hips, which will cause a ridge of pressure as he goes in and draws back. 
 
    She helped the volunteer to assume the right position, and the girl immediately started gasping. 
 
    “You see the effect? Now, let’s move this leg so, and this arm…how’s that feel?” 
 
    The girl nodded. She could no longer talk, the sensations were that intense. 
 
    “Wonderful. Now, to cum, many men don’t understand this, but rub your pussy at this point…”  
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whispered the woman being mechanically fucked. 
 
    “She will cum within 10 seconds.” 
 
    Rob actually counted down in his head, and he knew the other girls in the room were also counting down. 
 
    “Oh…oh….YES!” The girl on the stage began bucking, and bucked herself right off the dildo. She collapsed and squeezed her legs together. Her eyes were closed. 
 
    “Let’s have a hand…” Everybody clapped and the girl opened her eyes, smiled, and staggered off the stage. 
 
    Woman after woman was put on the bed and subjected to the mechanical dildo. A variety of positions was explored, and each girl was helped through different postures and learned the subtle things that makes a truly memorable fuck out of a simple poke. 
 
    When Rob’s turn came he was petrified. He had never used his pussy for anything but pissing. Still, the woman was professional and gentle and she placed him on his back. She put the dildo to his pussy and faced the audience. 
 
    “The classic missionary position. Having been men you no doubt think you understand this position. However, you were all ‘slam and jam’ experts and knew absolutely nothing about real love making. 
 
    She turned on the machine and the plastic pecker surged into Rob’s cunt. “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. 
 
    The woman smiled. She reached down and began playing with Rob’s nipples. “Watch her face…now I’m going to time thrust with suck…this is how you get your finger into an asshole…and the lesson went on and on. 
 
    Rob didn’t know if he had been selected for this—the lesson was long and intense—but he was shortly out of his mind with pleasure. The slither of veined cock into his slit drove him up the wall and down again. The feeling of his nipples being sucked brought sexual excitement to a peak. 
 
    Then the woman made him cum. On cue. And Rob screamed and arched and felt waves of orgasm sweep through him. Hell, tsunamis of orgasms. 
 
    “And that will conclude our lesson for the day.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Roberta sashayed across the floor of the lobby. Her walk was perfect and her buttocks jounced and her boobs jiggled. She remembered her lessons at the ‘boot camp’ and smiled. She stopped at the front desk. 
 
    “Roberta Schilling. I’ve reserved a room for the weekend.” 
 
    It only took a moment for the woman behind the counter to find her reservation. All the while she kept sneaking glances at the stunning woman in front of her. 
 
    Paperwork taken care of, the bellboy rolled her luggage up to her room. He brought her suitcases in and tried not to let his eyeballs fall out of his head. 
 
    Roberta chuckled and patted his cheek and gave him a healthy tip. 
 
    The door closed and Roberta hurried into the bathroom. Her contact was due soon, and she had to have everything ready. She emptied the liquid from her boobs. Squeezed them dry, then refilled them with water. It felt good to have her boobs full again. She didn’t like it when they were empty and saggy. 
 
    She moved the bottles to one side of the counter and left them there. The liquid could be rendered to powder and sold on the street. Heroin was very useful for sapping the will of the enemy. They would become addicted, their usefulness would be at an end. And, eventually, they would be picked up, cleaned of addictions, and made into women. Useful women. 
 
    Now ready for her contact, Roberta sat out on the patio to enjoy the view. This was a five star hotel, and view, the service, the softness of the beds…it was something she had only dreamed of as a man. 
 
    As a man he had drunk cheap whiskey and beer. 
 
    As a woman she sipped bourbon that was $300 a bottle. And more. 
 
    She waited, and sipped, and heard the knock on the door. 
 
    She answered the door, and two men stepped in. They were serious individuals. 
 
    “You have the ‘medicine?’ 
 
    “The medicine is on the counter in the bathroom. Please do the math.” 
 
    ‘Doing the math’ entailed a quick exchange of cash from one account to another. 
 
    A minute later and the transaction was completed. One of the men took the ‘medicine’ away. 
 
    “Would you like a drink?” asked Roberta. 
 
    The man would, and they sat on the patio and engaged in small talk. As Roberta listened she remembered asking one of her instructors, “What if you don’t want to screw a man?” 
 
    “If it’s for the state, do what you’re told. If it’s your personal preference,” she shrugged, “Make love to a woman.” 
 
    That was a shocking statement to some of the men, so recently adapted to womanhood, but it made sense. 
 
    Women who loved women didn’t have babies, and that solved one of the world’s big problems: over population. 
 
    But Roberta was just curious. She had adapted wonderfully, and she had her own preferences. 
 
    Sitting on the balcony, chatting with the handsome man, watching him sneak glances at her nylon clad legs, her bountiful bosoms, she lowered her lids and said in a sultry voice, “Would you like to fuck?” 
 
    The man did. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Get in there and give it your all,” his father said. 
 
    “But, Pop. I’m really not ready.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” said the older man. “You’re my son. You’re tough, and once you’ve been hit a couple of times you’ll understand.” 
 
    Jimmy looked around the gym. There were a dozen people, it was late at night, and only a few were doing the heavy work out, kicking the bag, punching, endless roadwork. Most of them were sitting around, sipping water, replacing their electrolytes, and watching him get into the ring. 
 
    Fred Jensen held the top rope up and stepped on the middle and bottom ropes. Jimmy really didn’t want to, he wanted to go home and watch the Kardashians, but his caveman father insisted that he learn to be a man. 
 
    Jimmy sighed and straightened up. He looked across the room to where Rex Benfield was hitting his gloves together and grinning. 
 
    Rex didn’t like Jimmy, and he was taller and outweighed him, and…he turned to his father. 
 
    “This is a bad idea, Pop.” 
 
    “Nonsense. I told Rex to take it easy on you, but…you got to get in there and learn to take it like a man.” 
 
    The older man checked Jimmy’s gloves, wiped them off on his tee shirt. “Now, remember, keep your hands up, keep circling, wait your chance and…it’ll all work out. 
 
    Sonny Dark, a former pro fighter, stepped to the center of the ring. Since this was just a friendly match between members of the club he just looked to each fighter and asked if they were ready. 
 
    “You bet,” said Rex, shoving his mouthpiece into his crude grin. 
 
    “I guess,” lied Jimmy. His father put the mouthpiece into his mouth and Jimmy turned towards Rex. 
 
    Rex was a renowned bully. He liked to slap Jimmy on the back at school, too hard, and pretend they were friends. He had been told to just dance around and punch light, but Jimmy knew that was never going to happen. 
 
    Oh, he’d make it look good, then he’d whistle in a freight train and near take Jimmy’s head off. 
 
    Rex advanced to the center of the ring, he stuck a big paw out. Jimmy met him and touched gloves and the fight was on. 
 
    Jimmy moved to the right, circling, trying to move away from Rex’s powerful right hand. 
 
    Rex’s lips were curled in a perpetual sneer as he grinned around the mouthpiece. “Come on, pretty boy,” he spoke just loud enough for Rex to hear him. 
 
    Rex circled, and jabbed, and moved his head back and forth. 
 
    WHAP! Rex’s left hand smacked him, hard, and he found himself on his knees. 
 
    Crap! That was his left hand! What was that right one going to feel like? 
 
    “Come on, Jimmy, keep those mitts up!”his father yelled. 
 
    A couple of the fighters were standing next to the apron. They could feel a kill coming on and they jeered and shouted little remarks. 
 
    “Let’s go, fancy pants,” muttered Rex, chasing him down, holding that right back. 
 
    WHAP! WHAP! One to the face and one to the gut. Jimmy’s head snapped back and he folded over a bit. 
 
    Interestingly, he was almost fast enough. He lacked weight, but he was smart. He moved to the right, then scissor stepped, threw a jab and got out of there. 
 
    The jab irritated Rex. It had interrupted the punch he had ready and waiting for Jimmy. 
 
    “Come on, sissy boy!” He cut the ring off, jabbed twice and then sent that right hand smoking in.  
 
    Jimmy covered up, and was lifted off the ground, and Rex was on him. He grabbed him in a bear hug, lifted him up and slammed him down. 
 
    When Jimmy’s eyeballs stopped bouncing in the sockets he saw his father putting one hand over his eyes. 
 
    Rex went for an armbar, but Jimmy was quicker. Even though he’d been socked a good one, he rolled and twisted and managed to get Rex’s back. 
 
    Rex got to his feet, then jumped into the air and fell backwards. 
 
    BAM! The mat shook and Jimmy was dazed. He felt like his whole body had been hit by a freight train. 
 
    DONG! 
 
    Sonny separated them. 
 
    “Okay, you’re doing good,” his father said, trying to make lemonade out of the world’s biggest lemon. 
 
    Jimmy was hurting, his ribs were sore, he had a headache, he didn’t want to be there. “Had enough,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Nonsense. Now this time, when he drops his shoulder step faster to the right. And duck. Remember to duck. 
 
    “Your boy okay, Fred?” Sonny asked. 
 
    “”He’s fine.” 
 
    Sonny looked dubious, but…this was a sparring match, this was a fight club. No room for sissies. 
 
    DONG! 
 
    Another round of pain and bruises. Another round of his jaw being pounded on, of his belly being kicked and hit. Of being lifted up and thrown on the mat. 
 
    Rex was taking it easy now, but that was just because he was trying to make Jimmy last. Last long enough so he could give out the punches and kicks and body slams that he wanted to. 
 
    DONG! 
 
    Rex couldn’t see straight. his eyes were puffy. “‘Nuff,” he said. 
 
    “Get your second wind, you’ve almost got him.” 
 
    Jimmy looked over at King Kong. The twisted smile. The brick shit house of muscles. The joy of pummeling helpless victims. 
 
    “Now this time I want you to jab when he…” 
 
    The advice went on, and Jimmy barely heard anything. 
 
    DONG! 
 
    Rex shuffled out, slow and flat footed. He raised his hands, tried to move, and didn’t even see the slobber knocker that lifted his head up for the punch that squashed his face, smashed his nose, closed his eyes, and laid him out. 
 
    Rex, who had finally snuck in what he wanted, knelt and said, “Geez, you okay, Jimmy? I didn’t mean to hit you so hard.” 
 
    Fred applied a wet towel to Jimmy’s face, and the frown on his face was all disappointment. 
 
      
 
    That night Jimmy was laying on his bed. His face was puffy, he had a cut lip. His eye was closing, and his body…he didn’t even want to think about all the pain in his body. 
 
    “Jimmy?” A tap at the door and it opened. 
 
    “Hey, Ma.” 
 
    His mother, a petite woman with intelligent eyes and a love for her son, entered the room. She came to the bed and sat down next to him. She studied his face, then placed a cold pack on the left side of his face, the side that suffered the most. 
 
    “How’d it go?” she asked softly. 
 
    “Got the crap knocked out of me.” 
 
    She smiled. “Yes. You did.” 
 
    “I don’t want to learn to fight.” 
 
    She nodded and took his complaint without expression. 
 
    “I’m not good at it, I’m skinny and those guys have muscles up the wazoo. They’re all a lot better than me and I’m just a punching bag.” 
 
    Emmie nodded. 
 
    “But Dad just doesn’t seem to understand. He just keeps pushing, and…sorry. I don’t mean to be sour grapes.” 
 
    “I understand. Believe me, I know what you’re going through.” 
 
    Jimmy looked at his mother. She was a woman. She didn’t understand what he was going through. No woman could. 
 
    Sometimes he wished he could have been born a woman. He was a soft person, much preferring the company of gentle ladies than that of insensitive brutes. 
 
    But, one did what one could with what one had. And that was a platitude if ever there was one. 
 
    “Jimmy, I’m going to send you to Aunt Helen’s this summer.” 
 
    “What? But I’ve got friends that I wanted to hang with!” 
 
    “I know you do. But this situation with your father, and with learning how to defend yourself…you need a break from it. 
 
    He stared at her. Have the crap beat out of him every night at the gym, and now he was being uprooted and thrown out and forced to go live with a bunch of..of…cows! 
 
    “But Dad won’t want me to stop training.” 
 
    “I’ll tell your father. It’ll be all right. And, Jimmy…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Your Aunt Helen is a special person. She’s very smart, and I want you to promise to do whatever she says. Anything, everything, no matter how weird or bizarre it might seem…you do everything she says.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I mean it. You promise?” 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    “Good boy. You’ll have a wonderful summer, and when you get back you’ll find that things are different.” 
 
    “Yes, ma.” 
 
    She smiled and switched the cold pack to the other side of his face. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy left on a bus at three in the morning. 
 
    His mother drove him down to the bus station, sat with him, and hugged him when he went to get on the bus until the bus driver had to clear his throat and say, “We got to leave, ma’am.” 
 
    Then, her eyes glistening, she stood back and waved. 
 
    The bus headed out of the city and across the flatlands of middle America. 
 
    For hours Jimmy watched the fields of grain pass. Cows didn’t so much as glance at the speeding bus.  
 
    While Jimmy was used to getting up early to work out, this was a little too early. He put his head against the softly vibrating window and dozed off.  
 
    And awoke, the land bright with late morning sunlight, the bus bouncing over ruts into a terminal. 
 
    Jimmy gathered his bag and got off the bus and looked around. 
 
    A small town. A main street with four traffic lights and a couple of dozen businesses. A couple of side streets that held shaded houses with big porches, and…fields. 
 
    He was the only one to get off the bus and he stood in front of the terminal and looked around. 
 
    Nobody was there. One clerk behind a cage selling tickets, but he was more engaged in dozing off than working. 
 
    For a half hour Jimmy waited, sitting on a bench outside the terminal. Cars occasionally drove past, but there was no sign of his Aunt Helen. 
 
    He stood up, intending to ask the clerk where his Aunt’s farm was, but at that moment there was a clatter down the street which took his attention. 
 
    Jimmy wasn’t much on cars, but down the street a car rattled over some railroad tracks. It was old, maybe a 1930s gangster car, and it zoomed like it was on the run from something. 
 
    Jimmy watched the vehicle zip up the road, then turn into the terminal parking lot. It scrunched gravel, then slid to a stop next to where he stood on the station platform. 
 
    A girl was driving. She was a hayseed if he had ever seen one. Shorts and a flannel shirt. Her golden hair in a long braid. An Aussie bush hat with one side down. 
 
    Underneath the farmer John apparel she was good looking. That was obvious at a glance. She had a sturdy body with large boobs, a nice face and a knowing grin. 
 
    “Hey, Jimmy. Throw your bag in the back and get in.” 
 
    Jimmy blinked, but hopped off the platform and put his bag in the backseat and sat in the front seat. No sooner had his butt hit the material than the car lurched. 
 
    The girl shifted the gears like a pro, squeaking the tires through the gears and hitting sixty before slowing for the railroad tracks. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    She glanced at him. “I’m Sally. Glad to meet you.” She held out a hand for shaking. When he took it she squeezed a hard squeeze, which made him blink, and continued down the road. 
 
    “How’d you know who I was.” 
 
    She laughed, showing white teeth. “There was only one lost sheep there, had to be you.” 
 
    In a minute they were whizzing through the countryside, past a long fence behind which were the endless vistas of wheat. 
 
    “So who are you? Where’s Aunt Helen.” 
 
    Sally snorted. “You expected her to stop working just to go gather one lost wooly? Hunh!” 
 
    Jimmy watched the road, the fields, and kept glancing at Sally. She was really good looking, now that he had the time to study her. And he felt his pecker wake up. 
 
    She continued, “I’m Uncle George’s niece.” Uncle George was Aunt Helen’s husband, who had died. “Aunt Helen took me in when I got in trouble.” 
 
    “So we’re not blood related.” 
 
    She gave him a wry look. “We aren’t cousins, technically, but don’t think you can go dipping your wick in me.” 
 
    That made Jimmy sit back.” 
 
    “I…what? No!” 
 
    She laughed. “Boys. You’re all the same. You say you’re not interested, but I’ll bet you’ve got a boner right now.” She reached over and put her hand in his lap before he could do anything, then crowed, “I was right! Jimmy’s got a boner! Jimmy’s got a boner!” 
 
    Jimmy turned eight shades of red. 
 
    She laughed, “I’m just funnin’ you. But not about you dipping your wick. You can peek in my window and jack off, but don’t even think about putting your hands on these milk sacks.” She kept on hand on the wheel and heft a large boob with the other. 
 
    Jimmy gulped nervously. This girl was obviously out of control. 
 
    They turned down a long driveway and she slowed down. “Aunt Helen doesn’t like it when I speed, so shut up about it.” 
 
    In the distance a small cluster of buildings appeared.  
 
    “She thinks I might hit a cow or something.” 
 
    There was a big farmhouse, a bigger barn off to the side, a bunkhouse to the other side, and a cluster of smaller buildings. It looked like they were a lean to type of garage and tool sheds and such.  
 
    The car wheeled around a circular area and slid to a stop in front of the house. 
 
    Jimmy got out and looked around. 
 
    The place was well kept up. It needed a dab or two of paint, but the boards were solid, the glass in the windows clean, and it looked in good shape. 
 
    “Don’t forget your bag, city slicker.” Sally rounded the car and went up the stairs to the porch. 
 
    Jimmy got his bag out and followed her.  
 
    The inside of the house was cool and clean. The living room was big with a couple of big, comfy looking couches. There was a book shelf crammed with books on one side of the room, the other side opened up on a dining room with a big table. To the left in the dining room was a door to a kitchen. 
 
    “Hey, Helen!” 
 
    “Back here, Sunshine.” 
 
    “Come on. Just put your bag over there.” 
 
    Jimmy put his bag to the side and followed her into the kitchen. 
 
    The kitchen was large and clean. There was a commercial size fridge, a large stove, and a big double sink. Aunt Helen was standing at the drain board peeling apples. 
 
    “Hello, Jimmy.” 
 
    She was about his size and shape, but with boobs. Her hair was auburn with a few streaks of grey, it hung in a braid twice as long as Sally’s. She wore a plain dress and her forearms were thick. She wielded a paring knife like she was conducting an orchestra. The counter had a mound of peelings in front of it. 
 
    “We’re making an apple pie for you.” 
 
    “Uh, hi,” he managed. 
 
    Aunt Sally inspected him then. She gazed at him, her eyes went up and down, and she grunted. “Looks like city living has softened you up. Well, we’ll fix that. Sally, take him out to the bunkhouse and get him situated.” 
 
    “Sure, Aunt Helen.”  
 
    Sally walked past Aunt Helen and whipped her arm out to grab a wedge of sliced apple. 
 
    “Ha!” Aunt Helen caught her wrist and twisted it. She twisted that arm until Sally was forced around, then she stuck the point of the paring knife right under her chin. 
 
    Jimmy stepped back and gasped. 
 
    “Without no apples there ain’t no pies, girl.” But she was grinning. 
 
    “Can’t blame me for trying,” returned Sally, who was, in spite of her painful position, also grinning. 
 
    “Go on with you,” laughed Aunt Helen, and she pushed the younger girl away. 
 
    Sally giggled as she ran past Jimmy. “Come on, Cous. Let’s get you settled.” 
 
    Jimmy picked up his bag on the way out and followed her across to the bunk house. 
 
    The bunkhouse was a long low affair. The columns and beams were round logs. Inside was a long row of beds. No bunks. At the far end of the bunkhouse a couple of blankets had been hung from the ceiling to partition off a small area with one bunk in it. 
 
    “This is your place. We figured you’d want to have a little privacy.” 
 
    “Privacy.” 
 
    Sally grinned. “There’s eight girls here, no men, so…” She shrugged. 
 
    “Eight…” he trailed off. 
 
    “Yep. And none of them want to fuck you.” With that she grabbed his arm and pulled him around. She grabbed his neck with one hand and moved in on him. Her lips were soft, hot, and his eyes were open in shock.  
 
    She reached a hand down and grabbed his crotch. Which crotch was rigid with boner. 
 
    She pushed him away. “Woo! You might not be half bad. And that dick of yours is worth exploring, but, sorry to say, it ain’t getting nothing.” 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “Put your stuff away and come out to the barn. You’ve made me miss half the morning work out.” 
 
    She flipped the blanket aside and sauntered out of the bunkhouse. 
 
    Jimmy felt his lips with one hand. She had kissed him. She was crazy. What the hell had he gotten himself into? 
 
    He took his time putting his clothes away, giving his dick a chance to soften up.  
 
    Ten minutes later he walked through the bunkhouse, and he started to notice things. Sally had said all girls, and the bras and nylons hanging on lines between the bunks backed that up. 
 
    And dresses and fluffy pillows and even a teddy bear. And high heels under the bunks. 
 
    He was in a bunkhouse with eight women? It was an exciting thought and a daunting prospect at the same time. 
 
    Jimmy wasn’t much with girls. Not being one of the big, muscular guys he wasn’t in much demand. When he tried to talk to girls they sort of had a snicker in their eyes. 
 
    He stood outside the bunkhouse and looked around.  
 
    A farm. With crazy women. And what was with that thing in the kitchen when Aunt Helen had put a knife under Sally’s chin? 
 
    He was starting to think he better hitchhike down the drive and head back home. 
 
    Still, his mother had made him promise. So…he walked across the yard towards the barn. 
 
    As he approached the large structure he heard grunting. And laughter. And yells and whoops. What the fuck? 
 
    The barn door was big enough for a truck to drive through, if it was open, which it wasn’t. On one side of the barn door was a smaller door for people. He cracked the door an inch and peered in. 
 
    Girls. Like Sally. They were wearing overalls for the most part. Quite baggy. Under the suspenders of the overalls they wore bras. And the bras held big tits. 
 
    Jimmy gawked. And the door jerked open and Sally pulled him into the cavernous interior. “Hey, girls. this is Jimmy.” 
 
    Everybody stopped what they were doing and stared at him. 
 
    Jimmy was frozen. He wasn’t much for calling attention to himself. 
 
    “That’s, Jenny, Janice, Alice, Sandra…” Sally went through the names quickly, and he knew he would never remember them.  
 
    “Jimmy is here to help, so don’t beat him up out of hand. Unless, of course, he deserves.” 
 
    “He’s a man, he deserves it,” muttered somebody, but Jimmy couldn’t tell who. 
 
    “Okay, you girls get back to work and I’ll get him started.” 
 
    The girls ignored him then, faced each other and started doing fighting drills. 
 
    Fighting drills? Jimmy stared. 
 
    “Pull your eyeballs back in,” Sally pulled him and walked around the central area where the girls were engaged. 
 
    As they walked around the area Jimmy blurted, “You guys are fighting!” 
 
    “Isn’t that why you’re here?” 
 
    “I don’t know why I’m here,” Jimmy answered honestly. “My mother just said I had to come here for the summer.” 
 
    “It looks like I know more than you do, then. You’re here to learn how to fight. Apparently you weren’t doing to good, and your father was a pro fighter. Doesn’t look too good for him.” 
 
    Jimmy said nothing. He had thought he would get a break from all the training. His own mother. Hunh! 
 
    They stopped at the back of the barn. Against one wall was a stack of hay bales. 
 
    “Okay, this is how you do it.” Sally bent at the knee, grabbed the bale of hay and picked it up. It was probably 75 pounds, but she walked it easily to the other wall and dropped it in place. 
 
    Jimmy blinked. She had a great figure, but not a weight lifter’s figure. But she handled that 75 pound bulk like it was a red brick. 
 
    She toted another one. “You have to make the stacks neat. Leave a little space at the bottom so they’ll lean towards the wall. Otherwise they might fall on you. Squash you like the little bug you are.” 
 
    She grinned and toted a third one. “Got it?” 
 
    “Uh, I think so.” 
 
    “Okay. Chop chop. Do it. When you get the bales moved to that wall come see me. We’ll get you to fighting.” 
 
    “You’re going to have me fight?” 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “But…I don’t think I was supposed to…and you’re all girls.” 
 
    “Oh, you noticed? Get to work.” 
 
    Jimmy started moving the bales. There were a hundred bales, and it wasn’t long before he was struggling. 
 
    He did weight lifting work outs at the gym, but this was totally different. No rest between circuits, the bales were awkward to handle, and his muscles were shortly screaming. 
 
    Sill, he kept at it, bale after bale. A hundred bales at 75 pounds…7500 pounds. 
 
    By the end he was barely able to pick them up, and he kept dropping them, but he managed to get the last one moved, and he leaned on it and gasped for breath. His muscles felt like noodles. 
 
    “What’s taking so long?” 
 
    “They’re a lot of them.” 
 
    “Of course there are. Come on.” 
 
    They walked the twenty feet back out to where the girls were training. 
 
    “What is this place?” Jimmy asked. 
 
    “A farm.” 
 
    “But you’re all fighting.” 
 
    “And milking the cows and moving the hay and driving tractors through the fields and repairing fences.” 
 
    “So it really is a farm.” 
 
    Sally sighed in exasperation. “Didn’t I just say?” 
 
    “Then why the fighting?” 
 
    “Because we don’t want to be helpless little ninnies.” She grinned. “Like you.” 
 
    Jimmy frowned. “I’m not so helpless.” 
 
    “According to your mother you are. Hey! Janice! You want to come here and start training Jimbo?” 
 
    Janice was his height, slender like him, but had the most wonderful set of boobs. She sauntered over with a look of disgust. “Do I have to?” 
 
    “Does Helen have to train you? Pass it on, sister.” 
 
    Janice sighed. “All right. Come here, numb nuts.” 
 
    Jimmy blinked. He was getting a little tired of the disrespectful way they treated him. 
 
    She took him to a corner of the barn and told him to stand like he was going to fight. 
 
    Jimmy heaved a sigh. He had been told to do whatever, so he spread his feet, put his hands up. 
 
    Janice walked around him, made a few adjustments in his posture, then faced him. “Okay, sweet cheeks, let’s see what you got.” 
 
    He lowered his hands. “I’m not going to fight a girl.” 
 
    She slapped his face. It was quick and sudden and he stepped back in shock. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Put ‘em up, knucklehead, or I’ll knock you down.” She moved to slap him again and he backed up, instinctively in a stance and his hands up.  
 
    “I don’t want to fight.” 
 
    “Goodie. I get to beat on you for a while and you won’t do anything.” 
 
    A couple of the girls in the barn took notice of Jimmy’s situation. They gathered around and made remarks. 
 
    “Careful, Janice.” 
 
    “Watch out, city boy.” 
 
    “Let’s see some action.” 
 
    Jimmy walked in a circle, trying to stay away. 
 
    Janice cut off the circle and jabbed. 
 
    “Hey!” said Jimmy. “We don’t even have gloves!” 
 
    “Afraid you’re going to hurt your widdle pussy fists?” 
 
    He was afraid he was going to hurt her. She kept slapping at him, and he was going to be forced to fight back.  
 
    “Afraid of hitting a girl, Jimmy?” somebody shouted. 
 
    She slapped him, hard, rocked his head and sunk a fist into his belly. Damn. She hit hard. He went down to one knee, glared at her and returned to his fighting stance. 
 
    “Better fight back, Jimmy,” she grinned at him. 
 
    He stepped in and jabbed for her face. Still, it was half hearted. He didn’t want to fight, and he didn’t want to fight a girl. 
 
    She ducked and sunk two into his belly. 
 
    He oofed, but managed to keep his feet. His eyes started to narrow in anger. He had never gotten angry in the ring, but this was ridiculous. 
 
    She circled him. He cut off the ring and gave her a one two. Except that somewhere between one and two she smacked the side of his head with a hard set of knuckles. 
 
    He sat down, was dazed for a moment. The girls around the ring started moving away. 
 
    “He doesn’t have much,” said somebody. 
 
    Jimmy stood up. He was tired from the hay, tired of getting smacked around. Tired of people laughing at him. For the first time he felt a bit of that raw emotion that real fighters cultivate. 
 
    “That’s enough, Jimmy,” said Helen. 
 
    But Jimmy wanted revenge. 
 
    He moved in on Janice. Janice looked at Sally and shrugged. Jimmy covered, ducked, dodged, bobbed and weaved, and darted in— 
 
      
 
    Jimmy opened his eyes. 
 
    He twitched and his arm tried to punch. 
 
    “Whoa. It’s okay. It’s all over.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Janice and Sally were squatting over him. He felt his face. Somebody had thrown water on him. 
 
    “He’s okay, I’ll handle him.” 
 
    Janice nodded and stood up and walked out of the barn. Jimmy noticed that they were alone. 
 
    Sally helped him to a sitting position. 
 
    “She hit me?” 
 
    “Yep.” She wiped his face with a wet rag. “When we say that’s enough you’d better pay attention. 
 
    “I got beaten up by a girl.” 
 
    “Yep. Can you stand up?” 
 
    He could, though it was a shaky affair. 
 
    “Okay, I thought you might know something, but we’re going to have to start from scratch.” 
 
    He looked at her. He was still trying to figure out which way was up. 
 
    “So, let’s head up to the house, put some ice on you, and…it’s time for apple pie, anyway.” 
 
    She linked arms with him, which was good, it kept him on an even keel, and walked him towards the door. 
 
    Halfway across the yard he mumbled, “I think I’ve had enough. I’d like to go home.” 
 
    “Huh! You want to quit?” 
 
    “You have me move all that hay. I’m tired and sore, and then you have that Amazon beat the crap out of me. Not fair.” 
 
    Sally chuckled. 
 
    Moving all that hay will build you up. It also tires you out, in the beginning, and it’s like when you get clocked and have to keep going. Doesn’t matter if your muscles are tired, you have to defend yourself. Right?” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “And that Amazon weighs a few pounds less than you. So the real question is are you going to quit?” 
 
    The way she said it made him feel about two inches tall. Whining and complaining just because somebody decked him. 
 
    “Or are you going to learn to defend yourself?” 
 
    He was stuck in that quandary as they walked up the stairs to the house. They entered the living room and the girls were already seated around the big table. 
 
    “Hey! There he is!” 
 
    “Come on, Jimmy, have a seat. We saved a piece of pie for you.” 
 
    Most of the girls were half done eating, but they all looked up and smiled at him. 
 
    So different. In the barn they had scrutinized him like he was a bug. 
 
    “Hey, sit next to me, Jimbo,” Janice yelled and pulled a chair back. 
 
    Sally suddenly cut in front of Jimmy and looked into his face. “Looks like you’ve got some friends. You still want to quit?” 
 
    She turned and circled the table and sat down. She was sitting next to Aunt Helen, who was watching him intently. 
 
    Judging him. 
 
    What was he going to do? 
 
    Was he going to cut and run? 
 
    The girls were still talking, making jokes, treating him like he belonged. 
 
    He had been found less than adequate, and yet…they wanted him. 
 
    He circled the table and sat down next to Janice. 
 
    One girl plopped some potatoes on his plate. Another girl cut him a piece of roast. Someone shoved a glass of apple juice in front of him. 
 
    He looked around the table, very unsure of himself. 
 
    He met Aunt Helen’s eyes. He stared at her. She nodded slowly. He began to eat.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jimmy went to bed right after dinner. He dimly heard the girls on the other side of the blankets, but they left him alone. And it was good. He needed to sleep, to recover from the hay bales, to get over the physical effects of his beating. 
 
    “Wake up,” Sally was leaning over him. She was in a chemise and her boobs were right over him. One hand was in his groin, massaging his cock. SPROING! Instant boner. “Time to milk the cows.” 
 
    She let go of him and handed him a pair of high heels. 
 
    “What are these for?” 
 
    “When in Rome, Jimbo. Wearing these will help you balance, strengthen your calves, and make you quick on your feet.” 
 
    “But they’re for girls!” 
 
    “And a girl just kicked your but the other day.” 
 
    She handed him his pants. “You wear underwear?” 
 
    “Yes.” he was embarrassed, but what the heck was he going to do? 
 
    On the other side of the blankets he heard girls talking in low voices as they got ready for their work day. 
 
    Jimmy found a pair of underpants and pulled them on, then he pulled on his pants. He looked at the high heels. 
 
    “Aunt Helen had them made especially for you. The heels won’t break no matter how clumsy you are.” 
 
    “Clumsy,” he grunted. And he put them on. 
 
    He stood up and felt like falling down. 
 
    “Come on, city slicker.” Sally took his hand and led him to the other side of the blankets. 
 
    There were still three girls in the bunkhouse, and they all teased him. 
 
    “Nice calves, Jimmy. Where’s the cow they came from?” 
 
    “Whoo! Jimmy’s looking mighty fine.” 
 
    “Ignore those ninnies,” Sally said, leading him through the bunkhouse. 
 
    Sally led him to the milking barn. It wasn’t a big farm, only a dozen cows in the stalls, and she sat down on a stool and showed him. “Grab the tit like this. You don’t have to be gentle, these cows want to get rid of their milk. Pull like this…aim the milk into the bucket.” 
 
    Jimmy tried one. He messed it up, needed lots of instructions, but eventually he got it. 
 
    “Don’t you guys have automatic milkers or something?” 
 
    “What do we need those for when we’ve got you?” 
 
    Jimmy had no answer for that, and he began pulling on tits and cursing the big, brown cows. He was glad to be able to sit on the stool. His calves already hurt. 
 
    An hour later he was done, and he totted the buckets of milk up to the house. Totted and tottered. His ankles threatened to buckle. He made it to the rear of the house and entered the kitchen. 
 
    “Excellent,” Aunt Helen exclaimed. “Put the buckets over there. Grab some grub. You’re late, but we saved you some. First couple of days newbies are always slow.” 
 
    Hunh. He was slow. And a newbie. He scooped up some bacon and eggs and a hunk of fresh made bread. He started into the dining room but Aunt Helen said, “Sit right there, Jimmy.” 
 
    Jimmy sat at a small table used for shucking peas, peeling potatoes and other kitchen duties. He began eating, and it was delicious. 
 
    Aunt Helen was cleaning some dishes, and she stopped after a minute, dried her hands and sat down next to Jimmy. 
 
    “We haven’t had time to get acquainted. How’s my sister.” 
 
    “She’s fine.” 
 
    “And what about…” 
 
    For five minutes they exchanged the small talk a family engages in, then Jimmy asked, “So what’s up with this place?” 
 
    Aunt Helen grinned. “It’s a farm.” 
 
    “But all the training in the barn? Girls don’t usually learn how to fight.” 
 
    “More the pity. But these do. I understand Janice gave you a good drubbing yesterday.” 
 
    Jimmy nodded, and she laughed at the forlorn expression on his face. Then she grew serious. “I’ve been in the service, one of the first to go through Ranger training. And not with any dumbed down standards. When I got out here and took over the farm I did some volunteer work for the county. One of the girls who had been raped wanted to toughen up, so I helped her. Word got out, and now I have some regular live in students, and some of the townies come out and train with a couple of times a week. You have a rough time hitting a girl?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You’ll get over it. Now, about Janice. She’s got a bad habit of stutter stepping before she throws the meat. You watch her feet and when she pulls the right foot back an inch the left one is going forward. When that happens step to the left…” 
 
    “Not right?” 
 
    “Nah. You got to step off the circle. You do it right and you’ll have a shot at her ribs.” 
 
    And he said, “What about these high heels?” 
 
    She just grinned. “You’ll find out.” 
 
    He finished his breakfast and headed out for chores. That day he was given the task of moving 40 head of cows to the next pasture over. 
 
    “They need new graze,” explained Sally. I’ll check on you in a while.” 
 
    He went out into the pasture, opened a gate, and circled the cows to get them to move to new grazing grounds. the cows, unfortunately, proved obstinate. His high heels proved obstinate, too. 
 
    They sunk into the soft earth. He had to stay on heels to pivot and shift direction, and the damned cows seemed to understand this. He only had about half the bossies through the gate when Sally came to check on him. 
 
    “Harder than it looks, eh?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, a bit sourly. 
 
    She helped him, and together they made fast work of the remaining cows. 
 
    “Throw rocks,” she said. “Cut a wider circle. Don’t let a damn cow be better than you. Who taught you to fight?” 
 
    “My father.” 
 
    “Well, with all respect to papa, he did a lousy job.” 
 
    Jimmy almost said something, probably would have, except…she was right. He was low man at the gym, and now he was low man with a bunch of girls. 
 
    They closed the gate and Sally leaned on it for a moment and watched cows’ butts waggle away. “You’re a good guy, Jimmy, but you fight all wrong.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I can tell you right now, without ever seeing your father, that he’s bigger than you. Probably six foot and a couple of hundred pounds. You a virgin?” 
 
    He avoided the question and blurted, “How’d you know? About my pop?” 
 
    “The way you move. You’re five foot six. You move like you would if you were six foot. Those shoes will help you out. But we need to do some other stuff, first. When you get your first real win with one of the girls I’ll fuck you.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    She grinned. Her lips were red in the dawn and her blue eyes scintillating. “I know. I said you weren’t going to get to dip your wick in me, but I like you, Jimmy. There’s two types of men women like. Some women like the bad boy. The guy who gets in trouble. The rebel. I’m sure you know a couple of those.” 
 
    He did. He knew Rex Benfield, who gloried in kicking his ass. 
 
    “The other kind is the soft kind. Mild, almost girlish. They don’t speak up a lot, but…but there’s something in those kind of men that attracts me. Truth, attracts most women. And, let’s face it, a soft man is better than a hard man, excluding the dick, of course. So, you beat Janice good, or one of the others, and I’ll take you out that night and take advantage of you.” 
 
    Jimmy just stared. 
 
    “Gives you something to work for, eh?” 
 
    He found himself nodding. 
 
    “Well, let’s go. You’ve done enough chores for your first day, and the girls are starting to work out again.” 
 
    Sally led him through the barn, past the girls, and into the chicken yard. A hundred chickens were cackling their protest against his presence. 
 
    “Okay, here’s the game. You chase down a chicken and put it through that square door right there.” She pointed at a door about six foot up the henhouse wall. 
 
    “This is like Rocky, isn’t it.” 
 
    “Yep. Old school.” 
 
    Jimmy quickly learned that the chickens didn’t want to cooperate. They went this way and that, scattered, screamed at him. And every once in a while a big, old rooster would fly through the air at him. 
 
    He slipped in the heels, and fell to slide through wet chickenshit. 
 
    He got up and tried again. He learned how fast and how quick he could move before the high heels gave way. 
 
    He learned to cut off corners and grab a chicken. 
 
    He learned how to use the heels to stop himself, though he nearly broke his ankles in the process. 
 
    He put his first chicken into the little door, and was blown away when that same chicken sauntered out of the hen house. 
 
    He looked into the house and blinked. The little door went into the chicken house, the chicken fluttered the floor and then simply walked out. 
 
    Talk about an exercise in frustration! 
 
    But he kept going, and he was learning. 
 
    He learned to anticipate the chickens reactions, when they would cut and run, and he learned how to be a step ahead of them. 
 
    Amazingly, the high heels began to work for him. they were like super cleats. they made sharp turns possible, and he learned how and when to dig his toes in. 
 
    After an hour Sally came for him, and laughed at the sight of his front covered with chicken shit. She led him back into the barn and called for a volunteer to train him.  
 
    There were none. 
 
    “What’s the matter, ladies? Are you scared?” 
 
    “We’re scared of getting his shit all over us.” 
 
    “You heard them, Jimmy. Off with the shirt and the pants.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Aren’t you glad you wear underwear? Now, come on. Get undressed.” 
 
    Jimmy was used to fighting in trunks, but this was different. And the girls were all grinning as they watched him.  
 
    “Come on, Jimmy. Show us what you got,” Janice snickered. 
 
    His face red, he pulled off his pants and shirt. All the chicken activity had made him limp, but now he started to get hard. 
 
    “Hey! He’s a grower, not a shower!” 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    “All right, girls. Nancy, work on his footwork. The rest of you, back to work.” 
 
    Nancy was a good looking girl, maybe a little older than the others. She was two inches taller than him, and twenty pounds heavier. She didn’t have large tits, and her weight was in her muscle. Still, she moved better than him. 
 
    “Okay, simple stepping drill. Remember, everything starts from the ground, so good footwork is important.” 
 
    For an hour he drilled, and his legs were about dead by then. Chasing the chickens, wearing the heels, the stepping drills…his legs felt like they were drunken noodles trying to do hand stands, which was all Nancy was waiting for. 
 
    “All right, fluster face. Let’s see if you learned anything.” She faced off against him. 
 
    He had, but his legs were too tired to show it. They circled, and she constantly moved in, slapped him, moved back. He tried to block, to pick off the jabs, and got nothing but a red face for his efforts. 
 
    Finally, Sally called a halt to the work out. “Time for lunch, girls.” 
 
    Everybody gave yells and the barn emptied out. Jimmy was the last one to leave the barn. Sally was waiting for him. 
 
    “How’d you do, lover.” 
 
    He answered honestly. “I’m tired and weak and I just can’t get ahead.” 
 
    She laughed. “Ain’t it the truth. No work out this afternoon. We have classes for the townies this evening. You’ll be an observer. But come see me after lunch and I’ll show you something.” 
 
    He nodded, and they headed in for lunch. 
 
      
 
    After lunch Sally took him up the second floor of the farmhouse. Midway down the hallway a cord hung from the ceiling. She pulled it and a trap door flopped down and some stairs unfolded. 
 
    They climbed the stairs and Jimmy found himself in a library. But not just any library. 
 
    “This has got just about every book ever written on the martial arts. Boxing, savate, kenpo, whatever, it’s here. In that room is a TV with a DVD player, and tons of video courses.” 
 
    Jimmy goggled. There was one other girl up there, and she was deep in a book on Bruce Lee. 
 
    Sally showed him the projector. “Some of the girls like this place, some don’t. To each their own. I’ll let you decide what you like.” 
 
    She left him there and he began browsing the material Books written in Chinese. Obscure out of print editions. Even some books taken off the net, printed, and put in three ring binders. 
 
    Then, the videos. Boxing fights. Karate instructionals. Even Youtube clips. 
 
    He was in heaven. If there was one thing he loved to do it was read. He spent the rest of the afternoon immersed, and they had to come remind him when dinner was ready. 
 
      
 
    The class was interesting that night. But it was also a let down. The people from town were a mixed bunch, including a couple of kids, and a helping of young men. 
 
    The kids wanted to play, and the men wanted to get the girls apart, and it was all a gentle exercise in how to control people who wanted to learn, but not if it cost them a bruise or two. 
 
    Still, he had a chance to watch Aunt Helen in action, and she was good. Real good. When she spoke everybody listened, and when she tapped somebody they blinked, then thanked her. 
 
    Still, give him the morning work outs with the girls any day. 
 
     
 
    The next day they let him off the high heels, but they made him wear a dress.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We want you to stretch,” was the answer. 
 
    “I can stretch in trunks, or sweats.” 
 
    “Too bad.” And he was stuck with wearing a dress. 
 
    It was sort of cool, actually, though it did tend to give him hard ons. He’d be moving bales of hay and suddenly realize his cock was standing up. 
 
    And, the girls seemed to have discovered he was a man. They kept cornering him, kissing him, and putting hand under his dress. 
 
    He realized that he was a commodity. These girls trained seven days a week, they took little time off, they didn’t see many men. 
 
    He walked the fence that day, and Jenny walked with him. She laughed at his skirt, but when they stopped to tack up a strand she took advantage of the moment to corner him, to press him against the fence and run a hand over his cock. 
 
    Jimmy wanted to go further. 
 
    “Nope,” she said, laughing, flushed, made all horny herself. “Sally said you don’t get fucked until you can actually defend yourself. 
 
    This just about killed Jimmy. He wanted to fuck in the worst possible way. The girls just kept teasing him, and kissing him, and putting their hands all over him. He needed a little relief. 
 
    He fought Janice again that afternoon, and he managed to make that advice from Aunt Helen work. She pulled a foot back, he dodged left, and he dug a hard fist into her rib cage. 
 
    “OOF!” she rolled back and rubbed her ribs and smiled. “Somebody’s been figuring things out.” Then she smacked him twice with jabs, but he managed to duck the haymaker. 
 
    Off to the side Sally nodded in satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    A week later the girls got up a little earlier. They were waiting for him when he woke up, and they grabbed him before he could get dressed and dragged him out to the center of the bunkhouse. 
 
    “Okay, Mr Big Balls, today we’re going to make you an honorary lady.” 
 
    “What?” he tried to ignore his cock sticking out. 
 
    The girls didn’t ignore it. They almost fought over who got to fondle it. 
 
    “Don’t let him squirt, girls,” cautioned Sally. “He still hasn’t beaten anybody.” 
 
    They put his hands on little tables and attached fake nails to his hands. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    They giggled. 
 
    “How am I supposed to do chores? How’ll I fight?” 
 
    “You’ll figure it out,” said Sally. 
 
    But if nails were bad, what they did to his face was worse. They cleaned him, primed him, put foundation on, and began coloring his eyes. Finally, they did his lips. 
 
    “Oh, sweet heysoos,” said Nancy. “I might let him beat me up.” 
 
    Which pissed Jimmy off, which anger caused the girls to laugh uproariously. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Jimmy,” said Sally. “Nobody’s going to give you a free ride.” 
 
    “You got to work for your rides around here,” Jenny exclaimed. 
 
    They dressed him in a dress, put high heels on him, and there he was.  
 
    “He’s passable for a girl,” mumbled Jenny. 
 
    “We oughta take him to town and see if the boys’ll pick him up.” 
 
    “I don’t think he’s soft enough to suck cock.” 
 
    “No, but he’s pretty soft.” 
 
    “All right, ladies. It’s time for chores.” 
 
    Jimmy had to milk cows, and with his fingernails extra long he had a hell of a time. If he wasn’t careful he poked one of the tits, and the cows mooed and stamped. It was the first day that he realized what it felt like to be slapped in the face with a tail. It hurt, and he quickly and intuitively learned to slap the strike of the tail. And that simple move, slapping the tail away before it could hit him, was going to prove invaluable in his self defense lessons. 
 
    Chores over, he headed for breakfast. He expected Aunt Sally to say something, but she just glanced at him, nodded, and served him an extra biscuit slathered with grape jelly. 
 
    The work out that day was the most interesting he had had. He was getting stronger from the hay bales, and he was getting quicker with his feet from chasing the chickens in high heels, and now he had to protect his hands and his face. He didn’t want to break a nail or mess up his make up. 
 
    He did drills, practiced self defense moves, and it came time to spar. 
 
    He was facing Janice once again, and for once, she wasn’t hitting him. He was so concerned with protecting face and nails that he moved his head and his body and managed to evade most of her strikes. And she only got a few in on his body. 
 
    When he did go on the defense he managed to hit her two for one. 
 
    But he was respectful. After he figured her out, and popped her a good one, he made sure he only hit her half hard. He realized that the girls had been doing this for him, and he did it for them. 
 
    The work out done, he walked across the yard to the farmhouse. 
 
    “Did you beat Janice?” Sally asked. 
 
    Jimmy was frozen. “Well, uh, yeah. I might’ve. I mean—“ 
 
    “It’s okay. You’re not one of these arrogant assholes. You did good, and we all saw you hit her two for one. And you showed great restraint. It you had used full power you would have hurt her. You’re coming along, City Slicker.” 
 
    He smiled. It was the first time that summer he had really smiled, and it felt good. 
 
    “And now, tonight, you’re going to get your fuck.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Anybody in particular you want? The girls all like you, they all want to be the first.” 
 
    He didn’t hesitate. “I love ‘em al. But I want you.” 
 
    “You make my day, lover,” she smiled. 
 
    But when they walked into the dining room Jimmy’s world fell apart. 
 
    “Have a seat, girls. Let’s do grace.” 
 
    Aunt Helen said a long prayer, mentioning everybody and asking for love for all. Then she reached Jimmy. “Thank you for blessing with this male. He has proved to be quite feminine in his heart.” And that was all. But then she lowered the boom. 
 
    “Jimmy,” Aunt Helen said, “I understand you held your own against Janice this morning.” 
 
    “I did okay,” Jimmy glanced around, suddenly a bit nervous. 
 
    “Janice says you whupped her fair and square.” 
 
    “Oh.”  
 
    Janice grinned at him and gave him a thumbs up. 
 
    “Now, it has come to my attention that these sex starved vixens have been planning to jump your bone.” 
 
    Jimmy froze, he suddenly felt like he was outside his body. 
 
    “Now, this here farm is not a baby factory. We don’t mind the young ‘uns, of course, but if you think you’re going to get your rocks off with my girls, and we’re going to risk a baby in our little paradise, you’re a bit mistaken. So I’m going to give you a choice.” 
 
    Jimmy’s mouth was slightly open as he stared at her. 
 
    “You can go home, or wear this.” She tossed a tube shaped like a cock, with a ring attached to it, onto the table. 
 
    The girls booed. 
 
    “Shut,” Aunt Helen snapped. 
 
    Instant quiet. 
 
    “So what’ll you do? What do you choose.” 
 
    Jimmy stared at the chastity device. he looked at Sally. She sighed and gave him a sad look. 
 
    He could go home, and never see any of these wonderful women again, or he could render himself unable to lose his virginity. 
 
    And he was so embarrassed… 
 
    He reached across the table and picked up the chastity tube. “I guess I’ve still got a lot to learn.” 
 
    The girls all sighed, like the air was let out of each and every one of them. 
 
    Jimmy excused himself, went into the other room and figured out how to put the thing on. He returned, dropped his drawers briefly so they could all see, and then sat down. 
 
    He had been about to lose his cherry to one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen, and now…he wanted to sob with frustration. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy still had six weeks to go, and he threw himself into the work outs. 
 
    The girls took him aside whenever they could. They commiserated, and wished, and kissed him, and felt his caged cock. 
 
    As the weeks passed he learned more and more. He could beat most of the girls, but not all, and not all the time. 
 
    He could milk the cows with nails on, catch the chickens with high heels on, and his face became harder and harder to hit. Heck, he even began to enjoy the feel of putting on make up in the morning. 
 
    His punches, and his ability to take a punch, grew and grew. Throw enough hay bales and muscles did, indeed, become dense and stringy. 
 
    His speed picked up, and he grew in ability. 
 
    He also grew in horniness. 
 
    Finally, he could stand it no more. He went to see Aunt Helen. 
 
    “Aunt Helen, I need relief. I feel like my balls are going to explode. This is torture. Can you let me out or an hour so I can…so I can…masturbate?” His face was redder than a sunburned chery. 
 
    Aunt Helen chuckled. “Nope. You’re in training. All those juices you’re trying to get rid of, they need to be channeled. You can’t just go out and spend your energy.” 
 
    “But I’m desperate.” 
 
    “Well, there is one thing we can do to relieve the pressure.” 
 
    “Anything!” 
 
    “Okay. We can do it tonight. But if I’m going to do this I need all the girls to watch.” 
 
    Jimmy had visions of himself squirting like a firehose, but to let the girls watch? That was…crazy! 
 
    But Aunt Helen said she wouldn’t do it, whatever it was, unless he agreed. “This is something every girl needs to know how to do. So by agreeing you’ll be helping out all these young ladies.” 
 
    He agreed. 
 
      
 
    That night, at nine o’clock, everybody gathered in the house. Aunt Sally pulled all the curtains, lit some candles, and the place took on a cozy feel. The girls were a bit puzzled, none of them knew what was going to happen, but they sat around and waited. 
 
    “Girls,” said Aunt Helen, “There’s something you need to learn. Jimmy has volunteered to help. Jimmy, up on the table. 
 
    Jimmy got up on the table on all fours. He was on a thick blanket, and he was naked. 
 
    “Sometimes you have to deny a man, make him wear a chastity tube like Jimmy’s. When that happens you can’t just ignore him. A man has needs, and you must make sure his pipes are in working order.” 
 
    She moved up next to Jimmy. She put a pan under his caged cock and snapped a glove on her hand. 
 
    She began to smooth lubricant into his asshole. 
 
    Jimmy tensed, then relaxed. The lube was cool and Aunt Sally’s fingers felt good. 
 
    “So you insert a finger or two into his ass, like this.” She pushed her fingers into Jimmy’s rectum and he gasped. 
 
    “Then you hook your fingers down, pointing at his manhood, and you feel for a little walnut shaped bump.” 
 
    She moved her fingers and Jimmy grunted. Man, it felt good. It was warm and electric and wonderful all at the same time. 
 
    “That bump is his prostate. When you massage the prostate it pushes semen up his shaft.” 
 
    Jimmy groaned. 
 
    “Jenny, you want to kiss Jimmy for a while? Help him relax? The rest of you girls, come take a look. If you feel like it, put on a glove and I’ll let you feel his prostate.” 
 
    Jimmy knelt, and finger after finger went up his heinie, felt his prostate. He began to feel like he was going to pee. 
 
    “Stroke his balls like this and it’ll help. Nancy, take over the kissing. You’re doing good, Jimmy.” 
 
    “I’m going to pee,” he blurted. 
 
    “That’s okay. We’ve got a pan down here. We’ll catch your pee. 
 
    Jimmy began to pee. Fingers pushed on his prostrate. Soft lips helped him along. 
 
    Jimmy heard the pee hit the pan, but it sounded a little weird. And he felt like the pee was coming out in a long string with little chunks. 
 
    “That’s boy. Almost done. There we go.” 
 
    Finally, all fingers were removed from his ass and he sagged. 
 
    “He’s going to feel a bit lethargic, very happy and loosy goosy. You girls want to take him back to the bunkhouse and put him to bed?” 
 
    Minutes later, escorted by a half a dozen beautiful women, Jimmy was put into his own bunk. Shortly he was asleep. And his dreams were most happy.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “You’re just going to get your ass handed to you.” Fred said to Jimmy. “You haven’t worked out all summer, and you want to go after Rex Benfield? Do you know how hard he’s been training? The guy’s an animal!” 
 
    “Got to jump back in the game sometime,” murmured Jimmy, hitting his gloves together. 
 
    On the other side of the ring Rex glanced over. His smiled was twisted in delight. He was going to do a beat down this twerp would never forget. 
 
    “Look, Jimmy. You don’t have to do this. He’s bigger, he’s stronger.” 
 
    “Hey, Pop?” 
 
    Fred looked at his son. 
 
    “Shut.” 
 
    Fred blinked. 
 
    DONG! 
 
    Jimmy turned and advanced to the center of the ring. 
 
    Rex sauntered like he knew he was going to win. The dozen people all outside the ring knew he was going to win, too. 
 
    They touched gloves, and Rex sailed in a haymaker that would have taken Jimmy’s head off. But Jimmy had chased chickens while wearing high heels. He darted to the side. 
 
    Rex stomped after him, whistled one right towards Jimmy’s face. 
 
    But Jimmy had learned to protect his make up, and he slipped the punch and circled to the side. He was waiting. 
 
    It took three or four go arounds before Rex did it, but just like a girl in a barn some months before, he pulled a foot back, shot the other one forward, and…Jimmy moved left instead of right, and he sank his hay bale muscled fist into Rex’s side. It was a brutal shot, delivered with all of Jimmy’s weight. Rex crumbled to all fours. He couldn’t breath. He gasped. He expected Jimmy to drop a bomb on him, but when he looked up Jimmy just had his hand out. 
 
    Rex slapped his hand away and got up. He was wobbly, but he was game. Just because he dished it out didn’t mean he couldn’t take it. 
 
    He circled Jimmy, and Jimmy, full of confidence, merely stepped, rocked back and forth, and timed the bigger man. 
 
    Rex delivered a series of jabs and followed it with a right uppercut. 
 
    Jimmy slapped and slipped, and rolled away from the uppercut. When Rex came around to deliver his punch Jimmy stopped him with a jab to the face, a kick to the belly, and then, all his weight, all his hay bale muscles, right from the ground, he launched a MOAP. Mother Of All Punches. 
 
    Rex was out before he hit the ground, and he stayed out. 
 
    Jimmy returned to his corner. Fred was standing there with an open mouth. 
 
    “I’m not interested in training anymore, Pop.” In his mind he was very interested. But not here. He wanted to train at Aunt Helen’s farm. 
 
    Fred shook his head and watched his son walk out of the gym. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy walked into the house. “Hey, Mom.” 
 
    “How’d you do?” 
 
    “Pretty good. I told Pop I wasn’t interested in training any more.” 
 
    “How’d he take it?” 
 
    “Probably not well. But…” he shrugged. 
 
    “I got a letter from Aunt Helen today.” 
 
    Jimmy turned and smiled. “How is she?” 
 
    “She’s fine, and…she told me about…about that thing you’re wearing.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “And she sent me the key.” 
 
    “Now you better follow her instructions. Just like you told me. Do whatever Aunt Helen wants.” 
 
    Jimmy’s mother smiled and nodded. “I will. She, uh, she also told me about this draining thing you need once a month.” 
 
    “Are you okay with that?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mom. You’re the greatest.” 
 
    He kissed his mother’s cheek and went upstairs to his room. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    His Punishment was 
 
    Forced Feminization! 
 
    Emasculated and feminized because of love! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    John was sitting in a bar, waiting for his girlfriend. He was sitting at the back of the booth, feet up on the bench, listening to the music and sipping a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    The band was good, the crowd was alive, and he let the good feelings wash over him. 
 
    A shadow moved to the right in front of him and slid into the other bench. 
 
    He straightened up, squinted against the light and saw a narrow woman. Not much in the way of boobs. Strict make up and haircut. A business suit. She wouldn’t be bad looking if she smiled. 
 
    “Hello, John.” 
 
    John sat up. “And you are?” 
 
    “Emmie’s mother.” 
 
    He was silent. She looked around. She was arrogant. She lit a cigarette and looked over the burning end at him. Her eyes were predatory. 
 
    “Emmie won’t be coming.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Emmie had told him about her mother. Nobody pleased her. She ripped up every boyfriend Emmie had had and discarded them. 
 
    Mrs. Schofield smoked her cigarette and they studied each other. 
 
    He tried…he had to try… “I love your daughter.” 
 
    If anything, she raised here head and looked further down her nose at him. 
 
    “I’ll give you ten thousand dollars to walk out. Right now. Go away. Never be seen again.” 
 
    He met her gaze levelly. “Don’t you care about your daughter’s happiness?” 
 
    “My daughter will inherit everything, and I don’t expect her to waste it on a peasant.” 
 
    She was the kind of woman who thought everybody was a peasant. 
 
    “So…what? You’re going to choose her husband for her?” 
 
    “If necessary.” 
 
    “An arranged marriage. Without regard for feelings, happiness…love?” 
 
    She gave a delicate snort, picked a piece of tobacco off her tongue. “Whatever I choose…it will not include you.” 
 
    “I think that will be up to her.” 
 
    “No, Mr. Hunter. It is up to me.” 
 
    “I told Emmie I would do everything I could to get along with you.” 
 
    She curled her lip. 
 
    “But at this point it looks like you’re not willing to get along with me.” 
 
    She said nothing. Merely looked at him like he was a mound of shit she had stepped in. 
 
    “It was nice meeting you, Mrs. Schofield.” Not. “Maybe some day we’ll see each other again.” 
 
    “I would like you to come with me.” 
 
    He tilted his head. “And why?” 
 
    “Because I wish to talk with you and Emmie together. I would like to settle this once and for all.” 
 
    John had severe misgivings at this point. There was just something about Mrs. Emily Schofield that screamed ‘don’t trust me!’ 
 
    The problem was that he loved Emmie, and he really had to do everything in his power to get along with his future mother-in-law. 
 
    “And where would we be going?” he enquired politely. 
 
    “To Schofield Mansion. Emmie is already there. She agreed to this meeting.” 
 
    John was caught now. If she was there and he didn’t show up, then she would know that he wasn’t really trying. 
 
    “You may ride with me. I’ll have my man bring you back when we’re done.” 
 
    “And if Emmie decides to stay with me?” 
 
    “She won’t.” Not when I’m done with you. 
 
    “But what if she does. Will you stand out of our way?” 
 
    The older lady leaned forward slightly. She stubbed her cigarette out and lifted one arched eyebrow. 
 
    “If Emmie decides you are worth wasting her life on then I will not stand in her way.” 
 
    Against all his instincts John gave a nod. 
 
    Mrs. Emily Schofield stood up and marched towards the exit. 
 
    John put some bills on the table and followed her. 
 
    The night was cool. The parking lot was full, but her limousine was idling in front of the bar. Her chauffeur opened the door for her. She slithered into the back seat and slid across the bench to make room for him.  
 
    John glanced at the chauffeur, he was a tough looking fellow, lots of muscles under the monkey suit, but he didn’t even glance at John. 
 
    John entered the limo and sat across from her. 
 
    The chauffeur closed the door, got in the front seat, and the car started moving. 
 
    “When did you first meet my daughter, Mr. Hunter?” 
 
    No reason not to talk. “A friend introduced us.” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “There was an instant attraction. We ended up talking all night. We were so into each other we were surprised when the sun came up. We saw each other the next night, and the next, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    “You moved into her apartment.” 
 
    “It was better than mine,” he admitted. 
 
    “And you fucked her.” 
 
    He blinked. Her crude manner was a slap in the face, but Emmie had told him how she could be. 
 
    “We made love,” he corrected her. 
 
    She studied him, no emotion. After a minute she turned to the bar on the side of the limo. She reached forward and picked up a bottle. Bourbon. She put ice in a glass, poured the bourbon into the glass, then popped a Coke and filled the glass the rest of the way. 
 
    She held it out to him. 
 
    He took it, held it, and watched her.  
 
    She hesitated, then made herself a drink. Except the bottle of bourbon was now empty. She lifted it up and a single drop came out. She put the bottle aside and reached to the cabinet under the bar. She brought out a fresh bottle and peeled the seal, then wiggled the cork out.  
 
    It was WhistlePig Boss Hog Bourbon VII: Magellan's Atlantic. $850 a bottle. Not your normal swill. 
 
    She poured a shot into a glass and sipped it straight. 
 
    She knew he liked bourbon and Coke. She probably looked down on him for ruining bourbon with Coke.  
 
    He sipped, and the cold liquid turned to fire in his throat, slid down his gullet and splashed into his belly. Fuck. That was good. He took another sip. 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    They watched each other, playing cat and mouse, but who was the cat and who was the mouse still remained to be answered. 
 
    “What are your prospects?” 
 
    Such a question indicated he might actually be making headway. “My family makes bathroom fixtures. I intend to expand when I take over the business.” 
 
    “And your family is fine with this?” 
 
    “My father is all in favor of this. I’ve worked the business since I was a kid. I told Pop my plans before I went to college.” 
 
    “So you are going to marry my daughter and she will live with you as you expand bathroom fixtures.” 
 
    The way she stated it, cold, impersonal, arrogant, snooty…man, she really thought he was the scum of the earth. 
 
    “We’ve discussed this a bit. We both recognize that she may have duties, but…we’re pretty liquid. We both want each other to be happy.” 
 
    “I’ll give you a million dollars over what your business is worth.” 
 
    He blinked. His price was going up. 
 
    “First, it is a family business, and I like it, and I discuss all business decisions with my Mom and Pop. Second, I would discuss such a proposition with Emmie. Third, I’m not interested.” 
 
    “You’re not interested because…?” 
 
    “Because you can’t put a price on love. Because there is betrayal in such a situation, and I would never betray Emmie. Third…” he hesitated. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “To be honest, the way you treat me, look down on me…I don’t like you. And maybe you do business with people you don’t like, but I don’t.” 
 
    She nodded. She sipped. 
 
    Later he would realize that sipping was like yawning. One person yawns and the person watching him yawns. She was taking a drink, and he was unconsciously following along. He sipped. 
 
    Outside the limo the night was passing like a breeze. Shapes slid by. The road rolled underneath them. 
 
    They sipped. 
 
    When the car rolled onto the Schofield mansion grounds John was unconscious. The empty glass fell from his hand as he slumped to the side and laid on the bench seat. 
 
    Mrs; Schofield smiled. She placed her own glass on the sidebar and flicked the intercom. 
 
    “Take him to the basement, Henry.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” the chauffeur answered. 
 
    The car stopped, her door was opened and she strode up the shallow stairs and into the house. Behind her Henry pulled John’s body out of the limo, threw it over his shoulder, and followed. 
 
     
 
    When one regains consciousness, after being drugged, he first stares at the world, then realizes he is staring at the world, then realizes it is him staring at the world. 
 
    Then John realized he was lying on a cold, hard cement floor. 
 
    And, though there was little light, just a gloom, he was in a basement. 
 
    He moved, and his head hurt. Another side effect of being drugged. 
 
    He lay, felt the cold on his bare flesh—realized he was naked—and slowly the headache waned. Or perhaps he just grew strong enough to put it aside and endure. 
 
     He sat up. He leaned against a wall and looked at his ankles. Metal bands around his ankles with a chain leading back to the wall. 
 
    He looked at his wrists. Metal bands and chains. This time the chains led upward to a the junction of the ceiling and the wall. 
 
    It was cool in the basement, but not cold. 
 
    There was a slight feel of moving air brushing over him. Must be air conditioning somewhere. 
 
    He inspected his body. He was unmarked. Just naked. Nobody had stolen a kidney, nor castrated him. He was okay. Except for being chained in a basement in a mad woman’s house. 
 
    At least, he assumed he was in Emily Schofield’s basement. That was where they had been going. Of course, she might have turned around when he passed out, but he doubted it. She was too arrogant, and she could modify her mansion as she wished without anybody knowing. 
 
    He wondered how many other people had been in this basement. How many competitors? How many suitors for her daughter’s hand? How many people she just plain didn’t like? 
 
    “Hello?” he tried. His voice was cracked, but it worked. He didn’t bother saying anything more. 
 
    His headache lessening, he pushed himself up against the wall and regained his feet. He wavered. His head pounded a couple of times, then the throbbing receded. 
 
    He could barely make out the dimensions of the room. Eight feet wide, by twelve feet long, eight feet to the ceiling. 
 
    Now closer to where the chains were connected to the ceiling, he peered in the darkness and inspected them. 
 
    The chains went into little holes. There was no eyebolt he could try digging at, if he could reach that high. 
 
    He looked at the chains where they went into the juncture of the floor and the wall. Same thing. No way to pick at or chip at the chains. 
 
    Of course, how long would it take a fingernail to pick at cement before he could pull out a twelve inch eyebolt? 
 
    He stood, and breathed, and the air wasn’t bad. It wasn’t moldy or stinky like an old basement might be. 
 
    Finally, nothing to do, he sat down. His buns felt the cold floor again, but that was okay. He could stand it for a while, shift position, stand it for a while more, shift position…the only question was how long were they going to leave him down here. 
 
    The answer was a long time. 
 
      
 
    How do you tell time when there are no clocks? No windows to see the sun or moon? How do you tell time when there is nothing but the ticking of your own heart? 
 
    Hours passed. It was an existence bolstered only by the fact that he had a body. If there had been no light he wouldn’t even have had that. 
 
    But, at last, he heard a noise. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. He was starved, and starved for human contact. He needed to re-establish that there was a world outside this cool room. 
 
    Footsteps. Taking their time. And a squeak. Squeak. Squeak. 
 
    Light came on in the room outside the basement. His eyes were so used to no light that he had to cover them with a hand and blink his way to seeing anything. 
 
    A wall across from the open doorway. A wall like the one he was chained to. 
 
    “Hello?” he tried again. Swallowing. Trying to get his voice back to normal. 
 
    A cart appeared in the doorway. Rolling past. Then hands, wrists, arms, and…a person. 
 
    It was the chauffeur.  
 
    John stopped saying hello. 
 
    On the cart was a tray. On the tray was food, and it smelled delicious. The chauffeur…Henry, that was his name…picked up the tray and brought it into the cell. He placed it just out of John’s reach, then pushed it forward. 
 
    He returned to the cart, picked up a bucket and brought it in. He placed it just out of reach and pushed it forward. 
 
    A six pack of bottled water, Kirkland. Somebody went shopping at Costco. He tossed the six pack to John’s feet. 
 
    “Hey,” John said. 
 
    Henry didn’t even look at him. He returned to the cart and wheeled it away. 
 
    The meal was spinach stuffed salmon in garlic butter. A delicacy. It was still warm and it tasted incredible. No prisoner ever had a meal like this. Of course he only had his fingers, no utensils, but that was okay. He was hungry and thirsty. 
 
    He ate, savoring every last bite, then washed his hands with a bit of bottled water. Washed them over the bucket. Drank a whole bottle of water. And five minutes later had to pee. 
 
    He pushed the tray away and lay down. He felt okay. He felt the lassitude that a good, rich meal brings, but that was okay. 
 
    He slept. 
 
    Awoke to gloom. 
 
    Counted seconds. Counted his heartbeat. Seconds were an imagination, a made up invention of time. Heartbeats, now there was a reality. 
 
    He slept. 
 
    Awoke to a bit of hall light and the sound of wheels turning. 
 
    “Hello?” Was that desperation in his voice? 
 
    Henry brought in Beef Wellington. Gordon Ramsey’s signature dish. He replaced the bucket. He took out empty bottles and plastic wrapper and tossed in another six pack of bottled water. 
 
    He left. 
 
    The light went out. 
 
    John ate, using his fingers, in the dark. He washed his hands. He slept. 
 
    He awoke. 
 
    And so on. 
 
      
 
    John estimated a week had passed. Seven exotic, gourmet meals. One meal a day. Just enough to keep him going. Not enough to get him fat, no matter how little he worked out. Not that he worked out. 
 
    Seven days, and the lights went on. 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    The lights in his cell went on and he covered his face and blinked. He heard the high heels enter his cell and stop. He opened and closed his eyes and slowly vision came to him. 
 
    Emily Schofield stood framed in the doorway. She was wearing a suit with the pencil skirt. Slender, it made her look skinny. Her face was still narrow and her make up strict. She scrutinized him with held closed eyes. Arrogant eyes. Satisfied eyes. 
 
    “Hello, John.” 
 
    “Hello, Emily.” He mocked her name, but she didn’t care. If anything, a subtle smile appeared on her thin lips. 
 
    “Are the accommodations to your liking?” 
 
    “I’ve had better.” 
 
    She looked at the plastic wrapper with two water bottles still snagged in it. She took note of the spots on the floor left by eating in the dark. She glanced at the bucket and sniffed. 
 
    “My. You are the tidy, little animal, aren’t you.” Not a question. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “No doubt you are wondering when you’re going to get out of here.” 
 
    “Had crossed my mind.” 
 
    “I entertained myself with the idea that perhaps I should just keep you here forever. I could, you know. But that would be tedious for Henry, feeding you is not his favorite task, and it would be a waste of food. 
 
    “You would live to an old age, maybe I could turn you loose when you are old and feeble, toothless, and laugh as you went out into a world you no longer recognized.” 
 
    “But you are much too generous for that,” John commented. 
 
    “Much. Much.” She smiled. 
 
    John waited while she enjoyed his misery. Studied him for the effects of her words. 
 
    “And the fact that kidnapping is frowned upon by normal human beings doesn’t bother you.” 
 
    “Why, John! I am not kidnapping you. I am seeing to your creature comforts.” She grinned. She was getting so much fun out of this. 
 
    He waited some more, and she finally got tired of silently gloating and said, “I have given much thought to how I should dispose of you. I could have all your limbs broken and leave you on the street like a piece of garbage. But that is so blasé. I am not the Mafia, after all.” 
 
    “Oh, certainly not,” he gave a half sneer. 
 
    “I thought of various punishments, ways of dealing with you, and I finally came up with a doozy. I decided that I would make the ultimate statement. I would transform you into a woman.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s perfect, you see. My daughter, in spite of any accusations you might make, would have a difficult time believing such a bizarre plot. And there would go any attraction you might have for her. She would certainly not wish to be held in the arms of a woman. She would never want to be a …a Lesbian. She actually gave a shiver at the thought. 
 
    John wondered if she knew that Emmie actually had Lesbian friends, and didn’t care one hoot or another as to a person’s sexual preferences. 
 
    Oh, she had her own preferences, but she was not biased or prejudiced in any way. 
 
    Still, the plot, as Mrs. Schofield described it, was insidious, and even if it didn’t work all the way, it would work sufficient to ruin his life. 
 
    “Kidnapping, illegal operations, against the will of the ‘patient,’ I might add, mutilation. Have I left anything out?” 
 
    “Oh, tut tut.” she waved a hand dismissively. She smiled. “So, I bid you good bye, John. Or perhaps I should say Joan. I shant see you again, and if I do it would be way too soon. Enjoy your life as a woman.” 
 
    She turned and walked out of the cell. 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    John yelled out, “Fuck you!” 
 
    Which was responded to with a titter of a laugh. 
 
    The lights went out and he was alone once again. 
 
      
 
    For several days the routine continued. Henry brought gourmet dishes in, saw to his water and bucket, and nothing was said. 
 
    Time was passing, however, and John’s day of reckoning was approaching. 
 
    On the fifth day after his meeting with Emily Schofield Henry brought in Texas Roadhouse Prime Rib. Baked potato on the side, smothered in butter and Prime Rib drippings. It was the best meal he had had. It was a mouth watering avalanche of flavor. 
 
    He ate the whole thing. Licked the plate. Ate the potatoes, pushing them into the grease left on the plate. He slurped and gulped, and pushed the plate aside. Then, as usual after a big, rich meal, he felt that familiar feeling of lassitude. He lay on the floor, yawned, and actually smiled, then went to sleep. 
 
     
 
    He dreamed of being moved, and realized it wasn’t a dream. He was being moved. The bracelets were undone, he was lifted to a gurney, and pushed out of the cell. 
 
    The lights were on and he watched the ceiling pass. The gurney, like the food tray, had a squeaky wheel. He listened to it. 
 
    Squeak, squeak, squeak. 
 
    He was unable to move. His body retched. 
 
    “Turn him on his side.” 
 
    He was turned, but nothing came up. 
 
    “False alarm, doctor.” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    He was turned back on his back. 
 
    It was bright in this new location, wherever it was, and a face appeared above his, blotting out the light. 
 
    The face was of a man around fifty. A lined face, a grey goatee. Glasses. No, not glasses, those magnifying type lenses that medical people wear when they are operating. 
 
    His eyelids were pulled up and a light shone in his eyes. A pencil light. 
 
    His ears were looked into, his nose. he was getting a complete exam. 
 
    He felt something being pushed into his arm. A needle. No, not a needle, like a syringe, but a needle for intravenous feeding. No more prime rib for him.  
 
    He would have giggled but his mouth was asleep. 
 
    His mind was not asleep. It watched, it recorded, it was interested. 
 
    But he was too drugged to be alarmed. 
 
    “Okay, time to get to work. Let’s take out a rib or two. That will give him more skin for his breasts.” 
 
    He felt his body being opened. Not a lot. Modern medicine the procedures are not as evasive as they once were. He felt something sawing inside him. he wanted to say ‘ada be ada be…that’s all folks,’ but his voice was asleep. 
 
    He saw a nurse moving around him. 
 
    “What’d you give him, Doc?” 
 
    “Midazolam.” 
 
    “Versed?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The other side of his belly, the sawing feeling. 
 
    It will help decrease the patient’s memory of this procedure.  
 
    John caught a glimpse of the nurse’s face. She was smiling, appreciating the doctor’s cleverness. 
 
    He realized then that he would remember. For whatever reason, he was out…but he was awake. Awake inside a slumbering body. And he would remember. He would remember everything. 
 
    “Okay, ribs out, he is going to have a very small waist.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean ‘she?’” 
 
    “I stand corrected.” He chuckled. “Shall we put in the implants?” 
 
    “Oh, these are big.” 
 
    “Yes, they are. Mrs. Schofield’s orders. Male him into a bimbo. 
 
    John knew an incision was being made beneath his pectoral muscle. He could feel the knife, fortunately not the pain, then he felt fingers inside his chest. 
 
    “Here we go…yep….uh huh…” 
 
    The fingers were out, but big, plastic bags were in.  
 
    “Are you ready to pump in the silicone?” 
 
    “Ready. Let me just…there we go.” 
 
    John heard a machine start up. He felt pressure in his chest as it swelled and grew. 
 
    “Oh, Lord. He is big!” 
 
    “Yes he is. He’s got good skin, but that’s all he can take. Let’s do the other one. 
 
    John felt the pump being detached from one implant, attached to the other. 
 
    “You know, he really is quite lucky. He’ll have almost no scars, bruising will disappear in a few days, and he will be larger than the old implants could have made him.” 
 
    The sound of the pump starting up again, the pressure in his chest grew. 
 
    The nurse oohed and awed, moved around, checked his vitals. She looked into his eye and he saw her big, baby blues. Up close. 
 
    She backed up. “He’s still out.” 
 
    “Will be for hours. Okay. I’m going to removed the tube…” The sound of the pump stopped, the doctor fiddled with something at the bottom of John’s breast, then all hands were off him. 
 
    “Well, that was successful. Shall we have some coffee?” 
 
    John lay on the table and listened as the doctor and the nurse had coffee. Interestingly, even though they were out of his range of vision—his eyes were pointed up and closed, and they were off to the side at a little table—he could see them. 
 
    He was out of his body. 
 
    He watched them add sugar and cream. He watched them sip. He watched them push little sugar cookies into their mouths. He listened to them as they chatted, chuckled, talked about how much money they were going to get for this little operation. 
 
    Even in his out of body condition, apart from considerations for the things of the world, he appreciated how much money they were going to make. Mrs. Schofield was spending a lot of money on him. 
 
    They finished their break and got back to work. 
 
    “Okay, time to round him out down below.” 
 
    The doctor put inserts in his buttocks to make his ass rounder. That was an easy one after the ribs and the tits. 
 
    “Are you going to put permanent make up on him?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    The doctor had the nurse pull his lips out and hold them. He made little cuts and stitched them up. “His lips will rival Angelina Jolie’s.” 
 
    “Can you tattoo them right now? After making them so large?” 
 
    “Not a problem. I’m using good ink, when the swelling goes down they’ll be plump, red and oh so delicioso. 
 
    After they did John’s lips the doctor began tattooing eye liner around his eyes. John sat inside his eyeballs, his sleeping eyeballs, and watched the needle going in and out, depositing minute amounts of ink under his skin. 
 
    “He’s going to be so beautiful,” the nurse said. “And he’ll never have to put on make up. Sometimes I think I should get my face done this way.” 
 
    “You should. Heck, I know a doctor who works cheap.” 
 
    They both chuckled. 
 
    “All right. He’s got sexy, sultry eyes now. What’s left?” 
 
    “The eyebrows.” 
 
    “Of course. I’ll use a long lasting depilatory, we can make them arch up like pretty little moons.” 
 
    The nurse giggled. 
 
    “All right. Now, the final step in this procedure.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    It’s the latest in fat injections. Sort of like liposuction in reverse. I’ll be putting very small amounts of fat into his face. Since it’s his fat it won’t dissolve, it’ll bond.” 
 
    “What’s it going to do?” 
 
    “I can hide male angularity, change his facial structure into something more feminine.” 
 
    For a long time there was no talking. John saw the doctor move around his face, inject needles, squirt incredible small amounts of liquid—his fat, apparently taken from his butt when they put in the hip implants—into his face. 
 
    Finally, they stepped back. The nurse took a series of pictures. The doctor poured a couple of flutes of champagne, and they toasted John. 
 
    “Some of the finest work I’ve ever done,” he announced, sipping the  liquid. 
 
    “She’s beautiful, Doc. I hope she appreciates what an artist you are.” 
 
    “She should.” 
 
    They drank some more. Somewhere in their John’s mind stopped recording. He stopped watching and went to sleep. Real sleep. 
 
      
 
    They rolled John back to his cell, reattached the bracelets, and left him. 
 
    John slumbered. And awoke. 
 
    He was sore all over. He felt like he had run a marathon. In essence, he had. A medical marathon. 
 
    He groaned, and knew he was in his cell. 
 
    And he remembered everything that had been done to him. 
 
    Those first moments of consciousness, as awareness of his plight filtered through his mind, were a saga in fear, terror, panic, despair, rage, and a desire to kill himself. 
 
    Oddly, the one thing that seemed to reduce this chaos in his mind was the fact that he was sleeping on a blanket. 
 
    Maybe they felt he needed some softness after the operation, maybe to aid in the healing process, or maybe somebody felt sorry for him, or maybe they just made a mistake. But, whatever, he was on a blanket, and the floor wasn’t cold. 
 
    Slowly the emotions settled. He came to himself enough to realize that he wanted to live. He looked around. 
 
    He was fuzzy, but he wasn’t hurting as from a headache. That was the Versed. 
 
    But why could he remember? 
 
    Because the drug affected his body, and his brain, but when you think about it the mind isn’t part of the body or the brain. The mind is just a bunch of memories that a person carries around with him. 
 
    So he remembered. 
 
    He remembered the doctor and the nurse. 
 
    More important, he remembered Henry and Mrs. Schofield. 
 
    And he began thinking, really thinking, about what he was going to do when they let him go. 
 
    He had to come up with a plan. 
 
     
 
    Days passed. The swelling and bruising from his operations went away, and John was able to inspect his new body. 
 
    It was sexy, that was for sure. His breasts were large and the nipples pushed out. His waist was tiny, and his hips flared out into a perfectly round ass. 
 
    He didn’t have a mirror, so he couldn’t see his face, but he could feel the differences. Where bone had predominated it was now fleshy, pudgy, and curvy. 
 
    His lips felt monstrous, even when the swelling went down they were big. 
 
    Most interesting was the fact that he still had a penis. It, and his balls, were small. Very shrunken. They must have given him one of those chemicals used to castrate prisoners. His dick just hung there, full feeling, but no erection. He held it, and flopped it back and forth in his hand. It felt good, but…it was void of muscle. No hard on…no boner. A limp, little minnow. 
 
    He wondered what life was going to be like as a girl. It was obvious that he was not going to be able to live like a man. 
 
    He would have to get money and redo his legal paperwork. Driver’s License, insurance, whatever, were going to have to be changed to show him as a girl. 
 
    What kind of a job could he get? 
 
    What about learning about clothes? 
 
    How could he even comb his hair? 
 
    It was bleak, but, good side, it was problems. And a man with problems to solve is a man alive. 
 
    A week later he went to sleep after eating, and he didn’t wake up in the cell.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    John groaned. He knew he had been drugged again. Fuck. What now? He sat, and realized he was sitting, and that was good. What was he sitting in? 
 
    After a moment he opened his eyes. 
 
    He was in his own car. A Toyota Camry. He had just finished paying it off, and he still had lots of miles on it. 
 
    He saw further, through the windshield, and realized his car was in a parking lot. 
 
    He let the images of reality flutter through his eyeballs and waited for recognition to occur. 
 
    It was the same bar he had met Mrs. Emily Schofield at long ago. 
 
    He shifted his position, and felt constrained, confined. He tilted his head down and looked a this body. Those big boobs were now covered by a yellow dress. A conservative dress. He sat up straight and realized what was confining him. A bra. And a tummy shaper. And nylons. Somebody had dressed him. 
 
    They had even given him long, red fingernails. Fuck. 
 
    Dressed him and put him in his car. The keys were in the ignition. 
 
    After being prisoner for weeks, maybe months, he lurched and kickstarted his body into motion. He had to move. He had to…what did he have to do? 
 
    He straightened up. Drugs were leaving his body. He looked in the rear view mirror and gasped. His eyes were round in surprise, and had long, curled lashes. His lips were red, and they were big. Real big. The swelling had gone down and they were still this big. Holy fuck! 
 
    His hair was coiffed. They must have put extensions on him, unless they had kept him prisoner so long his hair had grown down to his shoulders. 
 
    He lifted his dress and looked at his tummy shaper. His cock lay behind it, useless, but no bump in his panties, or dress. 
 
    Minutes passed while he took inventory of his senses. Everything seemed to work. The drugs were more of a memory than a problem now. 
 
    He reached forward and turned the key. 
 
    Vroom! 
 
    Everything worked. 
 
    He sighed. Time to get going. 
 
     
 
    First he called his parents. Man, that was a conversation he wished he didn’t have to have.  
 
    “Mom, I’m coming home. I know I haven’t been around. I’ll tell you all about it. But there’s something you have to know before I come home.” Pause. “I’m now a girl.” 
 
    He listened to the exclamations, he tried to calm his mother. He finally got her calmed down and promised to be home in an hour. 
 
    He called his father. Same situation, same emotions, but without the tears and recriminations. He asked his father to meet him at home in an hour and he would explain. 
 
     
 
    Second, he went home. He endured the tears and the anger and all the other emotions. Finally, he got them to listen, and he told them the truth. 
 
    “You need to sue that bitch,” his father growled. 
 
    “There’s no evidence. There’s no proof. She’ll have a busload of lawyers and…we don’t have enough money to fight that.” 
 
    “But the publicity! Surely she won’t want all that publicity.” 
 
    “I don’t want that publicity,” John said. 
 
    “Oh, honey. I still love you. We love you. What are you going to do?” his mother asked. 
 
    John nodded. “I’ll figure things out. I won’t be working for a while while I do this, can you handle the company without me? For a while?” 
 
    “Not a problem. You know I can.” 
 
    “Okay. Then I’ll need enough to live on, and I’ll call you every week, but there’s things I need to do to come to grips with this, and I need to come up with a plan to handle Mrs. Schofield.” 
 
    “What about Emmie?” 
 
    Yes. What about Emmie? “I don’t know. I’ll probably call her, and…I don’t know. Right now I’m concerned with other things. Besides, do you really think Emmie will want to be with me when I’m like this?” 
 
    He held his hands out to indicate his body. 
 
    His mother started crying again. His father was crying, but his knuckles were white.  
 
    “Just don’t let me near that bitch,” he snarled. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Pop. I want first crack.” 
 
      
 
    Third, he went back to the bar he had been taken from and looked for a room to rent. He found one in a sleazy motel just a block over from the bar. 
 
    He bought a computer and began researching. He researched basic things like how to put on make up, how to choose dresses, how to buy shoes, and so on.  
 
    He spent a lot of time surfing trans sites. They were men who learned how to be women, and they had some invaluable advice. How to walk, how to talk, little make up tricks, and so on. 
 
    He went shopping, and he endured all the humiliation and mortification, and he asked women how to be women. 
 
    They gave him the strangest looks, but they helped him. He learned about bras, how to size them, how to put them on, which ones to wear in which situations. 
 
    He learned about dresses and all the strange things that people had to go through to make a garment with cones on the chest fit properly. It was more than the internet had told him, but everything made sense once he had enough information. 
 
    He began to live as a woman. 
 
     
 
    Fourth, he looked for the doctor and the nurse.  
 
    He visited doctors and had check ups. He found that he had been given a massive dose of estrogen, which was probably why he was losing a bit of weight. His body was really looking girlish now. 
 
    He asked doctors about middle aged doctors with goatees who performed sex changed operations, breast implants, cosmetic surgery, and so on. 
 
    He surfed the net looking for doctors who fit the bill for the one who had done what he had done to him. 
 
    One day he came home from shopping and discovered his room had been broken into. He smiled. They were still watching him, so they were worried about him.  
 
    Fortunately he had two computers. 
 
    One computer he did his work on, the other one he connected to the internet…and erased his history every day. And reconfigured his computer every week. 
 
    They had probably hacked into his internet computer easily. And they had seen a bogus series of searches: jobs for women, how to wear clothes, how to get a new driver’s license. 
 
    The other computer, an apple mini, he carried with him. Right in his purse. And he never let go of that purse. He hooked it up to the internet and did his real work on that, then deleted history and disconnected it. 
 
    But, he couldn’t have people breaking in on him. Then he thought about it and realized he would have to. As long as they thought they knew what he was doing they wouldn’t look harder. 
 
    So he sighed, and resigned himself to a life of constant invasion. 
 
      
 
    Fifth, he signed up for martial arts lessons. And he bought a gun. 
 
    The gun was problematic, as he had to get his license changed first, but he managed to make that happen. He bought a lady’s gun. A pink Glock G42. One inch thick, carries nine rounds of generic, easy to buy ammunition. He got a concealed carry permit and carried it on his side, next to his large tit, ready for a quick draw. 
 
    The martial arts were not problematic. At first. 
 
    The martial arts studios wanted money. But as soon as he started training he had to fend off men. In fact, it was quite irksome that he had to put up with men staring at his boobs and not his eyes. 
 
    Still, he chose classes carefully, made friends with caution, and trained. Hard. 
 
    He came in early, lifted weights—he was still losing a bit of weight and he was worried that he might not have enough muscle when it came time to do the deed—worked out with classes, lifted weights, had private lessons, and…it was fun. 
 
    He had always sort of chuckled at the idea of martial arts. He could defend himself, and all that stupid yelling…but he found out it was a lifestyle that he actually liked. 
 
      
 
    Sixth, finally starting to feel at home in his new body, able to walk in high heels without falling on his face or breaking an ankle, he went back to the bar and asked for a job. 
 
    With his tits he was hired on the spot.  
 
    And he was shocked when he made friends. 
 
    Not guy friends, girl friends. Being a waitress, subject to the roaming hands of drink patrons, the girls tended to stick together. They warned him of certain customers, told him which ones were all right. After work they would sometimes share a beer and count tips, and John—or Joan, as he was now called—was surprised when he was consistently making more tips than the other girls. 
 
    “It’s those big bazookas you’re carrying around,” remarked Leslie. She was a buxom babe who had taken a liking to him. And he to her. 
 
    Joan was learning how to give and take, and when. He quipped, “Best money can buy.” 
 
    “Who’s your doctor?” 
 
    Oh, yes. His doctor. That was a problem. “He, uh, retired. Doesn’t even live around here anymore.” 
 
    “Too bad. I would have gotten a pair bigger than yours.” 
 
    He smiled. And he thought, they really are the best money can buy. Thank you, Emily. You fucking bitch. 
 
    Life went on. Months passed. He became proficient in the martial arts, he hoped, and he took the Glock out and practiced, usually with one of the other girls who also went armed, and his weight loss seemed to have stopped. 
 
    Still, he didn’t have the muscle he once had, and that worried him. Until the day Chuckles accosted him in the parking lot. 
 
    Chuckles was a bonehead the girls avoided, and being a typical bonehead, he was drawn to the girls with the big tits. 
 
    Joan walked through the silent bar. She had a couple of hundred dollars in tips, a computer, and a Glock in her fashionable purse. She went through the front door and headed for the edge of the parking lot. Being staff she had to park under the trees in a far corner. As she approached her car Chuckles stepped out of the shadows. 
 
    Oh, fuck, thought Joan. She was too far away from the bar to head back, especially in heels. She could walk, but she wasn’t too good at running in them. 
 
    “Hey, baby.” Chuckles grinned. He had a red, round, slobbery face, thick lips, and a body the Goodyear blimp would have been proud of. 
 
    “I don’t want any trouble, Chuckles.” 
 
    “Me neither, baby. I just want a little smooch.” 
 
    Joan wasn’t alarmed. She could pull his pistol and shoot Chuckles in the foot if it came to that. But she wanted to try something first. All the martial arts she had done…they had to be good for something. 
 
    Chuckles closed in. 
 
    “I’m warning you, Chuck. I’ve had a long day and I am not fond of you.” 
 
    “Oh,” he reached a hand out. 
 
    Joan pushed his hand aside, stepped forward and struck Chuck in the belly as hard as she could. 
 
    “UNH!” Chuck stepped back. It was a good punch, even with the high heels on, but Joan no longer had the muscles to do the job. 
 
    Chuckles rubbed his belly, then leaped forward. 
 
    It was too fast for Joan to get her gun out. 
 
    “Fuck!” She tried to back up, but Chuckles had a grip on her arm. 
 
    The moves she had practiced in the martial arts dojo came through. Without thinking she turned her hips, sunk her weight, and snapped a punch—a half-fist, really, not the fingers or the fist, but the bent knuckles in between—right into Chuckles throat. 
 
    Chuckles eyes widened, he let go and grabbed his throat. He fell to his knees and began gagging. He couldn’t breath properly. 
 
    “You fuck!” yelled Joan. She took the computer out of her purse, then swung the purse. The purse struck Chuckles on the side of the head and he was out. Like a light. 
 
    Suddenly girls flooded out of the bar and ran across the parking lot. 
 
    “We saw it on video!” 
 
    Two of the girls started kicking Chuckles in the ribs. 
 
    “Are you all right?” Leslie asked. 
 
    “Now that it was over Joan started shaking. In the moment she had been fine. But now she was scared, a mess. She had risked everything just to find out whether a punch worked, and it could have cost her her life. What a dope she was! 
 
    Leslie put her in her car and drove her home. “I’m staying with you tonight,” she announced. 
 
     
 
    They entered Joan’s apartment, and Joan was pretty much over her fright now. 
 
    “You can head on home. I’ll be all right.” 
 
    “Nonsense, girlfriend.” She headed for the kitchen. “Where’s the booze? I’ll make us a drink.” 
 
    It did feel good to have somebody there, somebody to talk to. “Under the sink.” 
 
    “Ha! With the cleaning supplies! Well, this should clean us out.” 
 
    She made two bourbon and Cokes and brought one in to Joan. “I still can’t believe that creep. But, man, did you clobber him.” 
 
    “I guess I did.” 
 
    “So you know that karate stuff?” 
 
    “I’ve been taking lessons.” 
 
    They sat on the couch and Leslie scooted over to sit quite close. 
 
    Joan noticed, but didn’t think anything of it. The girls were all touchy feely. 
 
    They talked for a long time, had another drink, and after the long day and the excitement Joan was feeling tired. 
 
    Finally, she said, “You can sleep on the couch,” and she went to bed. 
 
      
 
    Early morning. Only a couple of hours sleep, and Joan felt the bed shift. She was still out of it, and when she felt a warm body next to her she just snuggled, and then woke up and realized what was happening. But it was too late. 
 
    “Fuck!” she yelled. 
 
    Leslie sat back, a shocked look in her eyes. “You’ve…you’re a…you’ve got a dick!” 
 
    “Oh, shit!” moaned Joan. 
 
    Nothing else for it, Joan explained what had happened to her. When she was done Leslie stared at her in disbelief. 
 
    “So you’re really a man.” 
 
    “I guess. If my dick ever comes back. If I ever get these implants taken out and the hormones they gave me wear off. 
 
    “Heck, why would you want to do all that stuff?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You’re the sexiest girl at the bar. All the girls have thought about diddling you. Why not stay as you are? You’re doing well with tips…why not just stay a girl?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I never thought about it.” 
 
    “Well, think. And…can I sleep in here? That couch is terrible!” 
 
    Joan said yes and moved to one side. The sun starting to peek over the edge of far mountains, they went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Joan woke up with Leslie kissing her. 
 
    She had been alone for so long, hadn’t felt another human being for months, she needed this human touch. She kissed Leslie back. Their mouths fused and their hands felt each others tits.  
 
    Then Joan froze as Leslie slipped a hand into her panties and felt her little dick and balls. 
 
    Leslie giggled. “These are cool. I mean, they’re cute.” 
 
    There was so much humor and empathy in Leslie’s statement that Joan relaxed. 
 
    “I’m going to give you head.” 
 
    Leslie ducked under the covers and Joan felt her putting her mouth on his package. his whole package. 
 
    It felt good. Even with no boner, his package was a bundle of nerves. 
 
    “Oh,” she moaned. 
 
    Leslie slithered up her body and they rolled over, taking turns on each other. 
 
    They reached a point where Joan realized he couldn’t fuck Leslie, but…but…he went down on her, listened to her moans, then slipped two fingers into the other girl’s pussy. 
 
    Leslie arched her back and pulled Joan’s head down to her tits. 
 
    Joan worked her hand, jammed it in and out, hooked and searched for the G spot, and found it. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck…Oh!” 
 
    Leslie orgasmed long and hard, and finally relaxed. The girls lay in each other’s arms then. 
 
    “You’re probably still horny,” murmured Leslie. 
 
    “It’s okay. We know my situation.” 
 
    “There might be something I could do about that.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Next time.” 
 
    “Really?” Joan was disappointed. 
 
    “Listen to you, so hot and eager. A nympho like you…you deserve to suffer a little.” 
 
    They laughed, hugged and went back to sleep for just a few minutes more. 
 
      
 
    “So what are you going to do about the people who did all this to you?” 
 
    They were eating Cheerios in Pepsi on the little patio, enjoying the late morning sun. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know what to do. If I could find the doctor that would help, but…” 
 
    “And he gave you breast implants and hip implants?” 
 
    “All sorts of stuff. He’s probably the guy who gave me the limp dick chemical.” 
 
    “What did he look like?” 
 
    Joan described the doctor. 
 
    “You know, that sounds like the vet in Pasco county.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I mean, I don’t know, but he’s got a goatee, I think he’s had brushes with the law, but…maybe it wasn’t a doctor. Not a real human type doctor.” 
 
    Joan went to the computer, hooked up his mini, and went searching. 
 
    “That’s him! He’s the one!” 
 
    Leslie looked over his shoulder. “Wow. Dr. William Schneer. Wow.” 
 
      
 
    Joan drove over to Pasco county. It had been a week, and she was still surprised that the doctor had been a vet. In a way, the guy was a genius. Adapting his knowledge of animal medicine to humans. Figuring out all the implant stuff. Especially the face thing where he changed the fat content of portions of Joan’s face. Incredible. 
 
    And he was an evil, slimy, toadstool sucking asshole deposit. That he could do such things to human beings was utterly despicable. 
 
    It was easy to find the doctor. He was advertising on the internet. He administered to animals great and small. He would dispose of your loved furry friend’s remains. He loved kittens. His picture showed a little kitty rubbing up against his goatee. 
 
    Joan pulled up in front of the doctor’s house at nine in the evening. It had been dark for an hour. She was holding a ‘Truro Pro - 4K Ultra HD Key Chain WIFI Camera Video Recording FOB’ in one hand. In the other she was holding her G42 pink Glock. She tapped on the door of the doctor’s house and waited.               
 
    Footsteps. The door opened. The doctor recognized her right away. Joan was wearing athletic shoes and she planted a karate kick against the door. The doctor flew back and fell on the floor. 
 
    Joan walked in and looked around. Her investigations indicated the doctor lived alone, but one could never tell. 
 
    “Are you alone?” 
 
    The doctor scrabbled backwards. 
 
    Joan took a step and delivered a kick between the legs.  
 
    Schneer gave a squeaky sort of scream and fell on his side. 
 
    The house wasn’t big, and Joan managed to give it a glance over without leaving the doctor alone for more than ten seconds at a time. 
 
    She moved two club chairs around so they faced each other about eight feet apart. She made sure the Key Chain Camera was on and said, “Have a seat.” 
 
    Schneer crawled over to the chair and up into it. He sat and held himself and looked miserable. “How’d you find me?” 
 
    Joan aimed the pink Glock at his nose. “I want you to tell me what you did. Leave out nothing. Name names. Right now I want to shot your cock off and watch you bleed to death. This might be the only way you hold on to that piece of your anatomy. Talk.” 
 
    Schneer, for a genius, was a coward. But what would you expect from a fellow who performed nazi style experiments on human beings? 
 
    He began to talk. He explained how he was approached by a gentleman named Henry, who he eventually found out worked for Mrs. Emily Schofield. He talked about the operation, how delicate it was, even making it sound how superior he was to figure everything out. He talked about recovery times, the effects of drugs. He was especially pleased with the castration drug.  
 
    The drug was supposed to last one year, and then Joan’s manhood would grow back to proper size and start functioning again. 
 
    When he was done talking Joan clicked the fob. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A camera.” 
 
    “But…you…I didn’t know…” 
 
    “You’ve got several choices, Doc. You can turn yourself in. You can wait until the police come for you. You can try to leave the country. You can kill yourself…lots of choices for a guy who didn’t give me any.” 
 
    “But you can’t tell anybody about this! My work!” 
 
    Joan aimed the Glock at his nose again. “I’ve got an itch I want to scratch. Should I scratch?” 
 
    “No! No!” He cowered in his chair, raised his hands as if they could stop a bullet. 
 
    “The one thing you can’t do it call Mrs. Schofield. Aside from me coming back and killing you, she would send Henry out to kill you. Do you understand.” 
 
    “I’m not to contact Mrs. Schofield. I understand.” 
 
    Joan stood up, she hated the doctor, she aimed the Glock at his foot and pulled the trigger. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    The doctor fell to the floor and huddled over his foot. 
 
    “Happy trails, asshole.” 
 
    Joan walked out of the house. She might get in trouble for shooting the doc in the foot, but so what. She had to make sure he was too busy to call Schofield. And he would have called. He was that kind of weasel. 
 
      
 
    Joan’s next stop was a small house on a small street on the edge of the city. Again, she knocked on the door, and when the nurse answered, and didn’t recognize her, she pushed the door and the nurse and aimed the Glock. 
 
    The nurse went into hysterics, and didn’t seem to want to stop. So Joan kicked her feet out from under her and sat on her chest and aimed the pistol into her sobbing face. 
 
    An hour later she shot the nurse in the foot—he was starting to like shooting people int he foot—and walked out. 
 
      
 
    It was now midnight, and that was fine with her. Two hours later she pulled to the side of a lonely road. It was a wide spot and she figured her car would be fine. Nobody traveled this lonely route. 
 
    She was wearing black sweats and a black ski mask. The parts of her face that were visible had black make up on them. She was wearing black gloves. The pink Glock was in her holster next to her boobs, and the fob was tucked in a sock. 
 
    She climbed over the wall at the side of the road and began walking through a small forest. She was wearing ‘Nightfox Night Vision Goggles,’ $200 from Amazon. They weren’t the greatest, but they were adequate. After all, she wasn’t invading a country, only a mansion. 
 
    The forest lasted 100 yards, and then, just like it showed on Google Earth, she came out on a broad lawn.  
 
    She studied the far house for five minutes. Here was where any motion sensors would pick her up. She sighed. Oh, well. She traipsed across the big lawn. 
 
    She walked up a series of shallow steps to a patio area with a swimming pool. Ahead was a pair of double doors, open for a summer breeze to cool the big house, but she knew better. Somebody had seen her coming and set a trap. She would walk in, Henry, probably Henry, would be waiting with a sap or a gun or just a sharp stick. 
 
    She rounded the pool, aware that eyes were probably on her, got close to the open doors, and slipped into some bushes that ringed the back of the house. 
 
    She was probably out of sight of the security system, but one never knew. 
 
    She circled the house till she came to a basement window. She knew all about the basement window because she had explored the house via Zillow. She had memorized the floor plan, knew where the windows were, and even had an idea of the furniture in the house. 
 
    She unrolled duc tape on the window so it wouldn’t fall when she broke it. She ran a glass cutter around the edges of the window. She took out a folding knife. It was advertised as an EMT folding knife, and it had a steel nub on the bottom for breaking the windows of cars. The idea was that you break the window, use the knife to cut the seat belts, and rescue the crash victim. Now she was going to use it to shatter the window and invade a house. Screw the seat belt. 
 
    She drew the knife back and suddenly she was being lifted into the air. 
 
    Henry had outsneaked her. He held her in a viselike grip and flung her from side to side. Her goggles flew off. 
 
    “The bitch returns! We knew you would. Doctor Schneer managed to call us from the hospital.” 
 
    Joan felt like her rib cage, which was already minus one rib, was going to collapse. Yet her hands were free. She broke a nail, but managed to open the folding knife. 
 
    “Fuck!” Henry yelped as she stabbed him in a wrist. 
 
    He threw her aside and held his hand. He looked at her in the gloom of near darkness. “You fucking bitch. That’s going to cost you.” 
 
    Joan got a foot under herself and when Henry moved in on her she stuck an arm out. The blade went through the web of his thumb and forefinger and all the way into his stomach. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he groaned.  
 
    Joan pressed and pushed and he fell back. She ended up half laying on him holding the knife in his gut. 
 
    She whispered, “Leave the knife in and you won’t bleed out. Stay here and I’ll call for help. Come inside the house and I’ll shoot you in the foot.” 
 
    She left him laying on the ground and ran back around the house. Their struggle had not been overly loud, mostly grunts and muttered sentences. With luck, nobody was awake. 
 
    They weren’t. Joan raced up stairs to the third floor. Down the hall. Into Mrs. Emily Schofields’s bedroom. She turned on the light and stood over the bed of the wealthy magnate. 
 
     
 
    Emily was sitting at the console of the home security system when the police raced up the driveway, sirens screaming and lights flashing.  
 
    She had plugged her fob into the security system computer and uploaded her three videos to various news sources. Rumble. Bitchute. BeforeItsNews. Others. They were already getting massive numbers of likes, and it looked like other news services were downloading them…and uploading to their own sites.  
 
    She listened to the police running up the stairs. She pulled the fob out of the computer and put it in her pocket. 
 
    “Clear! Clear!” came the sounds of the police in various parts of the house. 
 
    Joan put her hands on top of her head, moved the swivel chair to the middle of the room and yelled, “I’m in here! I’m not armed! I’m in here! I’m not armed!” 
 
    A moment later armored police were taking her down. Though she was no threat she was thrown on the floor and sat upon and cuffed. A minute later, her fob still in her pocket, she was marched out of the room.  
 
    Mrs. Schofield stood in the hallway. 
 
    “You fucking bitch!” she snapped. If it wasn’t for the horde of police she would have attacked Joan. 
 
    Joan just smiled. 
 
    And she smiled all the way down the stairs and into the cop car. 
 
    She saw them bring Henry out on a stretcher. He looked at her and glared, and she pursed her lips and blew him a kiss.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I heard from Emmie the other day,” Joan said, as she knelt on the bed. 
 
    Leslie stood behind her and greased up her dildo. She used long strokes and rubbed the lubricant in. 
 
    “Does she still hate you?” 
 
    “She blames me for everything. Her mother being arrested, the company goin under, everything. I thought I loved her, but when I took her mother down…that was it for me.” 
 
    “Can you blame the girl. You hurt her family.” 
 
    “No matter that her family hurt me.” 
 
    Emily scooped out a handful of lube and rubbed it into Joan’s asshole. “You know, you should be getting feeling back in your dick next month.” 
 
    “Cross your fingers. Oh…man, that feels good.” 
 
    Leslie smiled and reamed his rectum gently, swirling her fingers around the edge of her anus, touching all the nerves and lightly stretching his tissues. 
 
    “Are you sure this is going to work?” gasped Joan. 
 
    “It should. After all, why is anal sex so popular unless it works, right?” 
 
    “Unh…oh…man! Why didn’t we do this before.” 
 
    As she ran her fingers around inside her Leslie said, “So are looking forward to having a dick again?” 
 
    “I am…and I am’t.” 
 
    “Am’t. Ha! You just made up a word.” 
 
    Joan grinned and pushed her butt back and tried to get more finger. “I want to have my dick again, but I don’t want to give up being a woman. Isn’t that weird?” 
 
    “Not so weird. There’s a lot of perks to being a woman.” 
 
    “I’ll say,” Joan agreed. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    Leslie moved forward and placed her hips behind Joan’s buns. She held the tip of her fake phallus to Joan’s button and began to push. 
 
    For a second it didn’t work. Joan’s asshole was closed. But Joan kept telling her muscles to relax, the lube started to work, and suddenly the head popped past the ring. 
 
    “OH!” 
 
    “Leslie slid the rest of the dick into Joan. “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Better than dicking somebody?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes!” 
 
    Leslie began to slide her dick in and out, long strokes. The veins on the sides of the cock swirled through Joan’s opening, stimulating all the nerves. 
 
    “Oh, sweet mama!” Joan backed up, pushed with her butt and tried to take more and more dick. 
 
    “Easy now, you little slut.” 
 
    But Joan couldn’t take it easy. She reached under and grabbed the plastic balls and tried to pull more dick into her. 
 
    Leslie laughed, and white fluid began to pour out of Joan’s tiny, little cock. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grandma Feminized Me! 
 
    A summer with Grandma turns into 
 
    Feminization, crossdressing and chastity! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Patricia!” yelled Lannie Macomber. 
 
    Upstairs the twins groaned. They each came out of their rooms and grabbed a suitcase. 
 
    Physically, though they were male and female, the twins were alike. They were both slender, though Tricia possessed a fine set of breasts. Pat possessed the apparatus between his thighs. 
 
    “Coming!” they yelled back. Their voices synchronized, as they often did. Male and female they might be, but they were startlingly alike in speaking and even thinking. 
 
    Lannie smiled as her two children came down the stairs. They were truly beautiful children. Blonde, blue-eyed. Though Pat really needed a haircut. His hair was almost as long as Tricia’s. 
 
    “If you two slugs will get a move on we can get up to the cabin before the summer is over.” 
 
    “It’s her fault,” quipped Pat. 
 
    “It’s his fault,” responded Tricia. “And will you stop calling us ‘Patricia?’ We’ve got separate names, you know.” 
 
    “Why, honey, I am calling you by your separate names,” Lannie answered innocently. Pat and Tricia. Pat…Tricia. Patricia.” 
 
    “Har dee har,” grumbled Pat. 
 
    Lannie smiled, locked the house, and headed down the front steps. 
 
    Pat and Tricia pushed their suitcases into the back of the SUV and piled into the back seat. 
 
    Lannie slipped behind the wheel and started the car. She checked her mirror, then backed into the street. In a moment they were zipping along, the radio whispering oldies, the gas tank full, and 400 miles starting to disappear. 
 
    “You children forget anything?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Mom! Tricia forgot her brain!” Pat yowled. 
 
    “That was your brain I forgot, dickless.” 
 
    Lannie looked in the mirror, “Tricia?” 
 
    “What? He starts it and I finish and I get in trouble. Is that fair?” 
 
    “Shut up, boob face.” 
 
    “Pat!” Lannie wasn’t fond of sexual references in their insults. Not that sex was a taboo subject, it was just…inappropriate. 
 
    “Well, geez…” 
 
    “That did it. You children will get along, or you’ll wear each other’s clothes.” 
 
    That shut them up. That was the ultimate punishment. Oh, it wasn’t too bad for Tricia, she could wear male clothes, though she didn’t like it, but Pat certainly didn’t want to wear a dress. The few times he had done that he had almost died of embarrassment. He had been so caved in that even Tricia felt sorry for him. 
 
    The journey became a relatively quiet one. Just the whisper of the road, the old tunes that one cold sing along with, and a big country passing by. 
 
    In the back seat the twins settle down to reading. Tricia was engrossed in her collection of fashion magazines. She was turning into a regular beauty queen. She was probably going to end up running a beauty parlor. She knew more than Lannie about make up and styles and such. 
 
    Pat was reading his Kindle. She wondered what book could keep him so. quiet and entertained. 
 
    Pat scrolled through the pages. The author he had just discovered was Grace Mansfield, and she was hot. The only trouble was he had to keep adjusting his shorts. They kept getting too tight. 
 
    Tricia noted her brother squirming and grinned. He had shown her one of the books he was reading, and she had to agree it was hot. So hot that he was having physical reactions down in pants land. 
 
    Well, that was okay, as long as he didn’t jack off in front of her. Then she smiled and thought about it. On the other hand…heh heh. 
 
    Lannie smiled and enjoyed the drive. 400 miles was six to seven hours, and the roads were not crowded. 
 
    Mile after mile passed by, and Lannie glanced at the fuel gauge. It was okay, but they should stop for lunch. She watch the bulletin boards and saw the Jimmie Dean monument coming up. There was a restaurant there, so she pulled onto the gravel parking lot and parked under a big Oak. 
 
    “Okay, kids. Let’s have some lunch.” 
 
    “Be right there, Mom. Got to put my shoes on.” 
 
    Lannie headed into the restaurant and Tricia looked up at her brother as she tied laces, “How’s it going, boner butt.” 
 
    Between themselves they spoke as sexually as they wanted. They were brother and sister, after all, the same age, going through similar phases, be they male and female.  
 
    “Man, this bitch is hot. I’ve had a boner all morning.” 
 
    “So I noticed. You gonna jack off while mom is driving?” 
 
    “Puh-lease!” he sniffed. Then grinned. “I can wait.” 
 
    “Wait till you’re an old man who can’t get it up.” Tricia chortled as she grabbed his crotch. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    But she was already out of the car. She had goosed and run, her favorite sport. As long as she was the gooser and not the goosee. 
 
    A moment later, adjusting his shorts, Pat followed along. 
 
    Inside the restaurant they sat at a table and ordered burgers and shakes. One of the rare differences between the twins, Pat liked chocolate and Tricia liked strawberry. 
 
    “Who’s James Dean, Mom?” 
 
    “Movie star last century.” 
 
    “Hunh. He’s handsome enough, but what was the big deal?” 
 
    “He was so talented and handsome…and so young. His death was a tragedy. Remember that, children, make hay while the sun shines.” 
 
    “Whatever that means,” mumbled Pat over a bite of burger. 
 
    “It means live while you can,” explained his mother. 
 
    “Yeah, boner brain. Carpet Die ‘em. Says the day.” 
 
    Lannie gave her daughter a warning look. “Language. And besides, it’s carpe diem, which means ‘seize the day.’” 
 
    “Says the day, ha!” Pat chuckled. 
 
    They finished their lunch and hopped into the car. Shortly they were zipping along, Tricia back into fashion and Pat rubbing his pants as he read about, of all things, men who wanted to turn into women. 
 
    Reading the salacious descriptions, he thought about that. On one hand, he would never want to turn into a woman. On the other hand…it sure was making him hard. 
 
    They drove for two more hours, then Lannie turned the car left and headed up into the coastal mountains. “Almost there,” she said cheerfully. 
 
    “Almost being another hour or two of wiggling up through the mountains like a snake.” 
 
    “A snake with no shoes,” added Pat. 
 
    “And a bellyache.” 
 
    “And no pepto bismal.” 
 
    “And a hole in his sweater.” 
 
    “And no needle and thread.” 
 
    “And a fanny pack.” 
 
    “And a…” 
 
    As the twins vied with each other in their favorite ‘outdo each other’ word game Lannie guided the car up the hills. It was a windy route, but it was fun. Oddly, Grandma lived only a couple of miles above highway one on the other side, but there was no road to her house on the other side so they had to go all the way over the mountains. 
 
    Mile after mile passed, and the children started leaping from side to side with each curve, pretending their mother was driving too fast. 
 
    “Slow down, Mom!” 
 
    “I’m getting sick!” Pat yelled, and, “BLAH!” he faked throwing up on Tricia. 
 
    Lannie had to laugh, and she kept the SUV trucking up the hill. 
 
    One hour and 49 minutes later they turned into Grandma’s driveway. Only another two miles.  
 
    Then one mile. 
 
    Finally Lannie turned the car through a gate and parked under a couple of trees. Everybody jumped out and looked at the house. 
 
    It was big. Two stories. And alone in the wilderness. 
 
    Oh, there were neighbors, a mile down the road were two. A mile up the road was one. But they were alone. No TV. In the wilds. 
 
    “Grandma!” yelled Tricia, and she ran for the porch. 
 
    Pat was right behind her. 
 
    Lannie unfolded from behind the steering wheel and stretched. It had been a long drive, but the fresh air, the closeness of family, it was ten times worth it. 
 
    “Patricia!” she yelled. 
 
    Pat and Tricia groaned and looked down from the porch. 
 
    “Don’t forget your suitcases!” 
 
    The children unhugged their grandmother and headed back to the car. 
 
      
 
    The kids tossed their clothes on the beds in their rooms—Grandma’s house was huge, so there were lots of extra rooms—then they came back down. Grandma always had fresh chocolate chip cookies ready for them. 
 
    “Hey, guys, are you ready for a hike?” Lannie asked, when they had their hands empty and their bellies full. 
 
    “Sure,” chirped Tricia. 
 
    “I guess,” agreed Pat, who really wanted to stay on his bunk and keep reading his book. 
 
    “All right. Why don’t you get your suits on and we can hike over to the lake.” 
 
    Quickly the kids ran upstairs.  
 
    Tricia opened her suitcase, found her swim suit and put it on. It was a bikini, but not a skimpy one like she wanted. 
 
    Pat opened his suitcase and stared. He closed it up and went into Tricia’s room. 
 
    “Hey! A little privacy!” 
 
    “Sorry, but but, I’ve got your suitcase.” 
 
    “No you don’t.” 
 
    “I do. Look.” 
 
    Pat opened the suitcase. Tricia’s clothes were all neatly folded. 
 
    Tricia blinked. “That’s not right. Look.” She pointed to the floor where her own suitcase was open. In it were dresses and underwear. 
 
    “But if this is…” 
 
    “Oh, no!” And Pat let out a howl. ”MA-A-A-A!” 
 
    Downstairs Lannie and Grandma looked at each other. 
 
    “What now?” muttered Lannie. 
 
    Pat came down the stairs before she could go up, and his face revealed his misery. “My suitcase…it’s filled with Tricia’s stuff.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    They traipsed upstairs and looked at Pat’s suitcase. Lannie stared at the suitcase in confusion. “But…why didn’t you pack your suitcase?” 
 
    “Because I saw it in the hallway and it was already packed. I figured you packed it.” 
 
    “I packed for Tricia.” 
 
    “I packed for myself,” blurted Tricia. 
 
    The three stood for a moment and looked at each other. Grandma made it to the top of the stairs and asked, “What’s the problem?” 
 
    Tricia started to giggle. Lannie smothered a laugh. “We just have a little kerfuffle.” 
 
    “A little one? What am I going to wear?” 
 
    “What you brought, girly boy.” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    “Quiet down, kids.” Then Lannie explained the mix up to Grandma. 
 
    Grandma grinned. “So you wanted to dress like a girl this summer.” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    “Easy, Pat. Just take it easy. Tricia, do you have any pants?” 
 
    “I didn’t bring any pants. I wouldn’t want to share with him any way.” 
 
    “You might have to.” At Tricia’s look of outrage Lannie added, “Share the clothes he brought with him.” 
 
    “Well,” she said with a grin, “I guess I can let him wear my dresses.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear dresses!” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to wear something. Those shorts of yours are already dirty.” 
 
    “We can wash them,” offered Granny. “You can wear a sheet until they’re dry.” 
 
    “There you go. Now come on, let’s go swimming. When you get back we can wash your shorts.” 
 
    Pat was miserable, but he really had no choice. “I could stay home.” 
 
    “And miss out on the lake? You know you kids love that lake. Come on.” 
 
    So they pulled him along and he groused…but he went. 
 
    The lake was a quarter mile across with several beaches. Grandma kept an old, aluminum row boat ashore and they dragged it down to the water. 
 
    Lannie and Grandma sat on the shore and watched and chatted like mothers and daughters do. Pat rowed and Tricia dragged her hand in the water. She looked up at her brother and smiled.  
 
    “You’re going to have to wear my clothes this summer.” 
 
    “Come on,” his face was red, and it wasn’t all from pulling oars. 
 
    “Hey, I’ve seen those books you’ve been reading. I think you’re going to have fun.” 
 
    “Dressing like a girl?” 
 
    “Look, boner brain, you know I don’t care. And mom doesn’t care. And it doesn’t look like Grandma even cares. So what’s the big deal?” 
 
    “You’re just trying to make fun of me.” 
 
    “Actually, and surprisingly, no. Sure, it’s funny, and I’ve had my laugh, but you know we usually hang out a lot, and I don’t want you sulking in the house while I hike the hills. I don’t feel like having a lonely summer just because you’re freaky over a bunch of clothes.” 
 
    His face looked pretty grumpy and he kept pulling on the oars. 
 
    “So what’s the difference between panties and your BVDs? They go around your waist, you’ve got two holes for the legs…I mean what are underwear for?” 
 
    He was silent. But listening closely. 
 
    “Oh, I know. Boys pants have a dick in them. Did you know, I shouldn’t tell you this, but last year I went to school with two golf balls and a hot dog in my panties.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Serious. Just one day. I just wanted to see what it felt like to have a package, to have things in my undies like you have.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “It got boring real quick, and when I got to school I got rid of that stuff real quick. Never told anybody. Heck, they’d make fun of me. But I’m telling you. You can make fun of me, or you can realize that nobody really cares.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…dresses?” 
 
    “Dresses are cool. They’re cooler than pants, and it feels good when you run, or just when a breeze comes along and cools you down there.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. And it’s fun to let your dress rise up a bit. All the boys go crazy.” 
 
    “Come on.” He was starting to get red. 
 
    “Not that your legs would…you know, make a boy horny. But…just talkin’. 
 
    Pat was silent after that. He was thinking. He was thinking of the things he was reading, and what it would be like to dress like a girl… 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! Did you see that?” 
 
    “What.” 
 
    Tricia was looking over the side of the boat. 
 
    “In the weeds, all tangled up!” 
 
    “Where?” Pat stood up and looked over the edge. 
 
    Tricia, of course, gave him a shove. 
 
    Tricia rowed and Pat swam after. He kept yelling threats, but he didn’t mean any of them. He loved to swim. And he kept feeling the water sluice through his shorts and wash over his package. 
 
    Dress like a girl. Hmm. 
 
      
 
    Pat’s shorts were soaking wet when they started back for the house. He walked behind the three women and thought about what Tricia had told him. He had a feeling he was talking himself into something. 
 
    At the house Pat went upstairs, stripped his shorts and tee shirt off and wrapped himself in a sheet. He went out to the hallway and handed his clothes to Tricia. He went back into his room and picked up his kindle and began reading. 
 
    Tricia headed downstair and out to the back porch. She put the clothes in the washer, then, smiling, she poured in some bleach. Laughing to herself, she headed back into the house. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later it was dinner time. Grandma called everybody down to the table. Pat walked out of his room wearing a sheet like it was a toga. He leaned over the railing and called down to his sister. “Can you get my shorts?” 
 
    “Sure.” Tricia trotted out to the back porch. She lifted his shorts out of the drier and snickered. They were bleached, and the bleach had eaten through his shorts in several places, including the crotch. She carried the mangled shorts into the kitchen and put on her best ‘disaster’ face. 
 
    “Oh, Mom! Pat is going to kill me! I grabbed the bleach instead of the soap!” She held up the shorts and Grandma and Lannie stared at them. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” whispered Lannie. 
 
    Grandma chuckled. 
 
    “Well, I suppose you want me to break the news to him.” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I really didn’t mean to…it was an accident!” 
 
    Behind Tricia Grandma rolled her eyes. 
 
    Lannie sighed and walked upstairs. And she withheld a chuckle. Her children were practical jokers, and this was a good one. That said, she put on her soberest face and tapped on Pat’s door. 
 
    He opened it and had a big smile on his face. 
 
    Lannie held the shorts up and Pat’s face transformed into shock and misery. 
 
    “What the fuck…” He took them and stuck his hand through the hole in the crotch. 
 
    “Language, young man.” 
 
    He looked at her. “Tricia did this on purpose.” 
 
    Lannie pushed into the room. “Sit down.” 
 
    The sheet wrapped around him, Pat sat on the bed. 
 
    Lannie sat next to him. 
 
    “No proof, but I’ll bet you’re right.” 
 
    Pat was seething, but helpless. “Wait until I…” 
 
    “You could kick her in the butt, and get yourself in trouble, and I could ground you and you’d be miserable, or…” 
 
    “Or what?” he groaned. 
 
    “The best revenge is to show that her joke didn’t get to you.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “She’s going to laugh and point the finger at you and have a great time when you get all red and mad and flustered.” 
 
    Pat looked totally miserable at that scenario. 
 
    “Or…you can act like nothing happened. Take the sting out of her stinger. Spit out the poison. She laughs and you merely look at her. No effect. You win.” 
 
    Pat thought about it. It could work. “But what about this?” he plucked at his sheet. “If I’m going to be wearing this, then…” 
 
    “You know that pink dress I bought her last month? On sale?” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Wear it. Wear her best dress, flaunt it. She’ll be the one who’s mad.” 
 
    He blinked. It would work. It could…but he would have to wear a dress. 
 
    “Unless you want her to beat you.” 
 
    There it was. The manipulation that Pat couldn’t withstand. 
 
    “I’ll do it,” he growled. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll go get it. You stay right here.” 
 
    Lannie disappeared for a minute. When she came back in she was holding not just the dress, but panties and a bra. 
 
    Pat looked at the bra with misgivings. 
 
    Lannie just smiled. “Be the whole package. This is her favorite bra.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Look, just try it on. Model it for me. I’ve got to get something and I’ll be back in a minute. Just put those clothes on and wait here.” 
 
    Lannie left the room and trotted downstairs. 
 
    Tricia was talking to Grandma, a smirk on her face, but the smirk left her face when her mother entered the kitchen. “Is he mad?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t want to be near him for a while. Mom? Can I talk to you for a second?” 
 
    Tricia frowned and took a cookie. She wasn’t supposed to spoil her dinner, but she needed a little lift. This was supposed to be funny, but it wasn’t working out that way. 
 
    Lannie talked to Grandma on the back steps for twenty seconds, then she strode rapidly through the kitchen. 
 
    “What was that about?” asked Lannie when Grandma came back in. 
 
    “Nothing.” But her eyes twinkled. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs Pat figured out how to put on the bra. He had seen girls do this on TV, so he put it on with the clasp in front, then spun it around and stuck his arms through it. 
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror. He looked ridiculous. 
 
    Then he realized he had a boner. He quickly put on the panties and the dress to hide it. 
 
    Again, he looked in the mirror. 
 
    Hmm. Actually, he sort of looked like his sister. If he combed his hair out a little…and that was how Lannie found him, combing his hair into a more feminine look, when she walked into the room. 
 
    “Here you go,” she said, and she pulled the dress out and pushed a breast form into a cup. Then the other one. 
 
    “What the…” Pat looked down at his chest. He was now stacked. Maybe even bigger than Lannie. 
 
    “Now the bra won’t be a saggy thing, and your dress will fit properly.” 
 
    She pulled him in front of the mirror and linked arms. 
 
    He stared. Damn. His body did look feminine. 
 
    His mother saw his comb and picked it up. She began combing it, teasing it a bit, and it fluffed out and looked almost like Tricia’s. 
 
    “There you go. When Tricia sees you she’s going to die of envy.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “You’e a better Tricia than Tricia,” Lannie giggled. Her good mood was infectious, and Pat actually grinned. 
 
    “Come on. Let’s head downstairs and show that bitch what is cookin’. She linked arms with her son and escorted him out to the hallway and down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    They entered the kitchen and Tricia’s mouth opened in shock. “What are you…” 
 
    “Good evening, Tricia number two,” Grandma hugged Pat briefly. “Have a seat and I’ll serve you.” 
 
    “That’s my best dress!” 
 
    “It certainly is. And it fits you perfectly, right Tricia Two?” 
 
    “And it’s cool. Keeps my, uh, legs cool.” 
 
    Tricia stood up and looked about to yell. 
 
    “Sit down, Tricia One.” Lannie spoke with intention and Tricia One looked at her. “You can dish it out, but can you take it.” 
 
    Tricia Two sat down across from Tricia one and smiled at her. 
 
    She made a face at him. 
 
    Grandma, grinning, plopped potatoes down on plates and brought in a platter of pork chops. 
 
    They ate silently, withholding laughter. Except for Tricia who was withholding anger. 
 
    Pat suddenly started mimicking Tricia. When she took a spoonful of potatoes so did he. When she lifted a fork he lifted his in exactly the same manner.  
 
    It was like watching a person in a mirror. 
 
    Then Pat sat back and put a hand under his curls and said, “I sure am beautiful today.” 
 
    Lannie lost it first. Grandma was a snort behind. And, finally, thirty seconds later, Tricia grinned. 
 
    “Okay, brother dear. But you better take care of my dress.” 
 
    Pat put a bland look on his face. “If I fart will this dress lift up?” 
 
    “Don’t you dare fart in my clothes!” 
 
    Everybody laughed then, and Grandma went to the fridge and got out the ice cream. 
 
      
 
    It was a slow evening, with Grandma and Lannie reading, and Pat and Tricia playing cards. Two man solitaire, which was an oxymoron but a lot of fun. 
 
    Pat wore his dress and acted normal. Except for the big boner that kept rising up at odd times. When it happened he stayed seated and waited and blushed and tried to not blush. 
 
    Tricia had an idea what was happening because Pat would suddenly grow quiet. 
 
    “Ha! Won again.” 
 
    Pat gathered up his cards and stayed seated. 
 
    Lannie yawned and stood up.”I’ve had all I can stand and I can’t stand no more. Good night.” 
 
    “We’re going to stay up all night,” said Tricia. 
 
    “Knock yourselves out,” Lannie smiled and headed upstairs to her room. Shortly the house was quiet except for the shuffle and slap of cards.  
 
    Tricia played quietly, a wan smile on her face, and waited until she was sure everybody was asleep. 
 
    “You’ve got a boner.” 
 
    “Come on. I have not.” 
 
    “Heck, you turn red in the face every ten minutes or so. I’ll bet my panties are rubbing your cock the right way. And that dress must feel fantastic. And I’ll bet it’s really cool to have actual tits on your chest.” 
 
    Pat started to say something, but stopped. He was embarrassed but…it was the truth. “It is sort of weird,” he whispered. 
 
    “Ha! I knew it. And I’m going to dress you up all summer. This is going to be so cool.” 
 
    “All summer?” Dread was in his voice, but excitement, too. 
 
    “All summer. We need to shave your legs and put nylons on you and everything. You’re going to be so blown out.” 
 
    Suddenly Pat’s face began to get red again. 
 
    “I knew it. Just talking about this stuff is giving you erections.” 
 
    There was nothing Pat could say to it. 
 
    “I want to see your dick.”
Pat looked up in shock. “What?” 
 
    “Shhh! I’ve never seen a dick, especially a real, live hard one. I want to see it.” 
 
    “Well, you aren’t.” 
 
    “Are you going to masturbate tonight?” 
 
    “We can’t be talking about this. You’re my sister!” 
 
    “We’re 18, that’s adults, and we can talk about anything we want. Besides, it’s not like I’m going to fuck you.” 
 
    Pat felt the sensations of relief and disappointment at the same time. He was relieved because all this sex talk was making him nervous. He was disappointed because, truth, he had thought about fucking his sister. 
 
    But he wasn’t going to do that. And not just because she said she wouldn’t. 
 
    Maybe some day, but not this summer. 
 
    “So when can I watch you jack off?” 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    “Come on. You wear my underwear. It’s my underwear that’s making you so hard, why not?” 
 
    Pat was silent for a while after that question. Tricia was right, it was her underwear, her dress, that was making him stiff. And what would it matter if she saw his dick? As long as she didn’t touch it or something. 
 
    “What can I do to convince you to do this?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “I’ll show you my privates. I’ll let you see my pussy. You can even touch my tits.” 
 
    SPROING! Pat had been surging and waning before, but now he was hard as a rock. A hard rock. A hard rock with a hard on. 
 
    “Man, you are so red. You must be so fucking hard.” 
 
    And Pat said, “I’ll think about it.” 
 
    Tricia was smart enough to accept that for an answer. Heck, this was like fishing. She was going to have to put the bait in the water a bunch of times before Pat bit. 
 
    “Fair enough.” 
 
    They went back to playing cards, but now every time one of them looked at the other it was obvious what was on their minds. 
 
     
 
    They gave up on the cards at two in the morning. They hit the kitchen for milk and cookies and sat on the porch swing bench and watched the night sky. It was a moonless night and this far up in the mountains they were truly closer to God. A zillion stars winked at them and there was nothing else. 
 
    Tricia idly pushed a foot against the porch planks and the swung bench moved back and forth gently. They talked about college. They talked about kids they knew. They talked about the bits and pieces of their lives. 
 
    “Are you still a virgin?” asked Pat. 
 
    “Sadly, yes.” 
 
    “Why sad?” 
 
    “Because I’m the oldest virgin in the world. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    “You know Annie Keefer?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “She had her cherry popped when she was eleven.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “That’s what she says, and she’s got a look about her that says she’s telling the truth. 
 
    “Eleven years old. Damn!” 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    “Oh, Hell. Yes.” 
 
    “Why? You’ve had chances, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Not really. Every time I get a girl alone somebody shows up. I go over to a girl’s house and her parents stalk me, peek around corners, look at me like I’m pubic enemy number one.” 
 
    “Pubic…he! That’s good. He’s a pubic enemy and he has a big gun.” 
 
    In the darkness Pat was careful not to rock the swing as he slid his hand under his dress and into his panties. Tricia kept talking and never noticed. 
 
    “Big gun with lots of bullets. The gift that keeps on giving.” 
 
    “Got to cock it,” said  Pat. He was rubbing the under the head of his dick. That soft area that was so damned sensitive. 
 
    “So that’s why they call it a cock.” 
 
    “They should call it a rocket. It looks like one and it’s ready to blast off.” He was breathing harder and struggling not to let Tricia know. 
 
    “Instead of jet propelled it’s sperm propelled.” 
 
    They laughed, and Pat disguised his harsh breathing with his laugh. He stifled a groan. He was getting close. Just a little more rub a dub dub and he would shoot. 
 
    “What you want to do tomorrow?” 
 
    “More hike, more swim, break into the wine cabinet.” 
 
    “Mom would kill you!” 
 
    “Probably, but I’d be too drunk to care.” 
 
    He was talking to disguise it…it was coming…it was shooting up his shaft. 
 
    “You realize that I’m serious about dressing you up?” 
 
    He grunted, an answer that popped out of him and he tried to make sound like an acknowledgement. Sperm began spurting into his hand. He was making a mess of his panties, but he didn’t care. He just let the motion of the swing move him and felt that wonderful bliss that a good orgasm gives. 
 
    “I’m going to make you wear nylons, and I’ve got high heels! Oh, Lord, I have to see you in high heels.” 
 
    Pat yawned. He had squirted. He was done. He stood up. “”Well, I’ve had all I can stand and I can’t stand no more.” 
 
    “You’re going to bed? Already?” 
 
    He sashayed past her and reached out a hand and patted her check, and smeared sperm all over her face. 
 
    “Ew! What’s that?” 
 
    “I’ll never tell,” and he ran into the house. 
 
    Tricia got it then. “You fuck!” she whispered. Outraged and delighted at the same time. “I can’t believe you…” 
 
    She ran into the house after him, but he was halfway up the stairs, holding his laughter in with his unspermed hand. 
 
    Tricia looked at her hand…and marveled. He had jacked off right next to her and she had never suspected. The twerp had actually slapped her with sperm. She had it on her face and hand. She sniffed it, but she couldn’t bring herself to lick it. Maybe next time. And she followed her brother up the stairs.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Pat awoke to the sound of Tricia in his room. She was digging through the suitcase he had brought, selecting clothes. 
 
    “This bra will fit you better, and you need to go shave your legs.” 
 
    He woke up all the way, didn’t yawn because he was getting excited. And his cock showed it. He had jacked off the night before and he was already hard. He had dreamed of himself in dresses all night long. 
 
    “I don’t have much hair on my legs.” 
 
    “You’re hairier than King Kong.” 
 
    “King Kong never shaved his legs.” 
 
    Tricia glared at him. “Get up and get going.” 
 
    Pat had a problem. He was harder than a rock and Tricia was right there. Then, inspired, he threw the covers off and stood up. “Okay.” 
 
    Tricia’s mouth opened and she stared at his boner. It was seven inches and red and throbbing. “Fuck!” she whispered. 
 
    Pat sauntered past her. She was squatting over the suitcase and staring at her, and just as he passed he turned quickly. His cock slapped her in the face. 
 
    She was so surprised she moved backwards and fell on her butt. She stared at his buns as he entered the bathroom. 
 
    Pat was snickering, holding in laughter. That had been worth it. He opened the medicine cabinet to look for a razor and stopped. Oh, crap. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Tricia turned at looked at her naked brother. He was holding a bottle of Nair. 
 
    “Do I dare?” 
 
    She grinned. “You bet. You need any help?” 
 
    “I can’t reach my back.” 
 
    They stood in the bathroom and he slathered the Nair on his arms and chest. She spread it over his back, then she squatted and did his legs. And found herself face to face with his cock. 
 
    Holy fuck! She stared at the bobbing, throbbing member. It really was like a rocket. 
 
    “You gonna get my pubic area?” 
 
    Damn! Of course she was! She smeared the goo into his nether regions. She didn’t touch his cock because it was hairless, but she did put some on his balls. 
 
    “Fuck!” He whimpered and his legs buckled. 
 
    She stood up and they stared at each other. They didn’t say anything, they just stared and felt the excitement coursing through them.  
 
    “Heysoos. I’ve never been so turned on.” 
 
    “Can you jack off again?” 
 
    He shook his head. “But maybe I can tonight. We can stay up late and I’ll let you watch.” 
 
    She suddenly grabbed his hand and put it on her tit. 
 
    His eyes grew wide. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    He felt her boob. He felt the softness. He felt the nipple. 
 
    “Man, that feels good,” she moaned. 
 
    Suddenly he began to feel the heat. “This stuff is getting hot! It’s almost burning!” 
 
    “Quick, get into the shower.” 
 
    He did, and turned on the water, and they watched as his light, curly hair washed off his body. 
 
    “Man, there’s nothing he left!” He looked at his arms and legs, then bent over to see that his groin was completely bald. “Wow!” 
 
    Tricia laughed. “Dry off and come out. I’ve got your clothes all ready.” 
 
    A minute later Pat was in the bedroom and pulling on panties. “This isn’t going to hide my dick.” 
 
    “The dress is short and it flares out. You’ll be able to be as bony as you want and nobody will see.” 
 
    He was doubtful, his dick was really out there, but he slipped into the bra and put his breast forms into the cups. 
 
    “Geez. You’re stacked. You got more than me.” 
 
    He just grinned, then struggled into the dress. It was a light blue and covered him well on top. Nobody would ever know that his tits were falsies. 
 
    “Comb your hair, try to make it like mine, I’ll be back in a second.” 
 
    Pat found a hair brush in the suitcase and began teasing his hair the way he had seen Tricia tease her hair. He ran the brush under water, flicked it off, then stroked up from the neck and brushed his hair from the bottom. The result was that his hair bulged out and turned in. 
 
    Tricia returned, and she was wearing a similar dress, but light purple. She took a place next to him in front of the mirror and began teasing her own hair. It took them about fifteen minutes, but when they were done their hair was almost identical. 
 
    They put on their shoes, then Tricia said, “Wait a minute.” 
 
    She dug into her purse and took out a tube of pink lipstick. “We are going to so fool Mom!”  
 
    Pat was trembling as she painted his lips. For a minute he thought he was going to cum again, just from her putting make up on him, but his dick still wasn’t ready. It just bounced inside his panties and pushed the dress out. 
 
    “You want to really fool Mom?” 
 
    “Uh…sure.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to curl your eyelashes, make them a little longer and fuller. I won’t wear any eye make up.” 
 
    Pat stood there as Tricia curled his lashes and added mascara. He gulped, and she giggled. “Really getting turned on by this, aren’t you.” 
 
    “Yeah.” His voice didn’t even sound like his. 
 
    “Okay, one last thing.” She bundled up a pair of nylons and lifted her dress and put them in her panties. 
 
    “What are you doing.” 
 
    “Use a shoe string and tie your dick down.” 
 
    He blinked, but he took the shoe string she offered and pulled his panties down and sat down. She watched, utterly enthralled, as he tied the string around the lip of the head of his dick. He stood up and groaned as he pulled his dick down, then he tied the string around his thigh. It was barely long enough, and it made it hard to stand up. He straightened up but was still bent over. 
 
    “Can you straighten up?” 
 
    “I can when we get down there.” 
 
    “Okay,” she giggled. “You look funny, a little old man in a dress.” 
 
    “Let’s get this done before my dick breaks.” 
 
    They headed out of the room and down the stairs. 
 
    Lannie and Grandma were sitting on the swing bench on the porch. A flock of ducks were grazing the front lawn and they talked in low voices so as not to scare them. Suddenly the front door opened and Pat and Tricia filed out. They faced their mother and grandmother and didn’t say a word. 
 
    Lannie took them in, and immediately figured out what they were doing. And she knew which ‘daughter’ was which. 
 
    Grandma said, “I can’t tell. I can’t tell them apart.” 
 
    Lannie smiled. “Pat is on the right, Tricia is on the left.” 
 
    “Mother! How did you know?” 
 
    “The eye make up was good, but not enough. And the, uh…package down below. It just doesn’t seem real.” 
 
    “Not poke-y enough,” agreed Grandma, following her daughter’s explanation. “But they certainly had me fooled. 
 
    “You can’t fool a mother. But…your bulge down there isn’t real enough, but…how did you hide Pat’s?” 
 
    Pat chose that moment to sit down and bend over. 
 
    “We tied his thing down with a shoelace.” 
 
    Pat turned his chair around to face the other way. He couldn’t take it any more. He reached under his dress and untied the shoelace where it went around his thigh. “Oh, Man!” He sighed in relief and turned back around. 
 
    He was unaware that the shoelace was visible under the hem of his dress. 
 
    Tricia saw it and giggled. Lannie smiled. Grandma breathed on her lenses and cleaned her glasses. 
 
    “You’re going to have to make up both your eyes, then I probably couldn’t tell, if it wasn’t for Pat’s uh….’problem.’” 
 
    Pat was sitting down, but his cock lifted the dress just enough to be seen. He started to turn red. 
 
    Grandma put her glasses back on and considered the two children. She cleared her throat and everybody looked at her. 
 
    “I shouldn’t tell you this, but…there’s something we can do to hide Pat’s penis and make him even more girl like.” 
 
    Pat looked up. He was actually in a little shock. He was sitting in a chair with his sister, mother and grandmother, dressed like a girl, and they were treating him like it was all good and normal. 
 
    “What’s that, Mother?” asked Lannie. 
 
    “Well, Pat has to go around like a girl this summer, and the more girlish he looks the easier it will be for him. So we should help him.” 
 
    They waited. 
 
    She blurted, “Your grandfather used to wear a chastity belt.” 
 
    Three jaws dropped, and Grandma hurried on. “I know, it’s a bit much, but…your grandfather was a cross dresser. He wore a device, it’s called a chastity tube, on himself all the time. Never a bulge, no pain, but it was rough on him. In a good way, of course.” 
 
    The children pulled their chairs around and faced their grandmother. 
 
    “Grandpa wore dresses?” 
 
    “He was a crossdresser? Like…really?” 
 
    “Really and truly. We used to love to go over the hill and have dinner and go to the movies. Nobody knew us, they all figure we were two girls. Maybe they even thought we were Lesbians, we would get so turned on we couldn’t stop touching each other, but what did we care? We’d never see those people again, and we were in it for each other.” 
 
    “Carpe diem,” whispered Tricia. 
 
    “Anyway, I’ve still got his chastity tubes—he had a complete collection, made many of them himself—would you like to try one on? When your thingie runs down, that is?” 
 
    Pat and Tricia and Lannie all exchanged looks. 
 
    “Of course he does!” blurted Tricia. 
 
    Lannie looked askance at him. “Pat? What do you say?” 
 
    Pat was once again turning a nice shade of red. But there was no way he was going to say no. Not after coming so far. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Grandma led them up stairs to her room.  
 
    The master bedroom had a big poster bed, probably a hundred years old, but it was sturdy. There was a big dresser next to the closet, and a Queen Anne chair on the other side. Grandma walked into the closet and came out a minute later with a shoe box. She opened the box and placed it on the bed. 
 
    “He made this one,” she said, holding up a thing that looked like a big thimble coated in rubber with a strip of rubberized plumber’s tape. “He liked it, but as the market grew he found it wasn’t as secure or comfortable as some of the ones he bought.” 
 
    She passed the tube to the others and they handled it. Pat looked at the padlock on it with misgivings. 
 
    “Here’s his first plastic model. We used to love watching his penis try to get hard. The flesh would squeeze out the sides and I was always scared he’d hurt something.” 
 
    It was an old CB-2000. Original model with little plastic bars. 
 
    “Here’s his favorite, but you can’t wear it unless you have your penis pierced.” She held up a heavy, silver slug-looking thing. There was no ring to go around his balls, just a little piece of metal at the end with an eye hole. “You slip this on, put this through your piercing, and zingo bingo, you are one locked puppy. Totally escape proof.” 
 
    She lifted out a sleek pair of metal panties. “Can’t get out of this one, either. You put your peeny into the little tube behind the front plate, lock up the whole thing….I love the way this looks, the only problem is you can’t spank him.” 
 
    Pat blinked and stared at his grandmother. 
 
    Tricia chortled, “So we’re going to get to spank my brother.” 
 
    “No,” said Lannie, intently. 
 
    Grandma smiled. “Who knows, he might want to be spanked. Men are strange creatures.” 
 
    Lannie stared at her, but she just lifted out another chastity device. 
 
    There were a dozen different tubes in the box. Everything from electrical to rubber slip ons. Finally, she lifted out one that was small, sleek, and had a ball divider. 
 
    “This is the one we used the most, and it’s probably the best one for you,” she said to Pat. “The material is space age, it warms up and is a bit flexible. He said when his testicles were divided it was just heavenly.” 
 
    Pat stared at the instruments laid out on the bed. His cock was going crazy. To be locked up was more exciting than he had ever imagined. Sure, he had read descriptions in his books, but the difference between reading about and actually holding one of the infernal devices was…large. 
 
    He said, in a strangled voice, “I don’t think I could get one of those things on.” 
 
    Grandma laughed. “Of course not. But you pick one out, and sometime during the day, when your penis isn’t so excited, you slip it on. You just take your time and relax and it’ll work out.” 
 
    “So which one are you going to choose?” Tricia was very intent and her mother glanced at her, then went back to inspecting all the devices. 
 
    Pat had no idea. He wanted to try them all on and find the perfect one, but…but he was likely to only have one chance at this. He said, “I’ll try Grandpa’s favorite.” 
 
    “Good choice,” said Grandma. You’ve got similar physique, you’re probably similar down there, too. Here you go.” 
 
    She handed him the tube and he held it gingerly as if it would break. 
 
    “Thanks. I guess.” He looked at the tube dubiously. 
 
    “Why don’t we take a long hike?” suggested Tricia. “That would help you get unexcited.” 
 
    “Sure. Yeah.” the truth was that if he went up and hung out in his room he’d start reading his books, and that would keep him hard. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s go. Let me put this in my bedroom first, though.” 
 
    Pat put the chastity tube in his room, then he and Tricia went down the stairs, waved at Lannie and Grandma, and headed into the woods. 
 
    Lannie and her Mother sat and watched them go, and when they disappeared into the brush Lannie breathed out and said, “So you told them.” 
 
    Grandma nodded. “You seen the boy. He can’t wait. He’s just like his grandfather, and…we haven’t talked it much, but…his father.” 
 
    Lannie nodded. “His father was a hard core transvestite. I had to threaten him to make him not raise Pat as a girl.” 
 
    “Well, yes. But…you know what’s going to happen now, don’t you?” 
 
    Lannie looked at her. 
 
    “Pat is going to be horny. Real horny. You won’t have to worry about him having sex because he’s going to be in chastity, but he’s going to be affectionate with everybody, rubbing up against us, all of us, even me. And he’s going to be wanting to kiss and fondle and…you might finally have his cock under control, but inside he’s going to be out of control.” 
 
    Lannie sighed. “I know.” 
 
    Grandma looked back towards the woods, where Pat and Tricia had disappeared. “Well, that’s the family curse. We have healthy, sexed up men, but they all want to wear dresses.” 
 
    They silently for a long moment, then Grandma added. “Of course, that’s not bad.” 
 
    Lannie smiled. 
 
      
 
    They hadn’t gone more than a dozen steps into the forest when Tricia turned to him and knelt down. 
 
    “What?” asked Pat. 
 
    Tricia grabbed the string, which was still attached to the head of his cock. She lifted it up and grinned. “I’ve got you on a leash now.” 
 
    “Hey, wait!” 
 
    She pulled and his cock stretched out and he took a quick step forward. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. But he didn’t try to get loose. 
 
    Off they went, following a path through the woods. Winding around bushes, stepping over roots and ducking under limbs. 
 
    Tricia kept his cock stretched out and kept tugging on the leash. 
 
    “Man, that must feel good,” she said, climbing over a log. She pulled as he climbed over the log and he almost fell down. But he didn’t complain. 
 
    They reached a placed over looking the lake and Tricia sat down on a boulder and faced him. “You know what you have to do now, don’t you?” 
 
    He did. “Jack off.” 
 
    “Right. After that little tromp through the woods you should be ready to squirt.” 
 
    He was. Now, not embarrassed, at least not too much, he lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. He untied the shoelace and tossed it to Tricia and started whacking.  
 
    He was hot. Dressed up, what his grandmother had told him, he was ready. 
 
    Oddly, being slightly embarrassed helped him, too. It all contributed to his dirty frame of mind. 
 
    Tricia watched him stroke for a minute. She studied the look of concentration on his face, and she finally sighed, “Damn. I might just as well get myself off, too.” 
 
    She scooted back on the boulder, snuck a hand into her panties, and started jilling herself. 
 
    Pat could hardly breath. Seeing his sister breathing hard, fondling her breasts, and fingering herself, it was almost too much. His knees were shaking, his face was red, and his hand turned into a blur. Sometimes he liked to take his time, edge himself, but not this time. This time there was a point to it all. This time, if he came he could run home and get into the chastity tube. 
 
    “Go, brother dear,” Tricia gasped, feeling herself get closer and closer. She had been on edge since the trip started, and seeing him jack off, feeling his sperm on her cheek, she had to get off. 
 
    “Fuck,” whimpered Pat. “Fuck.” 
 
    The little sensation deep down inside his groin clicked. He felt the need to work hard dissipate, and semen started to rise up through his shaft. 
 
    “Yeah…yes…” she frigged herself, used several fingers. She was bent forward so she could hook her fingers into her G spot. 
 
    “FUCK!” White goop flew from the end of his prick. It wasn’t a slow dribble, it was a violent spatter of semen across the ground and onto the boulder and even onto Tricia’s legs. 
 
    Tricia gave a strangled grunt of laughter, then she leaned back, her eyes rolled in ttheir sockets and her hips started humping the air. “Fuck!” She wheezed. 
 
    Then they were done. Spent. Empty. 
 
    At least for the time being. 
 
    Tricia recovered enough to sit up and say, “Okay, boner brain. Run for it. Tire yourself out, don’t think about it, but get that chastity tube on.” 
 
    Pat ran for it. Running, his legs rubbing against the dress, he had to pull the dress tight about his body. It just felt sexy. And he held his arm under his tits so they wouldn’t bounce. Damn! He had just jacked off and he was getting horny all over again. 
 
    He slowed down and tried to think of other things. His mind was going crazy, trying to think of sex, but he tried to think about baseball, and to just focus on trotting through the woods. 
 
    He burst out of the woods and ran across the front lawn. Grandma and Lannie watched him, and were surprised for a second, then they chuckled. 
 
    “Think he’ll make it?” asked Lannie. 
 
    “I hope so,” said Grandma. 
 
    Without a word in passing, Pat ran up the stairs and into his room. He grabbed the chastity tube and pulled it over his cock. 
 
    Just in time. As he clicked the ring to the tube his cock was already pushing back, trying to get out. 
 
    He clicked the padlock and stood, as if in shock. 
 
    He looked down. He was secured, and his cock was going crazy. 
 
    Let me out! It shrieked. Not this! Anything but this! 
 
    He started to chuckle, then to laugh. Finally, he took off his dress and walked into the bathroom. He sponged himself off, ridding himself of the sweat of his frantic run through the woods. Then, clad only in panties and bra and chastity tube, he went into the bedroom and laid on his back on the bed. 
 
    He lay and breathed, and felt his cock struggling. It felt incredible. He had never been so damned horny, and this right after masturbating. 
 
    He heard the downstairs front door close. He smiled. He didn’t move to get up or get dressed. 
 
    He heard Tricia coming up the stairs and he waited. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” She entered the room and stared at him. 
 
    He propped himself up on his elbows. 
 
    “Drop your panties. Let me see.” 
 
    He thumbed his panties and lowered them, and she gasped. “Oh, my God! That is the coolest thing I have ever seen in all my borned days.” 
 
    “It is, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I need to feel that.” 
 
    “Go ahead. It’s safe. I can’t cum, and I certainly can’t do anything to you.” 
 
    She held his tube in her hand and stroked it with the other. “Look at how it’s pushing around in there. It’s…feel your balls!” 
 
    His balls felt full. They weren’t, he was empty, but the positioning of the tube presented them so they felt full. 
 
    Pat actually felt faint from the feel of her soft hands on his groin. He was suddenly intensely aware of her. 
 
    Sure, he had thought of what it would be like to fuck his sister, but over that was a very strong taboo feeling. But now, whether he wanted to or not, he wasn’t able to. 
 
    He reached out and cupped her tits. Her nipples were erect under the dress and bra, and he rubbed her nips and she groaned and shook his tube. 
 
    Suddenly he realized something. “Oh, my God! How am I going to live through the summer? I can’t jack off! I can’t really even play with myself.” 
 
    Tricia couldn’t stop grinning. “But I can play with you. I can tease you and dress you up and…oh, my gosh. This is going to be the best summer in our whole, entire lives.” 
 
    “Maybe for you.” 
 
    “Come on, bro, don’t feel sorry for yourself. Learn to love it. I mean, it is sort of fun being horny.” 
 
    “Yeah, but horny all the time? With no sign of relief?” 
 
    They heard the stairs creaking down the hall and Tricia let go of his package. She went to a chair and sat down. Pat pulled his panties over his caged cock and struggled into a dress. 
 
    A tap on the wall in the hall. “Are you decent?” And giggles. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” Pat managed to pull his dress down and sat on the bed. He looked blowzy and his hair was mussed up. 
 
    Lannie and Grandma entered the room. “So, did you manage to get your tube on?” 
 
    Pat was embarrassed all over again, but he nodded. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, we won’t ask what you did to make it happen, but…show us.” 
 
    Pat blinked. His own mother was asking to see his junk. And his grandmother was standing right next to him. 
 
    “Well, uh…” he stalled. 
 
    “Come on, boner brain,” sniped Tricia. 
 
    “Language,” admonished Lannie, then: “I changed your diapers, I have seen your peeny before. Your Grandmother helped me back then, so she’s seen you before, too. Now, enough silliness. Lift your dress and show us your ding a ling.” 
 
    His face red, but knowing there was no way out, Pat stood up and lifted his dress. He lowered his panties and his mother and grandmother bent a little at their waists.  
 
    “My, it looks angry.” 
 
    “You’d be angry, too, if you were locked up without a trial,” Pat’s grandmother pointed out. 
 
    “But it looks so…confined. It doesn’t hurt, does it?” 
 
    “No. Well, maybe a little when it’s trying too hard. But…it’s okay.” 
 
    “And no bump. Nobody will be able to tell that you’re a boy, or that you have a chastity device on.” 
 
    “Isn’t it cool?” asked Tricia. 
 
    “It certainly is cool,” agreed her mother. 
 
    “Only one thing left to do,” said grandma. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Have you ever read that silly story about the mice ‘belling’ the cat?” 
 
    Lannie had, but Tricia was blank. 
 
    “Some mice were scared of the cat because he was so sneaky. They realized that if they could hear him coming they would be safer. So one of the mice tied a bell to the cat. I don’t remember if it was his tail or his neck, but the point is that from there on out they could always hear him coming. They heard a little tinkle of bells and they ran for cover. They were safe from that point on.” 
 
    “So what does that have to do with…” Tricia’s eyes widened. “You mean…” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Grandma turned to Pat, who had a sinking feeling in his belly. “You’re a male, and males always pick on females. They want to stalk them and subject them to attentions that might be unwanted.” 
 
    “But I don’t stalk you guys.” 
 
    “Nope, but we really need to bell you. It will make us feel so much safer. There’s another side to it, too.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re going to have to learn to walk in high heels. When you walk in high heels you make a click, click, clicking sound on hard surfaces.” 
 
    Pat knew that. 
 
    “As a female you’ll grow to be proud of that sound. As a male, you’ll grow to love the sound of your cock ringing. It will remind everybody that ‘here comes a man.’ Guaranteed. You’ll learn to love that sound. Tricia, my sewing kit is on the porch downstairs. Can you go get it?” 
 
    Tricia jumped up and ran downstairs. While she was gone Lannie felt Pat’s chastity cage. “He could break out of this in an emergency.” 
 
    “He could, but he knows better. This was my husband’s. It’s an heirloom. Oh, it might get broken, but to be destroyed through his horniness…he knows better. Right, Pat?” 
 
    Pat didn’t know better, but he did now. He nodded his head. 
 
    Tricia came back into the room and held out the little sewing kit. Grandma took out a little silver chain with a bell on it. The chain was only three inches long, but the bell tinkled quite plainly. 
 
    “If you walk slowly, like a lady, the bell won’t ring. But when you get too rambunctious you’ll hear it.” 
 
    Grandma sat on the bed next to Pat and ran a hook through a little loop on the bottom of the device. She bent the hook and twisted it so it wouldn’t come loose. “My husband wore this. He loved it. I always knew when he was on the move.” 
 
    “But Grandma, if he was wearing this thing then….how did you ever have children.” 
 
    “You’re adopted,” blurted Tricia. 
 
    Lannie laughed. “He is not. Besides, if he was then you’d be adopted, too.” 
 
    Grandma got up and stepped away. “Stand up, child.” 
 
    Pat stood up, the bell was silent. 
 
    “Jump around.” 
 
    Pat moved up and down on his toes and the bell tinkled. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    He walked slowly across the room and heard nothing. He jogged back and the bell tinkled louder. He stopped and listened to the silence. 
 
    “That is so cool,” blurted Tricia. “You’ll never be able to sneak up on me again.” 
 
    “Wow,” Pat said softly. He jumped and listened. Held still and listened. Grandma was right. It was cool, and it gave him a feeling of pride. It was like telling the world, ‘Hey! I have a boner!’ When he couldn’t have an erection at all. 
 
    “Okay, child,” said Grandma. “You’ll wear that the rest of your life. Oh, we won’t make you, but you’ll want to. By the end of the summer you’ll never want to let your penis hang free again. When you go home I’ll give your mother the key, but she won’t let you out. And some day, when you get married, she’ll give the key to your wife. Guaranteed, you’re going to be happy for the rest of your life.” 
 
    “But, Grandma, what if…will I ever, uh…masturbate again? I mean, I’m already feeling so…you know. How can I get relief?” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that. End of summer, before you go home, I’ll show your mother and sister how to drain you. It’s quite safe, and fun, and will make you want to wag your tail even more. And Tricia, you’re going to have to learn this. You can help with your brother, and when you find a husband this all all be invaluable.” 
 
    “Yes, Grandma.” 
 
    Grandma looked around and was satisfied. She hadn’t known when Pat would be ready for chastity, but he was, and the summer was looking up. She sighed. 
 
    “All, right, children. Are you ready for some milk and cookies? 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    She was tired. She was tired of doing the dishes and picking up the clothes, doing the laundry and vacuuming, fixing the meals and following her husband around. Then one day, it finally got to her and…she snapped. 
 
      
 
    “Samantha!” John called out. “Did you pack my extra shirt?” 
 
    “Yes,” she yelled back. She was irritated. She was upset. She was tired of being a maid. 
 
    “What about socks! Did you put socks in my luggage?” 
 
    “You’ve got socks!” she stomped down the hall and into the bedroom. “Honestly! Why don’t you pack for yourself? Don’t you know what you need? Why do I have to pack for you all the time?” 
 
    “Hey, babe, don’t have a tizzy fit.”  
 
    Which statement, of course, caused her to have a tizzy fit. 
 
    “It’s just that I’m awfully busy. I work all day and half the night. If I need a little help—“ 
 
    “And I have to do all the laundry and the vacuuming and I cook all your meals.” 
 
    “Of course you do,” he seemed surprised. He finished tying his shoes—thank God he didn’t ask her to tie his shoes—and stood up and stomped his feet. “You’re my wife.” 
 
    “To work and slave for you.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, you know better. It’s just that I’m busy and…that’s why I’ve got a wife.” 
 
    Bingo. Instant rage. In fact, it was more than rage, Sam slid right out the top, blew her stack so bad she was speechless, and then…calm. The calm in the eye of a storm. 
 
    “I’ve got to go. I’ll be back next week.” He kissed her a peck on the cheek, picked up his bag and strode out of the room. 
 
    He ignored what she had said, or, rather, he thought he had handled it. A moment later she heard his car start up and he was gone. 
 
    She stood and experienced a frightening moment of clarity. 
 
    She was a wife. He had married her expecting her to wait on him hand and foot. That’s how he saw a wife. Somebody who picked up after him and was happy with that. 
 
    Well, that was over. Boy, was that over. 
 
    Having suffered her epiphany, in a new frame of mind, she walked into the kitchen. She walked like a man, clomping, letting the rage come out in her stomping. She opened the cupboard and reached for the bourbon, and cursed. When John had put the bottle up there he had shoved it to the back and now she couldn’t reach it. 
 
    She pulled a kitchen chair around and climbed up on it, and she thought about how the world was built for men. Cupboards too high, steering wheels too far, everything was built for a man. 
 
    Well, that was over. She was not going to be the happy, little wifey anymore. John was going to have to be the wife. He was going to have to clean up after her. He was going to wait on her hand and foot. She had had all she could stand and she could stand no more. 
 
    She held a glass to the ice maker and the clattering cubes half filled the glass. She filled the glass halfway with bourbon, the other half with Coke,  and swirled it around. 
 
    John liked bourbon and Coke. Now she did, and he was going to have to drink wine. 
 
    She walked into the bedroom, sipping the nectar, and stood in his closet. Clothes. Suits. White shirts. Ties. Fuck that. She put her drink down and grabbed an armful of clothes off his rack and walked back into the bedroom and put them on the bed. Armful after armful, until the closet was emptied. 
 
    She moved his shoes out, and his underwear, his cufflinks, everything and anything. She packed everything in a box, then took a hand truck and moved the box out to the garage. She pushed it in behind a bunch of other boxes. He never came out here, he would never find them. He wouldn’t even think of looking out here. 
 
    She hopped into her car and headed for the Goodwill. She dug through bins for underwear, took dresses off racks, selected shoes—lots of high heels—and, bonus of all bonuses, she found a corset!  
 
    She smiled. 
 
    Next she headed downtown. John worked at Spencer’s Financial. He was the Indian and the chief in his own department, which, to describe it loosely, checked contracts. 
 
    She walked into Chuck Browers office. 
 
    Chuck looked up in surprise. “Sam! Hi! Did we have a meeting or something? John is out of town and…you knew that.” 
 
    “I knew that,” She closed the door and locked it. She walked over to his desk, put her hands down and leaned forward.  
 
    Sam had a world class set of breasts. She was proud of them. They were big, lots of cleavage, and some wicked, pointy nipples. 
 
    Chuck swallowed and had to rip his eyes off her cleavage and nipples. 
 
    “So what can I do for you?” 
 
    “Assign John to work from home.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t, really.” 
 
    “Bullshit. John doesn’t have to do these out of town gigs. He just likes to travel and play golf so he volunteers. But that’s done. No more. John is now working at home.” 
 
    “What’s does John have to say about that?” 
 
    “John loves his job and he’ll do what you, the boss, tell him. And you’re going to do what I tell you. John is working at home. Period.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think that would be…” 
 
    Sam ripped her top button off. It didn’t expose any more flesh because it wasn’t buttoned, but it was a slight dishevelment of her person. “Rape,” she whispered. 
 
    Chuck blinked. 
 
    About ten seconds passed, then she ripped another button off. “Rape,” she said. 
 
    “Hey! Wait! you can’t do this! I could lose my job! My wife—“ 
 
    Sam ripped the third button off. She was down to the bottom of her cleavage now. Another button and her bra wold be visible. “Rape,” she said in a louder voice. 
 
    “Fuck! Stop this! We’re friends! You can’t do this!” 
 
    She grabbed a button hole and said, “I’m going to rip this next, and that will rips this dress. I will be exposed. By the time you get the door open I can throw everything off your desk, slap my face so hard I’m crying. 
 
    “Sam! For God’s sake! Okay! John’s going to work at home.” 
 
    “Thank you, Chuck. Now, one other thing.” 
 
    “What?” His eyes were wild, he was upset, nothing was making sense. 
 
    She came around the desk and sat on it and slid her ass so she was right in front of him. She reached under her dress and pulled her panties down. She pulled them over her high heels and tossed them then spread her legs. 
 
    “Wait a minute! I agreed!” 
 
    “Yes, you did. And good boys should be rewarded.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She grabbed his hair and pulled him as she leaned back. 
 
    He was a man. He couldn’t resist her. No man can resist a woman if that woman  takes control, and Sam was taking control. 
 
    Chuck found his face enmeshed in pussy, and he did the only thing he could do, he began to lick. He slurped his tongue up her labia and found the clitoris. He sucked hard, and Sam moaned. 
 
    Chuck didn’t think of John. Or of his wife. He couldn’t think with his mouth full of pussy pie. All he could see, his whole universe, was focused on her moist pinkness. 
 
    She held his head down and moaned, “Take your dick out, Chuck.” 
 
    Keeping his mouth working, Chuck reached down and unbuckled, then unzipped. His cock sprang out and throbbed. Twenty seconds ago he had been limp and terrified, now he was gasping and hungry and desperate for this juicy pussy. 
 
    “Come on up, little girl,” she pulled his head and he moved up. She pulled her dress to the side and a tit popped out, and right into his mouth. His cock was at her front door, begging entry. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” 
 
    Nothing. He slid into her like she was greased and so was she. 
 
    She threw her head back and arched. She wrapped her legs around his body. She fucked him. 
 
    He was on fire. He had not a thought in his head. He was just intent on sliding his cock back and forth. 
 
    She groaned and matched his thrusts. Their pubics meshed and parted, meshed and parted. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he mumbled over a mouth full of nipple. 
 
    She scratched his back and made a small wail of pleasure. 
 
    With such violence it was only a matter of a minute until he began to squirt. His hips bucked and his eyes rolled up a little. 
 
    Sam smiled. 
 
    She hadn’t cum, but she didn’t care. All she cared about was the fact that she now owned Chuck. 
 
    When men and women have sexual intercourse one always owns the other. The man becomes enthralled, or the woman. One becomes dominant in the relationship. And since Sam was now determined that her husband was goin to be her wife, that made all men into wives. 
 
    She owned him. She was dominant in their relationship. 
 
    She slapped his face and he backed off, dazed. His dick flopped out  of her pussy and his semen oozed out of her quim and drooled down between her legs and over her asshole. 
 
    “What?” He was confused. 
 
    “You came in me, you moron. Now lick it up.” 
 
    “But, I…you—“ 
 
    She slapped his face again and whispered, “Rape.” 
 
    That was it for Chuck. He wasn’t about to go through that again. Though it disgusted him, he bent his head down and began licking. 
 
    Sam leaned back and enjoyed his lapping tongue. She loved the way it worked into the button of her asshole, how he licked up the crevices to her pussy. And she really liked it when he put his lips on her pussy and sucked. Oh, that felt good. 
 
    Sex is power, she thought. 
 
    Done with him, and his mouth having cleaned her up, she pulled her panties up and said, “You better figure out what to tell John. I don’t want to have to come here and get raped again.” 
 
    “But…I didn’t rape you!” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” she smiled and patted his flushed cheek. “Every fuck is a rape if you know what you’re doing.” 
 
    With that oblique and convoluted statement she walked out of his office. 
 
    She stopped at the mall on the way home and bought John’s make up. She had a piercing kit at home, so she bought him some earrings. 
 
    Finally, she headed for home. And another bourbon and Coke. 
 
    She smiled and congratulated herself. All the things she had done today…she was going to have a wife. A real and honest to goodness wife. To pick up after her and do the dishes and…and do all the things a wife was supposed to do. 
 
    The only thing left to do now was to prepare John for his homecoming. After all, just because she knew he was going to be her wife didn’t mean that he knew it. 
 
    That boy had a few things to learn, and he was going to have to start now! 
 
      
 
    “John,” she spoke low, sultry, dripping with sex, “How did you like my picture?” 
 
    On the other end of the line John was breathing hard and gulping. He looked at the text message again. The JPEG showed Sam laying on the bed frigging herself with the end of a rolling pin. It was so fucking hot he wondered why the phone didn’t burst into flames. 
 
    “Uh, honey…” his throat was dry and his voice cracked. “I…uh…” 
 
    “Would you like me to send you another one.” 
 
    “Yu…yu…yes.” His cock was slammed up against his zipper. Good thing he was in his hotel room. If he went out on the street with that bump he’d be arrested. 
 
    “Oh, I’d like to, too.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “But there’s something stopping me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I need a picture from you.” 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    He dropped his pants and his cock sprang out the fly of his boxers. He snapped a picture and sent it to her.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! That’s so nasty! But…I want something more.” 
 
    “What?” He could hardly speak. 
 
    “I want you to go buy a pair of panties.” 
 
    “What?” Now his voice did rise up. 
 
    “I want you to go to a store and buy some panties and put them on and take your picture. I want to see your panty clad penis, all stiff and happy and dripping.” 
 
    “Uh, but…that’s…that’s…” 
 
    “That’s like buying Kotex. No man wants to do that, but buying panties and sexting me will prove how much you love me. If you can overcome yourself…if you can show me that big, hard cock, inside a pair of girl panties…then I’ll know you love me.” 
 
    John didn’t even think about how, exactly, that would prove he loved her. He just nodded and gulped some more. He was already trying to figure out ways he could get panties without going into a store.  
 
    He could steal them off a clothes line, go stalk a laundromat, mail order them…wait, he couldn’t mail order them, that would take too long. He needed those panties now! 
 
    “Okay.” He sounded like he was gargling. 
 
    “Oh, goodie. In the meantime, while you’re doing that, I’m going to do really nasty things to my pussy.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe jack off with the vacuum cleaner. Maybe sit on a bedpost, or, I know, I’ll go sit on the ball hitch on our SUV.” 
 
    John was leaking now, and he was having trouble standing up. He had no idea what had made his wife act like this, but like any man with a hard dick he wasn’t thinking. He was just intent on getting panties. 
 
    “And, by the way, Mr. Big Penis?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Don’t you dare jack off. You can play with yourself all you like, but…don’t…jack…off.” 
 
    “Oh…okay.” 
 
    “And when you get home I’m going to do all these wonderful, dirty things to you…” 
 
    Some time later, John dazed and staggering, Sam hung up. John zipped and buttoned up, pulled on his jacket, and headed out into the sunlight. He had a couple of hours before he had to meet with the customer, and he had to get a pair of panties. He opened his cell phone and typed in ‘panties.’  Good old Google, he knew exactly where to go when his Uber arrived. 
 
      
 
    Back on the home front Sam had hung up because she had heard the doorbell. 
 
    She was naked because she had just been making love to a kitchen implement, and she ran, tits flopping through the house. She opened the front door to see a Fedex delivery man walking down the walk towards his truck. 
 
    “Hey!” she yelled. 
 
    He turned around. 
 
    She opened the door to reveal herself in all her natural splendor. “You need to bring this box into the house for me.” 
 
    The Fedex man gawped. His eyes opened up and he stared. 
 
    “Well? Come on!” 
 
    His legs moved like they had no knees. Just stiff sticks of wood that staggered back towards the house. 
 
    He arrived in front of the doormat and Sam pointed down at the mat. The box was six inches cubed and she said, “It’s way too heavy for little, old me. Bring it in.” 
 
    Still stunned, looking like an ox trying to figure out what TV was, he bent and picked up the package. 
 
    “Back this way,” Sam moved down the hallway. 
 
    The Fedex man stumbled over the threshold and followed her. 
 
    Sam grinned. She walked backwards so he could see her proud boobs. She beckoned with a finger. 
 
    He followed her into the bedroom, and she stopped at the bed. “Put it here.” She pointed at the bed. 
 
    The Fedex man, gasping for breath, red-faced and pants bulging, put the little box on the bed, and Sam pushed him down, began stripping his clothes off him. 
 
    In a second he was naked, his own package ready for delivery. 
 
    Sam pushed him onto his back and climbed on top of him. She squatted over his meat and began to descend.  
 
    The tip of his dick slid into her snatch. She was juicy, his cock was big, and their pubics met and began to grind. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” she groaned. This is the delivery I’ve been waiting for!” 
 
    His balls were big and they bounced under her wild gyrations. 
 
    He reached up and grabbed her tits and she groaned and lowered her chest to him. “Suck them, big boy. Suck them good.” 
 
    He did. He took her nipple in mouth and began to suck it hard. 
 
    She groaned and swiveled her ass around on his cock. 
 
    It wasn’t but a couple of minutes before he felt himself triggering. 
 
    “I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “Well, hurry up!” She grabbed his ears and held them while she fucked him, and he began to spurt his white fluid deep inside her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby,” she grunted. “That’s the way.” then she said something that made no sense to him. “Now I own you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Want to be my wife? Want me to take you away from all this?” 
 
    But he was done. His dick was limp and it slipped out of her, along with a big gloop of sperm. 
 
    He pushed her off and stood up. 
 
    She lay on the bed and grinned at him. 
 
    “Are we married?” 
 
    “Uh, lady, uh, I…I’ve got deliveries to make.” 
 
    He staggered out of the bedroom, pulling his clothes on. He didn’t know what had happened to him. He had never had a woman do that to him, and what was that business about them now being married?” 
 
    He ran to his truck, tucking his shirt in and pulling up his fly. He got in and drove down the street. The truck veered back and forth, but he made it and turned on the next street and was gone. 
 
     
 
    Sam lay back and sighed. She hadn’t cum. But that wasn’t what was important. What was important was that she had fucked another man. She owned him. She was gaining in power. 
 
    She thought about taking a picture of the semen oozing out of her and sexting John, but she didn’t. She knew it was too soon for that. She might own men, but he was the one man who she had to change, make more amenable. He was the one she had to make like a wife. 
 
      
 
    John picked up the panties and his face was redder than a rose painted red. He was standing in a department store in the (choke) women’s section. Women walking past him. Did they see the panties in his hand? 
 
    He didn’t know, but he could see himself, and he was having a rough time. This was worse than buying Kotex. Holding the panties low so they wouldn’t be noticeable, he headed for the check out counter. 
 
    He stood in line. A woman with three kids was behind him. They overflowed her shopping cart and chattered and the youngest one was exploring the taste of boogers. A woman holding drapery and rods was in front of him.  
 
    The line moved slowly. The girl at the counter seemed a bit lame brained. She looked like she couldn’t chew gum and work the register at the same time, and she was chewing gum. 
 
    The lady in front of him paid, moved forward, and stopped at the exit to the line. She started fumbling with her purse and wallet and mumbled, “I know it was here a second ago.” 
 
    John put the panties on the counter and the girl ran the tag under the light. 
 
    “Dang!” she chewed. “This ain’t…hey, mister, the price tag is obliterated.” She actually used the word ‘obliterated’ and she showed him how the price was rubbed out. 
 
    She grabbed her mike and said, “Price check on women’s panties.” 
 
    John felt himself shrinking. 
 
    The girl turned to John spoke in a shrill voice. “You sure you want these mister? They’re lady’s panties.” 
 
    He nodded, his face pounding with blood and embarrassment. 
 
    “Hey, Mommy!” blurted one of the booger eaters behind him. “That man is buying panties!” 
 
    He felt one inch tall, like even the babies were giants, and his face felt like it was glowing, which it was. 
 
    “Do ya?” the girl persisted. 
 
    “They’re for my wife,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, they’re for your wife. Why dint you say so.” She turned to the lady with the booger eater babies and said, “They’re for his wife.” 
 
    The lady in front of John turned to look at him. She snorted. “Yeah, right.” 
 
    John stood there, wanting to run for his life. Five minutes later a supervisor showed up and okayed the price. 
 
    John didn’t care. He just wanted to get out of there. Jamming the panties into his pocket he ran from the store. 
 
      
 
    Sam went on the net and ordered things. Sissy clothes for John, a remote controlled chastity device, chains and padlocks. She ordered them for overnight delivery, which would leave her lots of time to get the house ready. 
 
    And she smiled. Overnight delivery. Amazon drivers. She was going to own more men. 
 
      
 
    John burst into his hotel room. He had forgotten about Uber and run all the way back, shamed and mortified by his experiences. 
 
    And, yet, he was trembling. He ripped open the package and took out the panties. They were white and looked a bit small, but he was so horny he didn’t care. 
 
    He stripped his clothes off and began pulling the panties up. 
 
    Oh, man, they really were small. The legs got so tight, he couldn’t get them over his thighs. He lay back on the bed and tugged and pulled, and turned his face and finally read the wrapper.  
 
    ‘Teens.’ 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he cried. 
 
    Then, frustrated but driven, he grabbed the waist band and pulled. 
 
    The panties slid up and over his hips. They were stretched and so damned tight…his package, which had gone down from his efforts, was crammed inside the space reserved for a teenagers mons. 
 
    He stood up, his balls hurting, his cock squashed, and grabbed his cell phone. He snapped a picture, then groaned and fell on the bed. He began ripping the fabric, which was now so stretched out it was starting to come apart on its own. In a second he was holding bits of thin fabric. His cock, of course, was now gigantic. He almost sobbed with relief. He quickly sexted Sam the picture. 
 
      
 
    Sam was laying on the bed. She was using the handle of a flashlight and groaning and pulling on her nipples. 
 
    She hadn’t cum, twice, three times if you counted John before he left, and…she wanted to cum. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck!” She groaned, her arm moving back and forth in a blur. 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she screamed, and she leaned over and picked up her cell phone. 
 
    There was John’s package. She could see the outline and bits of skin through the stretched mesh of panties. It was small and wrinkled and looked like it might if it was squashed between two panes of glass. 
 
    She frowned. 
 
    She texted back: “I want to see your whole body! And those panties are too small! And where is the matching bra?” 
 
    John was crushed. He had suffered, and this was all he got? 
 
    DING! 
 
    He looked at his cell. It was a video, a selfie, and it showed his wife’s large tits in the background, and a flashlight in the foreground. The flashlight was blinking, and between the picture obscuring blasts of light he could see where the flashlight was. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” He blurted. Suddenly he was no longer crushed. Now he was…HORNY! He stared at the video. He was willing to go blind for those glimpses of labia surrounding the fluted barrel of the flashlight. He could see her clitoris above the flashlight. 
 
    She began moving the flashlight in and out and he could hear her gasping. 
 
    Then the video stopped and a message came through: Bra and panties! Or else! 
 
    John looked at the clock. He had a meeting. He was conflicted. Go to a dry, old meeting and talk about stocks and interest points, or follow his ramrod cock into the women’s section of a store where he would be humiliated and his cock would get even harder. 
 
    He looked down. He was dripping. 
 
    He called an Uber and ran out the door. 
 
    John asked the Uber driver where a cheap department store was with not too many people. 
 
    The Uber driver asked him what he wanted to buy. 
 
    John fumbled the words out. “I want to buy a bra and pantie set for my wife.” 
 
    The Uber driver nodded and headed across town. 
 
    Halfway there the Uber driver, who was female, looked in the rear view mirror and asked, “Is this really for you?” 
 
    John wanted to jump out and run away, but he was in luck this time. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. My brother is a cross dresser. You pay me extra and I’ll even go in and get the stuff for you.” 
 
    Finally finding his voice, John squeaked out, “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, sure. You should probably get some extra things, though.”  
 
    “Like what? Why?” 
 
    “For why is because if you’re like my brother it’s addictive. You’re going to want nylons and garters, maybe some lipstick, something nice to sleep in.” 
 
    John didn’t like the word ‘addictive,’ but in his mind he denied it, even chuckled a little. He was no addict. 
 
    “How much should I give you?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Give me your credit card and forty bucks. Or maybe a hundred and forty. Whatever floats your boat.” 
 
    They arrived at the department store. It was in a rundown part of town and it was decorated with for sale signs, going out of business signs, snd the like. 
 
    John handed over his credit card and said, “Ask for forty cash.” 
 
    “If you want to come in I can show you stuff. You can make sure I don’t overcharge you, too. We can pretend we’re husband and wife and I’m buying for myself.” 
 
    John didn’t care about being overcharged. He was in a frenzy and wouldn’t care if somebody chopped off his toes.  
 
    But the idea of being able to walk through the store without being mortified…it was good. He needed to learn some of this stuff, and this girl was willing. 
 
    They got out of the car and entered the store. It was not busy. In fact, if it was any less busy it would be a graveyard. The girl at the counter was actually nodding off as she leaned against the register. 
 
    The Uber driver, whose name was Sandy, took John back to the women’s section. She held up panties and asked his opinion, and he found that, after the first few muttered responses, he was capable of talking. 
 
    “Different color,” he stated, as he imagined himself in a chemise. 
 
    “Can the cups be flatter? I don’t have any tits.” 
 
    “We could get you breast forms?” She answered. 
 
    “We can?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Then get me a flat cup and a couple of big cups.” 
 
    “You want shoes? High heels?” 
 
    He did, and he wondered if there was something to this addiction. thing, but he shook his head. 
 
    His cock was throbbing this whole time, and at one point Sandy actually grabbed him and said, “That’s not going to fit in these panties. We better get you bigger ones that have stretch.” 
 
    He was holding his breath, stunned, and Sandy laughed.  
 
    “Haven’t you ever had anybody grab your cock before?” 
 
    He was looking around, making sure no store detective wasn’t going to arrest him. He had seen porn where women were arrested by store detectives and taken into a room and fucked. He didn’t want that to happen to him. 
 
    “Nu…nu…no.” 
 
    “Well here’s something to remember me by.” She held him with one hand and unzipped him with the other. She fished his cock out and went to her knees and began sucking him. Her lips were soft, plump, and magical. He started grunting, moving his hips. She unbuckled him and his pants half fell. She reached around and began playing with his asshole. 
 
    He grabbed a clothes rack and his eyes were trying to look everywhere. He could see the headlines. 
 
      
 
    Uber Driver Gives Man Head in a Store! 
 
     
 
    Then he felt the switch being flicked. His cock started to surge and she giggled and pulled her mouth away. She squeezed the base of his cock and only a few drops of cum escaped. 
 
    “Please! Please!” He begged. 
 
    “Nah. I don’t want to taste cum in my mouth all night.” 
 
    She backed away, picked up the items she had picked out, and headed for the counter. 
 
    Flustered, red-faced, John followed along, tucking in his shirt and zipping up his trousers. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Sam was almost asleep, but she woke up and looked at her cell phone and smiled. It had taken him long enough. When she opened up her cell, however, her eyes near fell out and rolled across the floor. 
 
    John was wearing panties and bra. Matching. And his cups were filled. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she whispered. 
 
    He had on garters and nylons. 
 
    And he was wearing lipstick. 
 
    His face, of course, was red. 
 
    DING! 
 
    A second picture, he was shooting himself in a mirror, and he was turned sideways, his big fake tits stuck out and he looked so proud. 
 
    She tapped fingers and sent him a message. 
 
      
 
    I just came! 
 
    But you better not. 
 
    Good wives save themselves for their husbands. 
 
      
 
    John blinked at the text. 
 
    ‘Good wives…’ What?” 
 
    Then he sort of transformed the message in his head. She was saving herself for him. 
 
    And he put thought of the blow job that had resulted in a couple of drops of squirtem out of his mind. 
 
    So horny he couldn’t think straight, he went to bed, and he tossed and turned and played with himself and he fantasized of being a woman. Taken out dancing. Long walks in the park. Going to movies and theaters and stuff. And the weird thing was that he imagined himself being squired by…Sam.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Two 
 
      
 
    It was a long week of frustration for John. Endless sexting. Dirty whispers over the phone. And not being allowed to cum. By the time he got on the plane he was barely able to walk. 
 
    He floated through the clouds, his cock pounding in his pants while people watched TV and slept around him. 
 
    He walked off the plane and was still hard. 
 
    He found his car in the parking lot and headed for the office. He had to drop off a couple of things before he went home to…to…to whatever Sam was going to do to him. 
 
    “Hey, John,” Chuck said when John entered his office. 
 
    Oddly, Chuck looked a little embarrassed, maybe even a little scared. 
 
    John was too horny to really take note, however. He placed the folder On Chuck’s desk. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I got sick and couldn’t meet the client. I just stayed in bed the whole time.” Except for when I was prancing around in women’s underwear. 
 
    “That’s okay,” Chuck looked a little distracted, at least he was having trouble looking John in the eye. Not that John was aware enough to be able to notice it. “Uh, John?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “The company is making some changes. You’re going to be working at home from now on.” 
 
    “I…what?” John didn’t want to work from home, but he was having trouble processing Chuck’s words. “Why?” 
 
    Because your wife came and fucked me senseless! “It just seems more efficient.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    John was confused. He wanted to object, but he didn’t. He was in too much of a hurry to object. He had to get home and find out what his wife was going to do to him. 
 
    “Well, thanks, John. Welcome home.” 
 
    John nodded and backed out of the office. He mumbled greetings to people who welcomed him home, and rushed out of the office. His fellow workers looked at each other and shrugged. 
 
    John was having a hard time concentrating on the road. He drifted in his lane and suddenly his rear view mirror was filled with blinking lights. A siren sounded, and John turned at a corner and pulled over. 
 
    The cop lowered the kickstand on his bike and sauntered towards john. 
 
    John had enough presence of mind to get out his insurance and license. His pants were actually rising and falling slightly, his dick was pounding so hard. 
 
    The cop took his license and insurance and walked back to his motorcycle. He picked up his mike and checked for warrants, and stopped. Same last name as that babe he had pulled over earlier in the week. Man, he remembered that. She had sucked her way out of a ticket, and…he looked at the address. Damn! Same one! This guy must be her husband. 
 
    Suddenly, the cop felt a little embarrassed. He had filled the guy’s wife’s mouth with gism, and now he was going to give the guy a ticket? He frowned, then walked back to John. 
 
    “Here you go, sir.” 
 
    John took his ID and insurance back, and was vaguely aware that the cop’s face was a little red, like he was embarrassed or something. 
 
    “Drive safely, sir.” 
 
    “I will.”  
 
    And the cop left. 
 
    John blinked. First time he ever got out of a ticket in his life, and he wondered why. He pulled out on the road and headed for home. 
 
     
 
    He pulled into his street and stopped a house away from his house. There was an Amazon delivery van blocking his driveway. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    The driver never came out. 
 
    Frowning, John got out of his car and walked up the drive to the front door. He let himself in, stood in the foyer and listened. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Yes! Fuck me! Harder! Faster!” 
 
    “I’m doing the best I can, lady. Let go of my balls!” 
 
    “Fuck me!” 
 
    “Oh…OH!…OH!” The man yelled. 
 
    John was confused. That was his wife. And somebody had just come inside her. What the fuck? 
 
    And he would have been mad, normally. But he was no longer normal. Now he was hornier than a priest in a whorehouse, and his mind wasn’t working properly, and…his dick got harder. 
 
    He was listening to his wife fuck, and he was so horny that it just made him hornier. 
 
    He stood there, in the foyer, looking down the hall, and listened as the springs on the bed stopped squeaking. 
 
    A moment later an Amazon delivery man backed out of the room. Sam was saying things to him but John couldn’t tell what. 
 
    Then the Amazon man turned around and walked towards John. He was buckling his belt as he walked and he wasn’t put off at all by John’s presence. As he got closer John heard him mumble, “Her wife? What the fuck? I ain’t nobody’s wife.” Then he said to John, “She’s all yours, man.” 
 
    The Amazon man went out the front door and a half minute later he heard the delivery truck drive away. 
 
    He stared down the hallway. Something was wrong, but he didn’t know what. 
 
    He heard the bed make sounds as Sam rolled off it, then, before she could come to the door, he turned and went out the door. He was shaken, and horny, and didn’t know what to do. He felt like crying, and yet was numb. He walked down the street to his car, got in and drove it into the driveway. 
 
    He slammed the car door loudly, so it could be heard inside the house. He got out his suitcase and walked up to the front door. He stepped into his house and banged the door shut. 
 
    “I’m home!” 
 
    “Honey! wonderful!” Sam came down the hallway. She was wearing a robe and she hugged him and kissed him. 
 
    He wondered if the Amazon man had kissed her. 
 
    He wondered who else had kissed her. 
 
    The Amazon man had seemed pretty disgruntled when he came out of the bedroom. 
 
    She linked her arm with his and guided him into the kitchen. “Why don’t you make us a couple of drinks.” 
 
    She was done making drinks. Her wife was home. 
 
    John complied. He was okay with making drinks, and he had no idea of what was going on in Sam’s mind. 
 
    He put a drink in front of her and sat down opposite her. 
 
    “How was your week?” She asked, a randy smile on her face. 
 
    “It was…good. I…uh…” 
 
    “Are you wearing your underwear? 
 
    He nodded, and gulped. This was so weird. 
 
    “Excellent. I’ve put some clothes in your closet to replace those silly suits.” 
 
    “You…what?” 
 
    “I’ll expect you to be dressed up when you make dinner. You can call me when you need help with make up.” 
 
    “I…what?” He was honestly confused. He was horny, conflicted, didn’t know what was going on, and now…what was she really saying? 
 
    She slugged her drink back, belched, then stood up and sat on his lap. She kissed him. With lips that had kissed somebody else. And ground her buttocks onto his package. 
 
    He groaned. He was so horny he was starting to leave wet spots on his panties. 
 
    “Uh, honey?” 
 
    She snuggled against him. “Oh, it’s going to be so wonderful. I’ll be the best husband you ever had, and I know you’ll be the best wife a man ever had.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    She looked at him. “We’re married, honey. And you’re my wife.” 
 
    “I’m not your wife.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Honey, what’s wrong with your head? Of course you’re my wife.” 
 
    “No, wait…” 
 
    “Aren’t you wearing a wife’s underwear?” 
 
    She ran her fingers over his shoulder, found his bra strap and pulled it and let it snap back. 
 
    “But that doesn’t…” 
 
    She pulled her robe apart and revealed that she wasn’t wearing a bra…and she had on a pair of boxer shorts. 
 
    He stared. 
 
    “I’m the man. I wear manly underwear. You’re the woman. You wear womanly underwear.” 
 
    “Now wait a minute! This has gone far enough! I am not your wife! And who was that Amazon driver?” 
 
    She leaned past him and picked up a knife from the kitchen counter. She placed the tip to the side of his neck. 
 
    He gulped and suddenly realized he was mortal. 
 
    “Honey, I decided to be the husband, and what the husband decides is what is. I am the lord of the manor The king of the castle. What I say goes, and I say you are my wife. Do you wish to disagree?” 
 
    She smiled sweetly, and he managed to mumble, “Okay.” 
 
    She put the knife down and stood up. Now that we have that settled, I want you to go get dressed. In fact, I’ll help you. Come along. She put out her hand and grabbed his. She dragged him down the hallway, and all he wanted to do was go screaming out the doorway. Something was really wrong with his wife. 
 
    “And that man was a delivery driver. He delivered a package.” She looked back at him and giggled. “He delivered it right to my box.” 
 
    They entered the bedroom and she pushed him in front of her into his closet. 
 
    His suits were gone. His shirts and ties were gone. He didn’t even have any shoes. He looked at the rack of dresses, the high heels under them. 
 
    “What…what? Where are my clothes.” 
 
    “I gave them to the Goodwill. You have so much prettier things to wear now.” 
 
    She took a dress down and held it to his frame. “Oh, yes.” Then she frowned. “Where’s your tits?” 
 
    “My…tits?” 
 
    “Yes, your tits! Are you deaf? Like you had in your texts.” 
 
    “They’re in my suitcase.” 
 
    “Oh, you silly boy. I don’t want to see you without tits ever again.” She walked past him and into the bedroom. she called back, “We’ll get you some implants. I’ll make an appointment tomorrow for a consultation.” 
 
    He stood in the closet, dazed, dizzy, not understanding…and with a monster dick pounding in his pants. He looked at the woman’s dresses, the nylons and the bras and…and a corset. What the hell had gone on here? 
 
    Sam re-entered the closet. She was carrying his breast forms. “Off with the shirt, honey. Let’s get you squared away. 
 
    She unbuttoned him and pulled his shirt off. “I don’t want to see you in these man clothes ever again.” She slipped his breast forms into his cups, and stopped. He had worn the flat bra, the training bra, and she said, “Why are you…here. Put this on.” She handed him a frilly bra with big cups. 
 
    John wanted to object, but he was seriously befuddled. She had held a knife on him. She seemed to believe this fantasy she had, of him being the wife. 
 
    She had his flat bra off and helped him put the frilly one on. She slipped his forms into the cups and smiled. “There we go.”  
 
    She pulled him out of the closet and pushed him onto the bed. “And you’ll never guess what I bought you.”  
 
    She was holding the corset behind her back and he could easily see it. 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “This!” She held the corset up with a big grin. 
 
    “I don’t think I can wear that.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. I want to see you with your skinny waist and your big tits, so wear it you will.” 
 
    She unbuckled his pants and pulled them off. He was wearing panties and his cock was big and dripping in them. 
 
    She giggled. “Oh, that’s so pretty. Every woman should have a big cock.” 
 
    She pushed him back on the bed and put the corset around his mid-section. She fastened the snaps in the front, then turned him over and started pulling the ties on the back. 
 
    He grunted with each pull. “I…can’t…breath!” 
 
    “Take shallow breaths. You’ll be fine.”  
 
    She went up his back and he could feel the garment pushing his fake tits up. They would have popped out the top if it wasn’t for the frilly bra. 
 
    He gasped, and she slapped his ass and helped him to stand up. 
 
    “Huh…huh…huh…” he breathed. 
 
    “Now that’s what we’re talking about.” She pulled him in front of the full size mirror and examined his body. 
 
    His waist was less than 25 inches, and shrinking. His boobs had to be 40 double Ds. Or maybe Fs. His butt flared out from under the corset. 
 
    “That’s how a wife should look!” 
 
    He decided to try something. “How come you didn’t wear clothes like this when you were the wife?” 
 
    “Because I wasn’t a very good wife,” she smiled. “But you’re going to be a lot better! You’re going to be a perfect wife!” 
 
    He would have run out of the house but he couldn’t breath properly. but even if he had, he would have collapsed from lack of oxygen before he got to his car, and she would just drag him back. 
 
    She held up a pair of nylons. “I am so glad you shaved your legs.” She said. 
 
    “I Naired my whole body,” he answered. “You said to.” 
 
    “Well, wasn’t I the smarty pants?” 
 
    She looked at his feet then, and frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He was exhausted. 
 
    “Sit down at my vanity table.” 
 
    He was glad to sit down, though his back was kept ram rod rigid. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “We have to do your nails. You don’t want to be caught without pretty red nails, do you?” 
 
    Of course he did. He opened his mouth to object, but he had no sooner opened his mouth and said, ‘I,’ then she placed her hand on a pair of scissors on the vanity table and held them right in front of his eyes. 
 
    He gulped and looked at the sharp and shiny points. “Do you?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Good. Then just sit there and be quiet while I pretty you up.” 
 
    He sat, and thought about jumping up and running for it. But she placed the scissors on the floor, right next to her hand. 
 
    She took down her nail kit and began shaping his nails. She pushed the cuticles back and sanded and prepared them, then she got out the bright, red polish and began painting them. 
 
    John kept looking at the door. He wanted to get out of here. He wanted to run screaming down the street, but Sam kept looking up at him with that fixed grin. 
 
    She did three coats, admonishing him not to move an inch. She brushed down, from cuticle to tip, evenly. When she was done she looked up at him, her chin on her hand which was on her knee. “You are so beautiful,” she whispered. 
 
    She sat up, then knelt and put her hand behind his head. She pressed her lips to his, and he suddenly felt like he was in a deep pool, drowning, and…and it felt good. 
 
    He opened his eyes. She was back at his toes, coating them with lacquer. 
 
    His cock was raging inside his corset. She had pushed it up and it was trapped, and that made it even harder. 
 
    She took his hand and spread it on the vanity table. She began preparing his fingernails.  
 
    He was so totally mixed up. On one hand he wanted to run screaming…on the other hand his cock was pulsing so hard he was faint, and he didn’t want to run away. 
 
    She wasn’t going to stab him with knife or scissors, he thought. That was just his imagination. 
 
    Not very slowly, his mind, driven by his penis, transformed the events of the day to more amenable conclusions. 
 
    He watched as she chose long stilettos and glued them to his fingers. Then she painted them, long strokes, and they were red. Red, red, red. They matched his toes. 
 
    She applied the lacquer and they were sealed. 
 
    She smiled. “Now you have real claws. Not like me.” She held up her own fingers. When he had left last week they were sexy long ovals. Now they were blunt, chewed spatulas. Male nails. What had she been doing? 
 
    “All right, sit on the bed and let’s get these nylons on you.” 
 
    She rolled up the sleek material and he marveled as his legs became sexy stems. His red toes showed through the material. 
 
    “Oh, baby. I can’t wait to put you in some high heels.” 
 
    She pulled a yellow dress over his head. He wiggled and struggled, but because of the corset he was able to get it on. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she breathed. In the mirror his body was decidedly feminine. “Sit down here.” 
 
    He sat, and she moved things around on her vanity table, selected a bottle, and started working his face with little sponges. “We’re cleaning your face now. This will clean out your pores.” She showed him the blackened sponges and he blinked.  
 
    “That came from me?” 
 
    “Nobody else. But now you’re clean. This next thing is called primer.” 
 
    Step by step she made him up. She put on the foundation, then added color. His face went from male colorful to female pale to female colorful. She began working on his eyes, and he suddenly found that his fear had evaporated and he was becoming interested. 
 
    His cock, of course, was totally interested. At one point he pressed on his pulsing cock and groaned. 
 
    “Don’t be masturbating on me now,” she warned. “Good, little wives don’t go jacking off. Or jilling off.” She giggled. 
 
    “When are we going to have sex?” he asked. 
 
    “You leave that up to me. Although, I have to admit. I have been getting so much sex with all my affairs that it may be awhile.” 
 
    “About those affairs…” 
 
    “Don’t you worry your pretty, little head about that. It’s okay if husbands go out and get a little.” 
 
    “And what about wives?” 
 
    “Wives stay home and do the cooking,” her voice became rough  and even threatening. 
 
    He groaned. His cock really needed attention. 
 
    She finished with his eyes. They were grey, little caves and his eyes sparkled from within. She smiled at her work, then took out the lipstick. She rolled it on his lips and he was startled, though he shouldn’t have been, by the fact that the color matched his nails. 
 
    “This has a plumping agent in it, so your lips will get nice and plump. They are going to be so kissable.” 
 
    Something was happening to John. The feeling of being in a dress, of having boobs. The gentle and intimate way she had touched his face, and, of course, his raging hard on, he was feeling sexy. He was actually starting to like this. It was like the feeling when you hair stands up, but it was his whole body, and he felt really cool. 
 
    She placed a wig on his head, glued it onto a little skullcap, and he suddenly had long, wavy, feminine hair. 
 
    She grabbed his hand and helped him stand up. She pulled him in front of the mirror and posed with her cell phone, thens topped. “Oh, my gosh! We forgot the shoes!” 
 
    She ran into the closet and rummaged through the shoes she had bought him. 
 
    This was the moment. This was the time he could escape. She was in the closet. He could run out of the house! He could call the police, the men with the nets, whoever, and…and…she came out of the closet and he was still there. His mind was running, but his body was staying, and his thoughts were confused but turning…her way. 
 
    The feminine way. 
 
    She knelt at his feet and put one high heel on him, then the other. 
 
    He stood and was taller. He towered over her, but she didn’t care. After all, in her mind she was the husband. 
 
    Now she held the cell phone up and clicked their image in the mirror. 
 
    Him so tall, with magnificent calves popping out because of the heels. With his butt flaring out, so round and perfect. His waist slender and yet flaring out at the bottom and top. His tits…incredible mountains. 
 
    She took more pictures. And, unbeknownst to him, she uploaded them and put them on Facebutt. He would find out the next day, but right then he was lost in the image of himself. 
 
    She walked him out to the kitchen and once again she sat down at the table and told him to get the drinks. 
 
    He walked to the cabinet and got down the bourbon. He marveled at his long fingernails. They looked so sexy as he held they bottle. He tried to get the top off, but couldn’t. 
 
    “Could you open this?” he asked. 
 
    She smiled and pried the cork out easily. But then she didn’t have long, glorious fingernails. 
 
    He put ice in two glasses, poured in the bourbon, then had to have her open two cans of Coke. 
 
    Again, she smiled. Men were so superior in the things they could do. 
 
    John filled the glasses and placed her glass in front of her. 
 
    She sat back and gulped a big gulp and grinned. Then she belched. 
 
    He sipped, ladylike, and marveled at how it felt. He liked it. He liked being dressed up and acting elegant. 
 
    “Well, John, how’s the day going?” 
 
    She wore no make up, long pants and a flannel shirt. Yet he was fascinated by her. 
 
    “Pretty good,” he said, touching an earlobe. 
 
    “Oh, no! I forgot to do your ears! We have to pierce your ears!” 
 
    She jumped up and ran into the back room. 
 
    Again, John could have stood up and left. Of course, now she would really catch him. Running on high heels he would likely break his ankle before he made it to the street. He smiled. He suddenly understood why men liked women in high heels; they couldn’t get away. 
 
    She came back and within a minute he had pierced ears and hoops through his lobes. 
 
    He felt them, and they felt so cool. He turned his head and could feel them touching him, caressing his neck. 
 
    Again, she sat, male like, and watched him. 
 
    He said, “I really am going to need some sexual attention.” 
 
    She waved her hand. Wives aren’t expected to have lots of orgasms. You just put out for me, honey, and we’ll be fine.” 
 
    Not what he wanted to hear. 
 
    “Sam. I know that I’m not supposed to have sex, but I’m horny. Underneath all this femininity is a cock and balls.” 
 
    Sam leaned forward, “About that. There are several things we can do about that.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We can give you a chemical castrator, or even lop everything off.” 
 
    John started to panic. “No! I don’t think I want that!” 
 
    “But why not? We could have that done when we get your breast implants.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sam, but I want to hold on to what I’ve got.” 
 
    “And if I, the husband, tell you that you must?” Her voice lowered into a warning growl. 
 
    John was getting a little worried, but, female like, he was starting to understand how to get around somebody who was overbearing. 
 
    “Then…then…” he blustered, “Then we could do that, but from then I might suffer an awful lot of headaches.” 
 
    Sam frowned. “You’d be having our period all month long?” 
 
    “You used to do that.” 
 
    Sam’s lips pursed and twisted in thought. She thought, I finally make the breakthrough, and she pulls this on me. Damned woman! 
 
    “But if you let me keep my, uh, self intact…then maybe I won’t have so many headaches. 
 
    Sam felt like she had been outmaneuvered, but what could she do? These nefarious women had all the answers. Bitches! 
 
    “Well, okay. But…I need som relief right now. Do you have a headache now?” 
 
    Now John was caught. After what he had just pulled he couldn’t pretend to have a headache. 
 
    Besides, he wasn’t quite sure how sex with Sam as the husband would work. In the back of his mind he thought maybe they could loosen his dick and he could fuck her. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then let’s go fuck, baby.” She took his red finger nailed hand and led him back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Up on the bed, honey. Get ready for papa.” 
 
    Puzzled, still hoping, John sat on the bed and watched. 
 
    Sam opened her dresser drawer and took out a strap on. She put it around her hips. A big cock suddenly pocked out from her groin. 
 
    “Wait a minute!” 
 
    “For what, honey?” Sam seemed honestly puzzled. 
 
    “I…you…I thought I was going to put my dick in you!” 
 
    She laughed. “Come on, get real. Housewives don’t have dicks.” 
 
    “But…but…” John was about to say he did have a dick, and pull his penis out from under the tight corset. Except the corset was under the dress and there was no way he could reach his dick. 
 
    And, to make matters worse, Sam had picked up the pair of scissors. 
 
    John scooted back a little, his eyes wide. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Opening up some lube,” said Sam, and she snipped the seal off a jar of lube. She came to the bed, still holding the scissors but now with a big glob of lube in her other hand. “Get on all fours.” 
 
    John was frightened. His heart was pounding, and he felt he had no choice. He got on all fours. 
 
    Sam stepped between his legs and John could feel the big cock laying on his calf. She lifted his dress and pulled his panties up. She  started slathering lube into his back hole. 
 
    “Oh!” blurted Sam. Her fingers felt good on his asshole. 
 
    She rubbed the lube in, pushed some into him, and used her fingers around the rim, slowly working her fingers deeper and deeper into him. 
 
    He groaned. This wasn’t supposed to feel so good. But it did. He found himself pushing his ass at her fingers. 
 
    Sam chuckled and went to three fingers. She began running her fingers in and out of him. 
 
    John moaned and wiggled his butt. 
 
    “Are you ready, honey?” 
 
    Was John ready? He didn’t think so, but he pushed his butt up and Sam guided her cock into it. 
 
    John felt a guttural moan of pleasure erupt from deep down inside. He felt incredible. He felt like the world had opened up. He had never felt anything so good as this. 
 
    Sam worked her cock back and forth, in and out. She sawed and wiggled and corkscrewed, and the more she moved the more John moved, and the more John groaned in pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” John blurted, pushing his butt back as hard as he could. 
 
    Sam moved back an inch, then, like a man, she rammed forward. 
 
    John felt his ass being pushed and his arms couldn’t support her weight and he fell forward. Sam stayed with him, climbing on the bed and pushing her dick deep inside of him. 
 
    Now John couldn’t give way, and the dick went to the hilt in him. 
 
    “OH…OH…OH…!” 
 
    John felt like he was peeing, but he was so dazed he couldn’t think straight. He didn’t care. He had been officially fucked into stupidland, and he was happy there. 
 
    Slowly, Sam pulled her dick out of him. 
 
    She saw the semen oozing in his panties, and she knew that John had cum. Of course, he probably didn’t know it, for he hadn’t had an orgasm, and that was what was really important. 
 
    Good housewives were for fucking, and it didn’t matter if they came or not. All that mattered was that they stayed horny. And Samantha was determined that John would stay good and horny. That’s what made them good housewives, after all 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to go, that’s why!” Jed glared at his wife, Susan. 
 
    Susan, glaring just as hard, responded with, “You’re going anyway! And that’s it!” 
 
    The bone of contention was her company’s Halloween party. It was a yearly gathering, lots of fun (in her eyes), and he, as her husband, should support her and her company. 
 
    “I don’t have a costume, I’m not interested in a costume, I don’t want to. Period!” 
 
    “Then you will get no sex until you go, and if you don’t go this year, then it will be a year until you do get sex again!” 
 
    The problem was that Jed knew she meant it. One time she had laid down the law, said if he didn’t do something he wouldn’t get sex until his birthday. That was four months of misery. Four months of whacking off. Four months of missing out on his wife’s rather abundant charms. When he finally got back between her legs he was a sadder and wiser man. 
 
    Now he gulped and stared at her. “That’s not fair,” he whined. Already, just the threat, he had gone from being a proud man to a miserable whiner. 
 
    “Fair or not, that’s it!” Then she softened up a little. She knew she had won and she was just trying to make it a little more palatable. “Listen, honey,” she placed a hand on her leg. “You won’t have to do anything. I’ve got a great idea for costumes, one you’ll like, and I am going to get so horny…I am going to fuck you till your dick falls off. I will suck you until your balls shrivel. I will…you want to be a girl?” She grinned. 
 
    Jed sat up straighter. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You always like wearing my underwear, it gets you so kinky and hard…how would you like me to fix you up as a woman? Big tits, sexy underwear…I even have a special latex type of suit that has a really real looking vagina.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” Jed breathed. “You really know how to manipulate me, don’t you?” He wasn’t whining now, and Susan grinned. 
 
    I talked to Barbara, she’s got a body suit, two body suits, actually, and she says we can wear them—I’ll be a man—to the company Halloween party. We’ll have to be careful, these are specially designed suits with the latest nanotechnology, but they actually want people to wear them and test them.” 
 
    “Nano what ology?” 
 
    “Nano. Very small particles that are being used in all the latest inventions. People are getting operations, illness are being cured, it’s a real breakthrough. So, Mr. I’ll never go to a party…what do you say now?” 
 
    Jed had a weakness. Crossdressing. 
 
    Oh, he wasn’t a diehard change your sex kind of guy. He had a dick and he liked to use it. But that dick seemed to get diamond drill hard when he slipped on a pair of panties, or pranced around in a bra with breast forms. Big breast forms. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” he mused. “I mean you promise as much sex as I want, but how do I know you mean it.” 
 
    Susan looked shocked. “Of course I mean it!” 
 
    “Yeah, you say that now, but…how do I really know?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    He said, “Of course, if you really meant it…you could start proving it right now.” 
 
    “Oh, ho!” then a look of cleverness crossed her beautiful face. “How do I know if I give you a sample right now that you’ll still dress up for me?” 
 
    “Honey!” He protested. “You’ve got me! Now off with those clothes and let’s seal the deal.” 
 
    Susan smiled and unbuttoned a button. There were ten buttons down to her waistline, and she intended a ten button tease. “I don’t know. I think maybe I should make you extra horny by making you wait.” 
 
    He gulped. One button was enough to make him gulp. 
 
    She undid another button. “Of course, if I was properly lubricated then perhaps I would be properly amenable. 
 
    “Lubrication is my middle name,” Jed leaped from the kitchen chair and opened the liquor cabinet. “Wine or bourbon.” 
 
    “Oh, so many choices,” she unbuttoned another button and rubbed her neck. Sexily. 
 
    Jed almost dropped the glasses as he put ice in them, filled them with Coke and bourbon. 
 
    Another button. Another. Cleavage showed, then lots of cleavage. 
 
    They sat and sipped and she moved her hand onto his lap. In between buttons she played with his cock. 
 
    “Now, the suit is a full body suit. So all we have to do is dress you and then I can make up your face.” 
 
    His cock was pounding like a hammer on an anvil. 
 
    “I don’t believe we’ve ever made you up fully. Oh, a little lipstick here and there, when you’re drunk, but this would be the whole shebang.” 
 
    He was gulping and gasping as she unzipped him and began stroking his cock. She was open down to the last button. Her large breasts were visible and oh, so beautiful. 
 
    “Of course, it’s lucky you wear your hair long. We can…would you like to go to a beauty salon and have your hair done professionally?” 
 
    “I…I…” now he couldn’t swallow. 
 
    She stood up, pulled him to his feet, by his cock, and smiled, “You’ll be the belle of the ball, and we can do you up so well nobody will even know. We might even win a prize.” 
 
    She stood close to him and undid her last button and pulled her blouse apart. 
 
    He stared down into her valley, then dipped his head. She was wearing a shelf bra and her nipples were large and tantalizing. He took one in his mouth and sucked gently. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered. “Do nasty things to me.” 
 
    He did. He gripped her nipple with his teeth and started backing up. Her nipple stretched and she groaned. 
 
    He walked backwards through the foyer and down the hallway. 
 
    She groaned and kept up, held her tit with one hand and his dick with the other. 
 
    He pulled her nipple into the bedroom, then wrapped her in his arms. They kissed, their hot mouths working feverishly. He picked her up and laid her down and stripped her skirt and panties off. 
 
    She moaned as she grabbed her mons and shook it, then inserted a finger. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!” 
 
    He inserted two fingers and hooked them to find her G-spot. He began pulling her pussy and rubbing her spot. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    He climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs. He took his hand out of her, put his hands on her wrists and pinned her. 
 
    She struggled, bit his nipple gently, and he moved around, didn’t use his hands, but managed to get the tip of his cock into her slit. 
 
    She grunted, and arched, and he slid into her. 
 
    They lay for a moment, unmoving, her pinioned to the mattress, him with his cock inserted to the base. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she said, and she began moving her hips. 
 
    She ground up at him, and he screwed down into her. It was delicious, and the sensations rippled through them. 
 
    He began to fuck her in earnest then. For a long minute he writhed and twisted and pounded his spike into her, then he stopped. He didn’t move, their faces were inches apart, their breaths mingled, and he said, “And what would you do if I was the woman and you were the man.” 
 
    She was heavy lidded, in the midst of intense sexual heat, but she said. “Get out of me and I’ll show you. 
 
    Oh, he didn’t want to get out of her. He wanted to stay in her forever, but he forced himself to draw back and his iron hard dick slipped out of her. 
 
    She wiggled out from under him, twisted so she was on top, and said, “Lift your legs.” Her voice was guttural, unrecognizable as a proper business owner. 
 
    He lifted them, and she was between them. She grabbed his ankles and pushed them back. 
 
    His eyes widened as she moved forward. Still between his legs, but her legs just at the sides of his hips, she sat on his erection. Sinking to the base, she was now in the male dominate position, what was commonly called the Amazon position, and he was being fucked like a bitch. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He moaned, suddenly the victim of the fuck. 
 
    Grinning, she began to pound on him. She was moving like a man, and he was caught like a woman. All he could do was lay there, ankles pushed up near to his head, and take it. 
 
    And it was one of the sexiest things he had ever experienced. He could imagine himself a woman, wearing the bra, big tits, taking a big dick inside his pussy. 
 
    “How you like it now, bitch!” She crooned. “You still want to be the woman?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed, thoughts shattering and having only smutty concepts banging away inside his head. He was submitting, he was being submitted, and there was nothing he could do about it. She had her weight on his legs and he was so bent he couldn’t use his muscles. He couldn’t escape her savage fucking. 
 
    Not that he wanted to. He wanted to submit. He wanted to give himself up. But he was surprised when she came first. 
 
    “FUUU!” She was standing, and her hips started jerking, then she collapsed on him and he could feel her deep muscles locking up, squeezing his cock, getting every ounce of squirt out of her orgasm. 
 
    She rolled off him and he managed to straighten his legs. He was a little sore in the hips from being contorted. 
 
    “I didn’t cum,” he said. 
 
    She laughed and rolled onto her side and grabbed his wet cock. “That’s the way I like my men. Hard and horny. How long should I keep you this way?” 
 
    “Oh, honey! You can’t leave me this way!” 
 
    She stroked him slowly, kissed his mouth lightly, and snuggled against him. “I’m going to give you a taste before I let you squirt,” she said. 
 
    She stroked him, long and lazy, and kissed him, hot and passionate, and stopped before he could cum. 
 
    Again and again, and she made him beg. For an hour she did this to him, reducing him to jelly. Then she finally let him squirt. 
 
    As he lay there, exhausted, sated, dazed with love and stupid from sex, she whispered. “I’m going to make you into the sexiest woman that ever lived. What do you think of that?” 
 
    All he could do was smile. 
 
      
 
    Barbara was a buxom woman. A little thin in the hips, but large in the bosom. She had a narrow face and wore glasses. Sexy but a nerd was how Jed always thought of her. 
 
    “Now listen, you two. This is state of the art nanotechnology. They have a power source, but I have not connected it. Don’t you guys connect it.” 
 
    “What would happen if we did?” asked Susan. 
 
    “The nanotechnology works on a cellular level. Your flesh would actually be changed, everything in you would start adapting. Believe me, we haven’t done near enough testing on this, so…don’t ‘cross the streams.’” 
 
    They laughed at the line from Ghostbusters. 
 
    Jed looked at his suit. It was laid out on the dining room table. It had large breasts, an actual vagina, and the ‘skin’ was paper thin. 
 
    “So what is the market going to be for these things?” 
 
    Barbara grinned, “It’s unlimited. Once we get to the point where we can change somebody, and then change them back safely, all of society will want them. Every man can experience being a woman, and every woman can be a man. 
 
    “Can you imagine me with…I want one with a really big dick.” 
 
    Barbara chuckled. “Wait until you see the dick I selected for you.” 
 
    Susan, clapped her hands in glee. 
 
    “But, remember, whatever you do, don’t mess with the power source. We don’t know if we can change you back, so the whole purpose here is just to see to how comfortable the suits are, especially for long term wear. 
 
    As it was getting late and the party would be starting soon, Barbara helped them get dressed. 
 
    Jed had used Nair to remove all his hair and he coated his body with talcum powder. He slipped his feet into the suit, then wiggled until the bottom was up. The back of the suit hung down from his front and Susan and Barbara pulled the material up and helped him get his arms into it. They pulled the stretchy material back and the large breasts came up and fitted to his chest. 
 
    “This is very comfortable,” he said. “It’s almost like I’m not wearing anything.” 
 
    Barbara pushed the fake skin together almost like it was velcro, on his back. “These two leads are the power source. I can’t tuck them under the ski, so they’ll just be exposed. Just don’t put them together, okay?” 
 
    Jed and Susan nodded and looked at Jed in awe. 
 
    Jed was slender, and the suit gave him a few curves that he lacked. Feminine curves. His breasts hung down like real tits. The nipples were large and erect. 
 
    “Holy moley, Batman,” he muttered. He flipped his long hair out and shook his arms and…he wore the suit like it was his own skin. 
 
    The girls laughed as he played with his tits and felt the fake vagina. His own cock was tucked into a little tube and held down. It was like a chastity tube, and created the same feelings of horniness that such a device would cause. His penis kept trying to get hard, but it couldn’t. He could actually put his fingers up the vagina and eel his cock under the skin. 
 
    “Okay, now me,” said Susan. 
 
    Barbara laid her suit out on the dining table and they stared at it. It had padding to make the shoulders wider and the chest bigger. The hips were square and the dick…it was a full nine inches long. It was hard, but hung down. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Susan licked her lips. “Do you think I could trade this in for my husband?” 
 
    “Hey!” blurted Jed and the girls laughed. 
 
    Susan was slathered with talcum powder and stepped into the legs. Shortly they were pulling the top up, her arms slipped into the sleeves, and Barbara put the back together. 
 
    Jed and Susan looked at each other and giggled. He had a female body, she had a male body. He had a vagina and she had a cock and two of the biggest balls they had ever seen. 
 
    “Forgive me for asking, but did you guys fuck before putting these suits on?” 
 
    They shook their heads. “We were so excited about this that we didn’t think about it.” 
 
    “Hah! You’ll be horny all night then. Poor babies.” 
 
    “What about going to the bathroom?” 
 
    “No problem. Your cock tube leads to the vagina. You just have to sit and pee. And your cock leads back up to your pussy,” she said to Susan. “Just push your cock back a little to make sure there is a good connection, and pee standing up.” 
 
    “Oh, baby! I’m going to be writing my name in the snow tonight!” 
 
    They all snickered. 
 
    “What about, uh…number two?” 
 
    “Just wipe thoroughly. The fake skin is like real skin, so as long as you practice proper hygiene you should be fine.” 
 
    Susan stepped forward and pressed her naked, male body against his naked female body. Breasts pressed against chest and dick was pressed against pussy. “Shall we dance?” 
 
     A short time later Barbara left and the two were left to finish getting themselves ready. Susan led Jed to the back bedroom and put him at her vanity table. She began cleaning his pores and priming him. 
 
    “This is amazing,” he said.  
 
    “And horny,” she agreed. “Man I would love to connect the power sources. Barbara said we would be able to fuck just like we were really these sexes.” 
 
    “We’re going to have to volunteer to help with the testing of these things.” 
 
    “I’ll say.” She was finished with his foundation and she began to add color to his face. 
 
    Jed stared at the mirror, watching his facer transform. He was amazed when she brushed color on his eyes. His eyes took on a sultry look and he said, “So that’s what I’d look like as a woman.” 
 
    “Yep.” Her face was in front of his and her tongue was at the corner of her mouth as she concentrated on the transformation. 
 
    “Are you going to wear make up?” 
 
    She stopped and looked at him. “I don’t know. Maybe a little. I feel bald without it, but I am the man.” 
 
    “What about high heels?” 
 
    They were the same height and she usually didn’t wear heels because it made her look taller then him. 
 
    “Wow? The sky’s the limit, yes?” 
 
    “Don’t see why not.” 
 
    “I’ll put you in two inchers, you should be able to walk in those, but I can wear the big girl spikes. I will dwarf you and you’ll be my little bitch.” 
 
    His cock was really pounding now. The more she made him up, the longer they were in these costumes, the more his dick wanted to get out and grow. 
 
    She painted his lips red, then stopped, turning his face from side to side and inspected it, then grinned. “Tell me, little girl, have you ever sucked a man’s cock?” 
 
    His eyes went wide. “I don’t believe I have.” 
 
    “Then, my little slut, it’s time you learned.” She stood up and faced him. 
 
    He was sitting, and her cock was right in his face. It was big and thick, but hanging. He stared at it, was fascinated. 
 
    She put her hands on the back of his head and gently pulled his face forward. 
 
    Jed reached up and raised the big tube of fake meat. 
 
    She stared as his red lips came closer, closer, and then he opened them. 
 
    She slid her cock into his mouth a couple of inches, and he gagged. 
 
    She laughed. “Come on, honey. You want me to deep throat you all the time.” 
 
    “I’m not this big!” he gargled around the big dick. 
 
    “Well, take your time then, but I expect to be fucking your tonsils.” 
 
    Jed tried to relax his throat. It was hard, but he managed to get about three inches into his mouth. Finally, he backed off, gasping. “That’s crazy!” 
 
    “You did good, honey. And, who knows, one of these days maybe I’ll be unloading a big, thick load of gism down your girly throat.” 
 
    “Now it’s your turn,” he said.  
 
    He stood up and pushed her back to the bed, then he lay down and spread his legs. 
 
    She placed a hand on each of his thighs and began eating his pussy. It was extremely lifelike, and she searched out the labia and the clitoris and even stuck a finger up his hole. 
 
    He laughed. “I can’t feel much, but…my mind thinks it can.” 
 
    She got to her feet. She moved forward and held her big cock towards his slit. 
 
    “Heysoos!” he blurted. 
 
    She managed to put the tip of her big member into his artificial cunt. They held their positions for a minute. They couldn’t feel much, but the idea was there and they laughed and laughed and their eyes were bright with lust and an anticipation that would likely never come true. 
 
    Finally, she stepped back. He grabbed her by the cock and kissed it. “If only,” he whispered, looking up at her. 
 
    She nodded. “If only.” 
 
     
 
    After the make up Jed had to get into panties and bra. 
 
    The panties just went right up, but he had trouble fitting his big chonkers into the bra. “How do women do it?” he muttered. 
 
    Susan showed him how to fasten the bra in front, slide it around his waist, then pull the cups up to encase his large boobs. 
 
    “Hey!” he observed, “This actually feels good. Even though these are fake boobs they were pulling on me.” 
 
    “Like a saddle on a horse,” quipped Susan. “Give it a few years, it won’t be so cool.” 
 
    “Okay, what now?” 
 
    “Corset, nylons, and…oh, we have to paint your nails.” 
 
    “Paint my…nails?” 
 
    “Yep. All twenty of them. Sit down.” 
 
    He sat, and she prepped his toes. She sanded and clipped and finally began stroking red polish onto them. Three coats, then lacquer, and each toe looked like a little pool of blood. 
 
    Then his hands, but she didn’t just paint them. She glued long fingernails on to them. His nails were an inch long and a delicate oval, and she painted them the same red.  
 
    “Good lard! These look like claws!” 
 
    She smiled. “Meow!” 
 
    “How will I do anything? I don’t think I can even pop a top with these!” 
 
    She cleared her throat. “You look around for a big, strong man to help you, you frail, helpless, little girl.” 
 
    He actually looked a little aghast. The idea of going from self-sufficient man to a helpless little girl who had to have help to do anything…it was daunting. 
 
    She laughed. “Don’t worry, sweet cheeks, I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    He just got sadder and sadder, and she laughed harder and harder. 
 
    The first thing he needed help with was the corset. His fingernails couldn’t even pull the stiff material up, and he even had trouble attached the clasps. Finally, he was laying on his belly and Susan pulled the ties. 
 
    “It’s hard to breath,” he admitted. 
 
    “Women used to pass out wearing these, Mr. Big, Strong Man.” 
 
    Heysoos,” he whispered harshly as she yanked on strings. 
 
    Then he couldn’t even bend enough to pull on the nylons. 
 
    “Look at it this way,” Susan said as she unrolled the nylons up his legs and fastened them to the straps, “In olden times women had maids just to help them get dressed.” 
 
    “So are you my maid now?” he grinned.
She made a moue, “I’m your man servant, at least for tonight.” 
 
    “Did ladies of old fuck their man servants?” 
 
    “As often as they could. Go on, slide your cock out and fuck me.” 
 
    The look that crossed his face made her laugh. 
 
    “It’s torture to be a woman,” he said in a low voice. 
 
    “Sometimes,” she agreed, “until you find a man you can push around. Then it’s all worth it.” 
 
    He looked at her and thought she was laughing, but…she wasn’t. 
 
    “You want to wear panties? 
 
    He blinked. “Why wouldn’t I?” 
 
    “Because you’re wearing the suit, those are like body sized panties.” 
 
    “What if somebody looks up under my dress.” 
 
    “You haven’t seen your dress yet.” 
 
    “I’ll do what you think I should do. After all, you understand all this stuff, I don’t.” 
 
    She nodded. “No panties then. 
 
    She helped him put on a flaring underdress.  
 
    “This is built for the costume. In olden times women might wear several under dresses. 
 
    He looked down at the billowing skirt. 
 
    She helped him into the dress proper. He was ow wearing a satin affair that took up a lot of room. What was cool was that his legs felt bare, even with the nano suit on, especially with the nylons on and he liked that feeling. 
 
    That brought them to the bodice. 
 
    “Is that another corset?” 
 
    “Nope. The corset closes around your waist. The bodice does that, but it presents your tits.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She helped him into the bodice. It was a dark satin color, very shimmery. 
 
    The corset is actually underwear, the bodice can be underwear or overwear. I’ve used the corset to push your tits up, the bodice will barely cover them. I tell ya, the men are going to be drooling over your charms. 
 
    He realized that the bodice could be tightened, but she didn’t tighten it. She just covered the corset, and the lip of the bodice just barely covered his nipples. And his tits, the tits given him by the nano suit, looked HUGE! 
 
    He suddenly started turning red. “I don’t know if I can do this.” 
 
    “What? You don’t like having big bazookas? Why not? You like it when I have my tits showing. You salivate all over the place when my boobs are pushed up and bulging.” 
 
    “Well, uh…I didn’t know that…this is…uh…” 
 
    Susan just laughed. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    They looked at each other. Then a voice drifted back to them. “How are you guys doing?” 
 
    Barbara. 
 
    “Back here, girlfriend,” Susan called. 
 
    Barbara entered the bedroom and stopped. “Where’d Jed go? Who’s this beautiful creature?” 
 
    “That’s Jed.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! I thought you had gotten rid of him, maybe wanted to go Lesbian.” 
 
    They all chuckled. 
 
    “So how’s the dick, dickless?” 
 
    That put a dopey look on Jed’s face and the girls chortled. 
 
    “Look, this is research and discovery, so…don’t mind me…I’m going to get under the hood.” 
 
    Jed looked a little uncomfortable, but Susan just grinned and said, “Knock yourself out. I do.” 
 
    Barbara had Jed sit down and she lifted his dress and had him hold it up. He could feel her feeling his legs, feeling where the fake skin ended and his own began. She made murmurs of approval every once in a while. 
 
    She began feeling his private parts. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. 
 
    “Easy, girl. It’s in the name of science.” 
 
    So he felt her fumbling around his vagina, into his vagina, feeling for the tube that held his cock. Then she ran her hands under his buns. “Sit up a bit.” She actually touched his asshole and he quivered. 
 
    Finally, she lowered his dress and began examining him topside. She felt his tits, checked what she called the suit’s seams, and looked at the way the suit settled on him. Finally, she was done. And Jed, having had a strange woman feel his whole body, even though it was through a nano suit, was even hornier. His cock was pushing against the little tube maniacally. 
 
    “Excellent. Suit fits like it was made for him, which it sort of is. Do you need some help with his hair or anything?” 
 
    “I need to pierce his ears, and…yes. His hair.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s finish this puppy up and get you guys going. 
 
    “I don’t think I want my ears pierced.” 
 
    “Sure you do. It’s the whole experience, right? And the holes will heal up when we take the earrings out of them. 
 
    Jed sighed and gave a nod. “All right.” 
 
    Barbara started brushing his hair, spraying a little water on it as she made it long and wavy. 
 
    Susan pierced his ears and put a couple of diamond strings on them. “Beautiful, but…his hair seems awfully long.” 
 
    Barbara tilted her head. “This is what I’m styling.” 
 
    “But I could swear his hair only came down to here,” she touched a place on his neck. 
 
    “Well, it’s almost down to his shoulders, so you must be mistaken. 
 
    That, of course, was the first sign that something was not working as prescribed. Nobody caught it, though, and the girls kept working on Jed. 
 
    “Okay, I think he’s done. How about you?” 
 
    “I’m easy. Why don’t you guys have a drink, make me one, and I’ll be out in a minute. 
 
    Jed and Barbara walked down the hallway. Barbara giggled. “You sure take up a lot of room with that dress.” 
 
    “Tell me about it. You want wine or bourbon?” 
 
    “Bourbon is good.” 
 
    “On the rocks? Straight? Coke?” 
 
    “Coke.” 
 
    Jed made the drinks, and it was bizarre doing this simple little task with his long fingernails. 
 
    “Can you open the bottle?” 
 
    Barbara did. 
 
    “And can you pop the…Oh, I figured it out.” Jed stuck the end of a can opener under the pop top and opened his first can as a woman. 
 
    “Very good,” applauded Barbara. “Pretty tough being a woman, eh?” 
 
    “It’s sure different. Some of this stuff I don’t understand why you do it.” 
 
    “So we can catch men to work for us.” 
 
    “Yeah, Susan was mentioning that. But I notice that you’re not married.” 
 
    “I haven’t found a man that can follow directions.” 
 
    They smiled and sipped. 
 
    “Almost done!” yelled Susan from the back room. 
 
    Jed and Barbara sat and chatted for a while, some of the talk was about nano technology, and some of it was about men and women, they way they acted, thought, and so on. 
 
    Finally they heard click, click, click coming down the hallway. Susan stepped into the room and Jed stared. 
 
    She was wearing slacks, long enough to hide her high heels. She had bound her breasts and her chest was flat. She had done her hair in a French fashion that made it look shorter than it was. She had just the bare trace of make up on. A little pink lipstick, a bit of eyeliner, and that was about all. 
 
    “Girlfriend! Wonderful!” Barbara gushed. 
 
    Susan turned to Jed. 
 
    “I hate to say it, but you make me nervous.” 
 
    “Nervous?” curiosity flitted across your face. 
 
    “You’re too…manly. You make me feel like…you’re a man and I’m…it’s making me weird, that’s all.” 
 
    She linked her arm with his, with her heels she was two inches taller. “You’ll get over it…’woman.’” 
 
    He tried to go with it. “Okay…’man.’” 
 
    Barbara marveled, and laughed, and finally said, “Sip your bourbon. There’s a party going on.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    It was difficult getting Jed into the car without messing up his costume. Finally he slid into the backseat. 
 
    Susan laughed and slid behind the steering wheel. “A carriage to the ball,” she said. 
 
    They rolled through the streets, Jed back seat driving like crazy, and Susan ignoring him and doing what she wanted. They were having a great time. 
 
    They rolled up to the company and she parked in the back of the parking lot. 
 
    “Why aren’t you parking in your space?” 
 
    “We’re in your car, but if I parked in my space some people might know who I am.” 
 
    “They’ll recognize you.” 
 
    “Yes, but they won’t recognize you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Sure. Let’s do our own thing until the contest is over. There’s some business I want to talk with people, anyway. I’ll bet you win.” 
 
    “But isn’t that going to be suspicious? If I win? Being your husband and all?” 
 
    “I’m not judging, so what do I care.” 
 
    Susan watched him saunter across the parking lot. She had given him a crash course on how to walk like a woman, and he wasn’t doing a half bad job. 
 
    When he disappeared through the side door she got out, walked around the parking lot and came in from the reception area. 
 
    The party was going great guns when she entered the big room. There were a couple of werewolves by the water cooler, though they weren’t drinking water. Heh. A Batman who looked like her Chief of Operations was dancing with Robin, who looked like his wife. A couple of fellows came as themselves but wearing Zorro masks. So much for their Christmas bonus. 
 
    She moved across the room, through cops and robbers and Indian chiefs and squaws and she was quickly recognized. Her people touched her arm, said she looked wonderful, and she found the punch bowl. 
 
    There were actually two punch bowls. One had punch for the teetotalers, of which there were a few. The other bowl had bourbon in it. Pure bourbon, if you were brave. A line of cold Cokes next to it if you weren’t. 
 
    Susan ladled out some bourbon and added Coke and sipped. 
 
    “You would ruin that bourbon with Coke?” 
 
    She turned to face Billy Hardin. ‘Hard on,’ they called him, and he lived up to his name. Quite a few of the secretaries had sampled him, and he was not found wanting. 
 
    “Some people would say I’m ruining Coke with bourbon.” 
 
    “Heresy!” he howled. He wore a monk’s outfit. He had a strap on on underneath the brown robe. Or, knowing Billy, it might be the real thing. 
 
    Susan looked down at his projection and said, “I hope that’s not real.” 
 
    “You’ll have to find out, and if you go groping me I’ll scream sexual harassment.” 
 
    Susan laughed, and her stomach grumbled. Loud. And she felt a slight quiver of pain shoot through her pubic area. She grunted, her eyes unfocused, then she recovered. She shouldn’t have bound her breasts so tight.  
 
    She grabbed Billy’s cock. Yep, it was real. He groaned and his eyes rolled a bit. 
 
    Susan laughed. “Ha! It’s real!” 
 
    He said, “That’s it. Sexual harassment. I’ll own this company before I’m done with you.” 
 
    “She leaned forward and whispered in his ear. “Rape.” 
 
    He laughed and held his hands up. “You win.” 
 
    “Not yet. But give me a few more drinks and maybe we’ll see who gets raped.” 
 
    The pain shot through her, and she felt sick, but…it wasn’t bad. It was coming in waves. If it just held off for a while she could enjoy the party. 
 
      
 
    Across the room Jed was looking for the booze table. He felt a squeamish sort of pain in his balls and he wanted a drink. He was so fucking bound up…all he needed was a drink. 
 
    “Hey, beautiful, need a date?” 
 
    Jed recognized Dick Needles. In charge of the warehouse, and sometimes called, ‘Needless Dick,’ or ‘Needa Dick,’ Or several other things. 
 
    Dick didn’t recognize Jed. But Jed didn’t think anybody would recognize him. He rarely came to these shindigs, and he didn’t like to socialize much anyway, and with all this make up on his face, and his tits looking real…heck, Needa Dick hadn’t recognized him, and even thought he was really a girl. 
 
    The feeling of embarrassment dropped away. He was safe. He was anonymous. He could do whatever he wanted without fear of repercussion. 
 
    “I only date men with huge cocks.” He kept a straight face and spoke in a high voice. Then he felt guilty. Dick’s face fell and he looked totally miserable. 
 
    So, overcoming good sense, Jed linked his arm in Dick’s and said, “Like yours.” 
 
    Needa Dick immediately perked up. 
 
    Jed said, “Now, to tell you the truth, I don’t want a date, but I sure could use a drink. Where’s the refreshments.” 
 
    “Oh, hell,” Needa Dick said, suddenly all proud and peacocky, “I’ll go get you one.” 
 
    Jed watched as Dick braved the crowd and headed across the room. Crap, this might work out. If he could control these over sexed maniac manimals then maybe…maybe he could have a good time. Besides, there wasn’t much chance of him winning the costume contest, and he could head out before the contest winners were announced, anyway. 
 
    Suddenly he felt that pain again. His balls started to ache, his chest hurt, and he moved over next to a wall and leaned against it. He was dizzy, but he managed to stay upright, and he never got to the point of puking. 
 
    Damn. He was going to have to get Susan to loosen this stupid corset! 
 
    Then a fellow named George introduced himself, and Dick showed up with a drink, and other men were checking him out. He fought off the waves of sickness and managed to have a good time. The waves of sickness only lasted seconds, and then he felt really good. And the booze helped. 
 
      
 
    The party was a blast. A couple of hundred people in costumes, lots of alcohol, couple were seen heading upstairs, into closets, even into the parking lot for a romp among the bushes.  
 
    Susan drank too much, and she knew it, but the constant waves of pain made her grab the liquor like it was medicine. And, who knows, maybe it was. Maybe the alcohol reduced the symptoms she was suffering. 
 
    And, sick or drunk or whatever, she talked to all her people and made the rounds. She passed Jed and smiled, and even chatted for a moment like they were strangers. After a couple of hours she was fairly well blotto. People faded in and out. The party got more ribald, and Billy showed up again. His dick was even harder, and there were little wet stains were he had leaked through his costume. 
 
    As he came up to her she felt a big wave of nausea surge through her. She grabbed the edge of a table and Billy grabbed her arm. “You all right?” 
 
    “Right as fucking rain,” she muttered. 
 
    “You want me to take you upstairs? So you can rest in your office?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    But Billy ‘Hard on’ was already moving her towards the stairs. He held her elbow and they walked up the steps. 
 
    “I don’t know…what will people think?” She giggled as the nausea left her. 
 
    “They’ll think that Billy Hard On is helping a friend to the men’s room.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s right. I’m a man.” 
 
    “Me, too,” said Billy, with a leer. 
 
    That was when Susan got it. She peered closely at his face, and she could almost smell it. 
 
    Billy Hard On was bi. 
 
    And…he wanted to fuck the boss. 
 
    But the boss didn’t want to fuck him. 
 
    Or, wait a minute…maybe she did. 
 
    They staggered down the hallway and into Susan’s office. Billy locked the door and walked her to the couch. 
 
    She was on a high now, feeling good between the waves of sickness, and she spun him around and pushed him over her desk.  
 
    He grunted and his hands went out. She noticed that he was wearing clear polish on his nails. 
 
    “I don’t want you fucking me,” she said. “That wouldn’t be proper, me being a boss and all, but I certainly don’t mind fucking you.” 
 
    Billy might be bi, but he was in the mood for fucking, not being fucked. He tried to straighten up, to push off the desk, but he hadn’t counted on Susan’s strength. 
 
    Susan felt very strong. Like all those fake muscles in the nano suit were real. She lifted his robe and saw that he wasn’t wearing underwear. 
 
    “Came prepared, eh?” she muttered, unzipping her fly. 
 
    “Hey!” Billy gurgled. 
 
    “Hay is for horses, bitch,” Susan said, rather gleefully. 
 
    Her cock popped out. That was really strange. Her cock was hard, but it just hung there. Now it was standing out, like a real dick, and she thought she could even feel it. She feel it pulsing, throbbing, and it bobbed up and down. 
 
    Damn, this nano thing is cool, she thought. 
 
    Billy tried to move again, but Susan kicked his feet to the sides and moved in. 
 
    And stopped. 
 
    Billy Hard On was wearing a butt plug. 
 
    “Are you shitting me?” Susan snickered. 
 
    “Let me—“ 
 
    “Shut up,” she said, pushing his back so he fell forward again. With her other hand she pulled the butt plug out. It actually popped when it came out, and she tossed it to the side. 
 
    “Leave me—“ 
 
    Susan pushed her nano cock into him and he gasped. And she felt the cock like it was actually part of her. Man, this was good. It felt real. She could even feel her balls slapping around down there. 
 
    “Fuck!” whimpered Billy, then he gave up and went with it. After all, this was not the first time he had ever experienced a little anal. He pushed his butt back and moved it in a circular motion. 
 
    Susan laughed and slapped his ass, and fucked him harder. Man, this dick was hard! And it was so stiff! She wondered why it was no long hanging limp, then she forgot about it. The feeling of her cock being inside Billy’s ass was just too much. 
 
    She sawed it in and out, felt the nerves slithering along the veins. Man, this was better than female sex. With female sex you laid there and took it, you submitted. But with this nano dick she was a King Kong. She was large and in charge. And poor Billy Hard On finally took a little of what he had been putting out. 
 
    Of course, tell the truth, Billy didn’t really dislike it. 
 
     
 
    Downstairs Jed was lost. He had men on all sides of him, and they were laughing and he felt like he should be laughing, because he was a man, after all, but…he was dizzy, and nauseous, and these strange pains rippled through him. 
 
    Needa Dick seemed to be a ring leader. Truth was, Dick had first dibs, and somehow all the drunks recognized this, and they followed Dick and Jed outside. 
 
    The parking lot stretched out and to the side was the dumpster. Everything was clean for the party, and five men accompanied Dick and Jed to the dumpster area. Behind the dumpster was a small area for eating. Billy helped Jed sit on the picnic table. He pushed him gently onto his back and began fiddling with his dress. 
 
    “No…no…” mumbled Jed, but the men just chuckled and talked about how hot he was. Suddenly his chest was in the open air, and it felt cool, and then somebody was sucking on his nipples. 
 
    The odd thing was that he thought he could feel his nipples. Turgid and erect, and men on either side of him sucking them. 
 
    Then his dress was being pulled off. His corset, being too difficult to remove, was left on him. 
 
    Man, what a pussy,” somebody said in the darkness. 
 
    He felt a mouth sucking on his cock…no…not his cock…but that 
 
    was where his cock was supposed to— “UNH! 
 
    He felt a sharp pain and it felt like something was inside him, actually inside him, and moving up and down, and…the sudden pain aside, it felt good! 
 
    He groaned and pushed his hips towards the good feeling. 
 
    “Wow!” Somebody blurted. 
 
    Then his body was pulled backwards, and his head suddenly hung back over the edge of the table. A long shaft pushed at his red lips and he opened his mouth. 
 
    Balls slapped against his ass, the incredible feeling of somebody moving something inside him grew and grew. 
 
    But he didn’t have a pussy! 
 
    He didn’t! So what was… 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” 
 
    He felt something squirting inside him, splashing his innards with fluid. 
 
    Hands groped his breasts, and he could feel everything. 
 
    One dick pulled out and another went in. 
 
    That was okay with him… 
 
      
 
    “Fu-u-uck!” Susan groaned as she filled Billy Hard On with sperm. And she knew, in the midst of earth shattering pleasure, that something was wrong. 
 
    She had cum. She had a dick that felt everything, and she had just squirted into a man’s ass. 
 
    That was definitely more than Barbara had promised with the nano suit. 
 
    She pulled her dripping dick out of the monk’s ass and stuffed it back in her pants. She zipped up as Billy managed to stand up. He turned to her, a shocked look on his face. “You…you’re a man!” 
 
    “Tell anybody and I’ll fuck you again,” she threatened. 
 
    Billy wouldn’t tell anybody. He was bi, but he didn’t want people to know it. He didn’t want anybody to know how much he liked taking it up the ass. 
 
    Susan was suddenly sober. She walked out of her office and left Billy to fend for himself. She walked down the stairs and looked for Jed. 
 
    Jed was nowhere. She circled the room, looked in other rooms, checked private offices and the bathrooms. 
 
    Then she heard two men: “She’s fucking hot, and she’s taking everybody on!” 
 
    She grabbed one of the men, he was a worker from the warehouse, and snarled, “Where?” 
 
    The man recognized her, but he was too cowed by her attitude to do anything but answer honestly. 
 
    “Out…out back.” He thumbed towards the parking lot. 
 
    Susan headed for the back door. In the midst of the drunken revelry people felt her coming and stepped out of the way. 
 
    She exited the building and stood in the parking lot and looked around. 
 
    She saw the group of men on the other side of the dumpster right away. She began running towards them. 
 
    There were about 12 men, and they were laughing and chuckling. Some of them had their cocks out and were stroking them. 
 
    Susan charged into the middle of them, pushed them back, hit at them. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on! What are you…JED!” 
 
    Jed lay on the picnic bench, his legs spread, his pussy dripping with cum. His eyes were dazed, but he looked happy. 
 
    The men weren’t sure what to do and Susan spun on them. “Get the fuck out of here! Clean out your desks! You’re all fired!” 
 
    The men moved back, were confused, but the voice of authority had spoken. 
 
    As Susan turned back to the laid out Jed she heard somebody say, “But she was enjoying it!” 
 
    Susan cradled his head and sobbed. What the hell had happened? Her pussy had turned into a dick! And Jed’s dick…where was it?” 
 
    After a minute she made Jed sit up. He was dazed and didn’t look hurt, but…but all those men…didn’t Jed know that men could…men would…but then she realized that he didn’t. Jed was a man, and no man really understands what he is capable of. 
 
    She gathered his torn dress and held it around his waist. She helped him stand up. 
 
    “Hey, Susan. What’s going on?” 
 
    Did he even know that he had been fucked? Gang banged? He looked so dazed and out of it. 
 
    She led him across the parking lot to their car. She helped him into the front seat and ran around to her side. 
 
    Men didn't need purses, they carried keys in their pockets, so she grabbed her keys and started the car up. In seconds they were zooming out of the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know whether I should go to the hospital or not. He’s not hurt, but…Barbara, you should have seen all those men!” 
 
    “No, it’s good you called me. Take me back and let me see him. I’m going to need to see you, too.” 
 
    Susan, still wearing a man’s clothes, but no high heels, walked Barbara back to the bedroom. 
 
    Jed was sleeping soundly in the bed. He had a smile on his face and, if Barbara was to bet, he was having good dreams. 
 
    She checked the ankles and wrists where the costume became hands and feet. There was no seam. There was no line where skin became nano. 
 
    She looked at his vagina. Susan had cleaned it out, but it was puffy and red. It had been over used. 
 
    She examined his breasts, and frowned when she pulled on the nipples and the nano suit didn’t stretch out. It was like these big, erect nipples were actually Jed’s. 
 
    She looked at the neck, no sign of seam. She looked at the back and the place where she had pressed the nano suit together in the back was smooth. It was just like skin. Real skin. 
 
    But how could that be? 
 
    She finally looked for the power source, the little cord and connector on the back. The suit was self powered, motion creating energy to effect change. The power cord was gone, as if it had never been. 
 
    Barbara backed away, frowning. She turned to Susan. “Now you.” 
 
    Susan stripped and Barbara examined her thoroughly. Barbara’s breasts were gone and she had a flat chest. There was no sign of her pussy, only a big dick and balls that reacted like a real dick and balls when Barbara examined them, hefted them, pressed on them fondled them. 
 
    No seams. No power cord. No difference between the suit and the flesh. 
 
    “Barbara, what’s happened?” 
 
    They walked back to the kitchen and Barbara picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. “The suit activated itself. I don’t know how or why. I’m calling…Hello, Rod. We’ve got a problem. Uh huh. The suit I checked out for field testing. It activated.” 
 
    Barbara talked for a while longer, then hung up the phone. “I don’t know what happened, Susan, but we’ll get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    “But what will we do? I’m a man! And Jed’s a woman! How can that be? What can we do about it.” 
 
    “Look, I don’t have answers, but the guys who built the suit are on the way, and they can answer your questions.” 
 
    They sat down at the kitchen table and waited, and within half an hour cars began to arrive. 
 
    Men in lab suits showed up. 
 
    Executives showed up. Lawyers showed up. 
 
    Jed slumbered peacefully while they assaulted him with stethoscopes and leads and examined his body. 
 
    Susan watched, insisted on being in the bedroom, and tears began to seep from her eyes. Barbara stayed by her side, and when the company lawyer tried to get Susan to sign a release form Barbara told him where to go, and he better hurry. 
 
    Jed, of course, slumbered peacefully through the circus. 
 
      
 
    Jed woke up and was relaxed, happy, and confused. The morning sunshine was glowing through the window. The nanosuit company men had left just minutes before. 
 
    He stretched and looked down at his chest. “What’s this?” He had tits. “Oh, yeah.” He remembered the suit. 
 
    Susan was there, sitting on the bed, then hugging him, then sitting on the bed and holding his hand. 
 
    “Don’t you think we better get out of this costumes?” he suggested. 
 
    Susan began crying, and Barbara, hearing them talk, and then listening from the hallway, came into the room. 
 
    “Good morning, Jed.” 
 
    “Hey! Hi, Barbara. What’s going on? Is something wrong? Did you want your nano suits? They really worked well.” Then he frowned. Memories were nibbling at him and he remembered a crowd of men and something happening. 
 
    “About that, uh, there’s something you should know.” 
 
    A half hour later Barbara left. And she left Jed with an open mouth and totally stunned psyche. Susan walked her out to her car, they hugged, and Barbara promised to keep her appraised of everything the company did. 
 
    Then Barbara drove away and Susan went back into the house. 
 
    Jed was standing in his closet and staring at his man clothes. He had put on a shirt and found that it didn’t fit too well. It hung on him, and his tits pushed the chest out until the buttons threatened to pop. 
 
    He turned to Susan. “I can’t wear man clothes any more.” 
 
    “And I can’t wear woman clothes,” she agreed. 
 
    They stared at each other for a long couple of seconds, then hugged. 
 
    After a couple of minutes they separated and looked at the closets. 
 
    “I’ll help you get dressed,” Susan said. 
 
    “No corset this time,” Jed remarked. 
 
    “No corset.” 
 
    She helped him into culottes and a blouse. Her bras fit well and his chest thrust forward.  
 
    He looked at his smooth legs. They were not just shaved male legs, they were smooth, sexy female legs. 
 
    “Shoes?” He asked. 
 
    She handed him a pair of athletic sneakers. “High heels are only for dressing up and going out, or working.” 
 
    He nodded and bent over to tie his shoes. His breasts got in the way and he had to shift his body to get his boobs past his knees. 
 
    “Damn,” he said. “I’m stacked.” 
 
    She nodded. And she was sad. She had lost the symbol of her femininity. Her breasts were nothing but a memory. 
 
    “But they think they can return us to our regular bodies?” 
 
    “So they said. But we have to wait until this change finishes.” 
 
    “And that might take months.” 
 
    “Maybe as much as a year.” 
 
    “So we’re going to be like this for a year.” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    They sat on the bed and were lost in their own thoughts. 
 
    “After a while Jed said, “What will we do?” 
 
    “Life as usual,” said Susan. “I still have a company to run, and I can run it as a man. You still have your internet business, doesn’t matter what sex you are.” 
 
    He nodded. “You know, I always was fascinated by the idea of being a woman. I did a little crossdressing. I…” He trailed off. 
 
    “And now you got your wish. If wish it was.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I suppose under the hot desire is a deep thought. So I must have wanted this. One way or another…I’m me. Man or woman…I’m me.” 
 
    Susan leaned on him and he put his arm around her. Then he laughed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m consoling you, like a man consoles a woman. But you’re the man, you should be consoling me.” 
 
    Susan sniffed and chuckled, wiggled out from under Jed’s arm and put her arm around him. With her male body and his female body it worked out a little better. He leaned against her, and it felt right. 
 
    “So life goes on. You run your business, and I do my writing.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “So what about sex?” 
 
    She looked at him. “What?” 
 
    “I was horny as a man, I’m still horny. I have memories of something happening last night, but I was pretty drunk…and…I’m still horny.” 
 
    “What do you want me to do about it?” 
 
    “You’re the man, aren’t you?” 
 
    He was looking up at her, his eyes open, a little scared, a little excited. 
 
    “So what do you want me to do?” 
 
    “I want you to show me how my pussy works. I want to feel your dick. I don’t want a party where I’m drink and fucked up…I want to feel my lover take me and show me heaven.” 
 
    She stared at him, then, like something was breaking deep down inside her throat, she sighed. 
 
    She leaned and turned and took him in her arms. It was awkward because she hadn’t done anything like this, but it was also instinctive and quickly learned. 
 
    She kissed him. She was stronger, her chest wider, her arms thick with muscle. She held him and bent him back and nuzzled his throat. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    She undid his blouse and kissed his breasts. She reached behind him and undid his bra. She kissed his nippled and he held to her head and near swooned with the excitement. 
 
    Susan turned over and undid his culottes and pulled them down, then his panties. 
 
    Jed fumbled with her pants, but gave up. His fingernails weren’t able to do that simple maneuver.  
 
    She took her pants off, too her shirt off. 
 
    He felt her chest and marveled at how strong it was. He tickled her nipples, kissed them, and said, “They’re so much smaller now.” 
 
    “And they’re not as sensitive.” 
 
    “Mine are.” 
 
    She grinned and sucked on his nipples. He groaned. 
 
    She put her hand down to his pussy and grabbed it. She held his mons and lifted and Jed gasped and arched. 
 
    “How about a little finger banging?” she asked. She inserted her finger into his vagina and began hooking over the G spot. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. He had never felt anything so intense in his life. 
 
    She jacked him several times, until he was gasping and his eyes rolling in the sockets. Then she pushed him back and spread his legs. 
 
    He looked down as she climbed up between his legs and saw her huge cock. 
 
    “Can I take that?” He asked in a low, frightened voice. 
 
    “Babies come out of holes, this dick going in should be nothing.” 
 
    But it was more than nothing. It was something, a big something. 
 
    Jed cried out as his flesh opened up to accept the monster dong, then he held on for dear life. 
 
    Susan fucked him. Slowly at first, but picking up speed. After all, he wasn’t hurting, he was begging for more. 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes!” He pushed his hips up and accepted her big cock. 
 
    She screwed down on him, right to her big balls. She twisted and pulled out and he nearly died from the pleasure. 
 
    “Fuck, yes!” 
 
    In she went, nine inches plummeting, scoring his innards, then pulling out. 
 
    He held on and cried, and arched, and twisted, and figured out how to fuck. 
 
    Finally, they began to climb the mountain. Susan held back as much as she could. It was actually easier than she thought it would be because she didn’t really know how to fuck like a man. 
 
    She began to squirt, her cock just wiggled inside of Jed and sperm shot out and it felt glorious. In one way it wasn’t as good as a female cum. It was hard and fast, more intense. But in other ways it was as good, and maybe even better. 
 
    Jed felt her let loose inside of him, and he raised his hips and took in the moment, felt the splashing of fluid. He had been fucked, and it was good, and then he began to cum. 
 
    His hips rose, his back arched, he cried out, and it was like he was being pulled into an exploding ocean. It was better than a male cum, and yet, there were things about it that weren’t as good. It was bigger, wider, swallowed him. 
 
    Drained, exhausted, they lay in each other’s arms and thought about what they had just done. 
 
    They had changed bodies and fucked, and it had blown their minds. 
 
    And Jed said, “You know, at the end of a year?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “We don’t have to change back.” 
 
    Susan smiled. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” Nancy held up two dresses. One blue and one yellow. 
 
    Lance said, “Yellow.” 
 
    Nancy stood in front of the mirror with one dress held up to her front, then the other. She grimaced. “What are you trying to do, make me ugly? How can you say yellow? I’m going to throw this out.” She crumpled up the yellow dress and tossed it on top of the hamper. 
 
    Lance didn’t say anything. The truth was…he was trying to make her ugly. She was beautiful and he didn’t want her going out looking so good. 
 
    “Do you have to go tonight?” 
 
    Nancy sighed. “Are you going to start this again? You want me to get a job, and now you don’t want me to go do that job. What is with you?” 
 
    “Uh, nothing. I just like it when you stay home.” 
 
    The truth was he was jealous, like really jealous. Whenever she was out of his sight he got nervous and bit his nails and wondered what she was doing. 
 
    Yes, he knew he was being silly. He had not a shred of proof that Nancy was stepping out on him, but he couldn’t stop his mind from thinking, from jumping to conclusions. Whenever she went to work he imagined her in the arms of another man. 
 
    She glared at him. “I think there’s something more going on.” 
 
    “Nah,” he said, smiling nervously. I just…I miss you.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose I should say that’s sweet, but…I feel like you’re up to something. 
 
    “Why don’t you just stay home and we’ll watch old movies and eat popcorn.” 
 
    She smiled. “I love the thought, but…you know I have to work!” 
 
    He suppressed a sigh and watched her get dressed.  
 
    She was fresh out of the shower and her legs were long curves that ended in a bubble ass. Her waist was slender, and swelled out to large breasts. And her face…he loved her curvy, red lips, her long, blonde hair. He could stare into her sky blue eyes for hours. 
 
    He watched as she rubbed lotion into her golden skin, and his cock started to swell. He wanted to rub that lotion into her legs. 
 
    “So what are you going to do tonight?” 
 
    “Huh? What?” 
 
    “While I’m out with the girls. What are you going to do? Watch a game on TV? Read a book? Play a game?” 
 
    “Uh, No. I don’t know.” 
 
    He really just wanted to watch her body. 
 
    She pulled on panties and then a garter. He controlled his propensity to drool as she unrolled stockings up her fine shaped legs. 
 
    “Well, you should do something. Go make us a drink.” 
 
    He walked down the hallway to the kitchen and reached for the bourbon. He put a couple of glasses on the counter and filled them with ice. He poured half a glass of bourbon, and a quarter glass of bourbon. Then he topped them both off with Coke. 
 
    “Mmm. Thank you, honey.” She was wearing the blue dress, and it showed her cleavage. She was leaning towards her mirror painting her lips. 
 
    He loved her lips. just looking at them made him so horny. He drank a big glug and thought about how he shouldn’t be so obsessed. Hunh! Might as well wish for a chicken with feathers made out of gold. 
 
    He knew he was obsessed. Heck, she knew it, too. On one hand she liked the way he doted on her. On the other hand, sometimes he knew she wished he would act normal. 
 
    But how do you act normal when you have the most beautiful woman in the world? So beautiful that all you wanted was to keep her at home and make love to her? 
 
    She smacked her lips at the mirror, grinned, and turned to him. 
 
    “What do you think? Am I presentable?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” he breathed out. “You make me so hungry.” 
 
    “Excellent!” she said. She reached up, put her hand around his neck and pulled his face down to her. She kissed him lightly on the lips. 
 
    He tasted her, and wanted to gobble her, but he knew she would get mad if he messed up her make up. 
 
    “Drink up, baby. Have a few. Who knows, when I get home I might feel like a little loving.” 
 
    But he couldn’t wait.  
 
    Could a guy get arrested for stalking his own wife? 
 
    Tootle a toot toot de toot! 
 
    Nancy’s phone went off and she picked it up and answered. “Yes?…Oh, hi, Beth. Yes, I’m almost on my way. A late night?…Sure. I can do that…” 
 
    Lance groaned inside. When she stayed out late she never felt like making love when she got home. There went his evening. 
 
    Nancy talked for a few more minutes, doing a lot of listening, then hung up the phone. She turned to Lance. “I’m sorry, honey, but they have a special job tonight. So not only am I going to have to teach them, they want me to do some of the work.” 
 
    “Oh, well, that’s okay.” 
 
    “Aw. You sound so sad.” She patted his cheek. “Oh, but you know I’m not feeling amorous when I work long hours. I’m sorry. But first thing tomorrow. I promise you.” 
 
    She grabbed his crotch and squeezed him. He groaned and she laughed. “Besides, I love it when you’re all horny. In fact, I really should give up making love and just go to strictly teasing.” 
 
    She was rubbing his package, and his cock was struggling against his underpants. 
 
    “Would you like that? If I spent my life just teasing you and never gave you any?” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” he gasped. “Don’t even joke about that!” 
 
    She unzipped his pants and reached in for his cock. It sprang out and she stroked it slowly. Then, smiling at him, she bent her knees and lowered her mouth. 
 
    “Oh…oh…!” 
 
    She opened her mouth and put it around his penis. She stroked him and gobbled his head. She licked the underside of the head and his knees started to tremble. She was very careful not to smear her lipstick. 
 
    For a long minute she sucked him. She used both hands, one to stroke him, the other to fondle his balls. He felt the lurch of an impending orgasm deep inside. He closed his eyes and pumped his hips. 
 
    Nancy felt him starting to rev, however, and she backed off. She giggled and stood up. 
 
    “Oh, God! Finish me off!” 
 
    She laughed and stepped back. He stood there, trembling, his cock sticking out of his pants. “Didn’t you hear what I said? From here on out I’m going to tease you, and you can forget cumming. I am going to see if I can make you into the horniest man on earth. Your cock is going to swell up and turn bright purple. Your balls are going to be full. You’re  going to be dripping and drooling 24/7/365. I’ll take pictures and post them on Facebutt. ‘Here stands the horniest cock in the world, and it…will…never…cum!’” 
 
    He couldn’t stand it. He reached for her, but she danced away. “Got to go, honey, but that should keep you hot until I get home.” 
 
    She grabbed her keys and headed for the front door. 
 
    He followed her, stood in the open doorway as she walked down the walk. She blew him a kiss over the top of her car, then slid into the passenger seat. Ten seconds later she was zooming down the street. 
 
    Lance watched her go, and as soon as she turned on the next street he started moving. 
 
    He ran for the garage, grabbing his leather jacket and pulling it on. He stepped into the garage and opened the big door, then hopped onto his bike. 
 
    RRRRrrrmmmm! 
 
    He heeled the kickstand back and his rear tire gave a squeak on the cement floor. Thirty seconds after Nancy had turned the corner he was roaring down the street, pulling his face plate down and bending over the handlebars. 
 
    Traffic was heavy, and that was good. It would be difficult for her to identify one headlight amongst all the others. He slithered around cars, zipped between vehicles, and within a minute he saw her going up the freeway ramp. 
 
    He grinned, slowed down a bit, and headed up the ramp. He passed car after car until he saw her tail lights in the distance. There were no other Mustangs on the freeway, so that had to be her. He fell in four cars behind her and tooled happily along. 
 
    He didn’t think about how silly he was being, how he was letting his obsession control him. He knew she was just supposed to go to a beauty salon downtown and teach a class on how to do extensions, but he…he just couldn’t stand it. He had to see her, make sure that was what she was really doing. Then he would head home. Then he would be all right. 
 
    She  got off the freeway at the fourth street exit. Headed up a ramp, turned left and descended into the maelstrom of evening traffic. 
 
    He followed her, not worrying if he got stopped by a traffic light. There were no cops downtown at this time of the evening, they didn’t want to drive in rush hour, lazy farts, so he could pop up to 90 for a block and keep Nancy in sight.  
 
    Ten blocks and she moved into the right lane and slowed for a parking lot. 
 
    Lance moved his bike to the curb and watched. There was a beauty salon right next to the parking lot, and that had to be where she gave her classes. 
 
    Finally, when she didn’t appear, he knew there had to be a back entrance. He moved his bike into traffic, got into the far left lane and drove next to a sedan. As he passed the beauty salon he looked over the top of the car. 
 
    There she was, putting on a white coat and talking with a lady.  
 
    Lance smiled. Now he knew. Now he could go home and relax. His wife was okay. His boner was still surging, but it would wane, and…and he frowned.  
 
    Damn his obsession, he wanted more. He wanted to see what she was really doing. 
 
    He drove around a block, passed in front of the beauty salon again. She was talking to half a dozen women, he could see the door at the back of the salon. It was open, led to an alley, he presumed. Maybe he should glance in the back door. It wouldn’t hurt anything, then he could really, really be sure. 
 
    Around the block again. There was a parking structure on the corner. He turned into it and found a triangle in the corner of the second floor where bikers could park. He got off his bike, started to lock his helmet on, then had a thought. He could wear his helmet for a disguise. Then, if anybody saw him, they wouldn’t know who he was. Heh heh. He headed toward the stairs to the the back alley that led towards the beauty salon. He hadn’t taken but a few steps when he heard his cell phone ringing. 
 
    Fuck! He would have to unlock his seat and get the phone out, and it would be done ringing by then. Fuck it. He would just check it later. He went down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Inside the beauty salon Nancy was finishing her spiel. This was an easy class. A little talk, watch over the girls while they practiced, and collect a good paycheck. 
 
    “Nancy? Got s minute?” 
 
    “Sure.” She went to where Beth, the owner of the salon was checking her schedule book. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I got totally mixed up. It’s not this week, but next week, when we have that sorority scheduled.” 
 
    “That’s no problem, do you want me to stay late then?” 
 
    “Actually, can I make a deal with you?” 
 
    “Sure?” 
 
    “Since it’s next week that you’ll have to work late, and since Donna is coming in any minute, do you want to head home early tonight? full pay? My apology for the foul up?” 
 
    Nancy smiled. She actually felt a little guilty for leaving Lance in such a horny state. He did so dote over her…it would be cool to get off early, head home and give him a little extra. Old movies and popcorn, too. “Actually, that would work out super. Do you want me to stick around and watch the girls right now?” 
 
    “No. I can handle that. And thanks. You really are helping me out.” 
 
    “Not a problem. Well, let me call my hubby and tell him I am going to do really nasty things to him…” 
 
    Beth giggled as Nancy took out her cell phone. “Do nasty things to him for me and the girls, too, all right?” 
 
    Nancy nodded. “Double nasty served up piping hot. You got it.” They giggled as she listened to her phone ring. 
 
    “Hunh. He must be in the shower.” She hung up her cell. 
 
    “Uh oh, you better hurry. He might have started the nasty without you.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” Nancy mocked alarm. “I better hurry!” She hugged Beth, grabbed her purse, yelled ‘so long, suckers’ at the girls, who affectionately flipped her off, and headed out the back door. 
 
    The alley didn’t lead to the back door of the salon. The alley led to the parking lot, and halfway up the parking lot was a smaller, shorter alley. It was this Alley that Nancy stepped out of. She got into her Mustang, smiled as she backed up, then headed for the streeet. At the very moment her tail lights disappeared into the street Lance stepped from the alley into the back alley. He was so intent, so pleased with his cleverness, that he didn’t look around the parking lot. He didn’t take note of the fact that his wife’s car was no longer there. 
 
    He stepped up to the mouth of the second, smaller alley and looked into the darkness. He could see the open back door of the salon and he headed for it. 
 
    The alley opened up on a couple of shops, and there was some debris, but he picked his way noiselessly to the back of the salon. He kept to the far side of the alley, and stayed out of the glare of lights. He edged up and looked into the shop. 
 
    A short walkway with a door on one side. Probably supplies, maybe an office. 
 
    He couldn’t quite see enough. The salon chairs were all on the right side and there was a stack of boxes…if he just stuck his head in a little… 
 
    He pulled the screen door open and stuck his head in. Heck, with his helmet on nobody would know it was him, even if Nancy herself saw him. 
 
    He moved forward a little, and frowned. He could see everybody, but…no Nancy! His wife was supposed to be here. 
 
    He held his position for a few seconds longer, risking being seen, but, nope, his wife wasn’t there. 
 
    Finally, he started to pull back. Unfortunately, he hadn’t counted on the extra width of the helmet. The edge of the door caught on his helmet. 
 
    He gave a silent curse, opened the door wider and pulled his head back and…WHAM! Something clunked into the back of his helmet. He fell forward, striking the stack of boxes, which fell forward with a tremendous racket. All the girls in the salon whirled and stared. 
 
    Lance didn’t care, didn’t perceive, he was trying to figure out why he was on his hands and knees and felt like puking. 
 
    A force pushed on his butt and he flew forward, flattened out on the floor of the beauty salon. The face plate protected his face, but he really couldn’t figure out what had happened. 
 
    “What?” he said, sounding very stupid. 
 
    Behind him Donna brought the bat up and smacked it down on the back of his helmet. She had hit him once when he was backing out of the door, and she had kicked his butt, and now she brought the bat down with her full weight. 
 
    Lance was just starting to bring his head up, and the bat met it and his helmet cracked. His head went down, striking the face plate and breaking it. 
 
    Still, the helmet did its job. Helmets are built to withstand 140 pounds per square inch, and this one did that. Of course it now was lopsided and spiderwebbed by cracks and held together only by the lining inside, but he was okay. Just a little dazed and dumb 
 
    “I caught him peeking!” snarled Donna, lifting the bat again. 
 
    “Hold it!” Beth yelled, running up to the prone Lance. She knelt. “Geez, Donna! How do we know it’s not a customer?” 
 
    “Sneaking around like that? Not likely.” 
 
    “Girls, turn him over and let’s see who he is.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t we call the cops?” 
 
    Beth wasn’t willing to call the police. Not until she was sure it wasn’t some poor schmuck who had lost his way. 
 
    Lance was groaning and several of the girls turned his body over. 
 
    Lance moaned and his eyes opened. His head felt funny. His face felt funny. Why was he laying on the floor looking up? Man, he had been in fights before, but he had never been clocked like this! 
 
    Beth held his held up and gently took his helmet off. She placed a towel under his head. She felt his skull, it seemed to be intact. That helmet, though. That was done for. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “What?” His eyes circled in the sockets and his mouth was slack. 
 
    “Wet rag,” commanded Beth, a moment later she held it to Lance’s face. 
 
    Lance jerked a little. He was still out of it, and would be for a few minutes. 
 
    “He doesn’t have a wallet.” 
 
    “There’s no motorcycle in the parking lot.” 
 
    “He probably parked it down the street and snuck up. I saw him looking around before he entered the back alley. He was acting suspicious.” Donna still held the bat and was ready to use it again. 
 
    “Okay, fella, if you don’t tell me who you are I’m going to call the police.” 
 
    “I’m looking for my wife.” 
 
    That stopped everybody. Wives came into the beauty salon all the time, top customers, and this guy could have picked the wrong shop. 
 
    Donna snorted. “Ask him why he was sneaking around.” 
 
    “Why were you sneaking in the back?” 
 
    Out of it, Lance slipped and told the truth. “I didn’t want her to see me.” 
 
    “Ah ha!” gloated Donna. 
 
    “That proves nothing,” mumbled Beth. But…it sounded pretty suspicious. 
 
    “We should turn him into the police.” 
 
    Lance was becoming more aware, and he said, “Police? Why? What have I done?” 
 
    “You were peeping through the back door,” accused Donna. 
 
    Lance was starting to think faster. “I was looking for my wife. I didn’t see her and I was leaving.” 
 
    “Who’s your wife?” 
 
    Lance shut up. He wasn’t about to tell them, then have them tell Nancy, and then have her all over him for following her. He blustered. “Who the heck are you? I make an honest mistake and you beat my brains half in.” He picked up his helmet. “Who’s going to pay for this?” 
 
    The girls were suddenly silent. 
 
    And Donna was really pissed off. But she held it in. This bozo had to pay…he wasn’t going to get off scott free. 
 
    Beth sighed and helped Lance up. He was wavering a bit, but he was recovering. “Here, have a seat,” she lead him to a chair and he sat down. Almost fell down, he still had some recovering to do. 
 
    He put his hand to his face and felt it. He looked at the bat in Donna’s hands. “You hit me with that? What the hell did I ever do to you?” 
 
    Donna was pissed, but holding it in. She had caught him, she knew he was guilty, but now he was turning everything around. She put the bat on the next chair over. 
 
    “Who did you say your wife was?” 
 
    “I didn’t. And I’m not going to. I think maybe I better call a lawyer.” 
 
    There was a very slight trickle of blood on the corner of his lip. Nothing at all, and certainly better than busted teeth. Donna looked at it and found herself grinning on the inside. 
 
    She picked up a tube of lipstick from the counter and moved in. Now exuding care, she cupped the tube carefully so he couldn’t see what it was. “You’re bleeding. Let me put some medicine on it.” 
 
    Lance put his hand up to his lip and it did come away with a little smear of blood. 
 
    Donna pressed the lipstick down on his lips. “It’ll taste funny for a while, leave a waxy taste, but don’t wipe it off.” She coated his lips and the lipstick rolled smoothly on. 
 
    One of the girls gave a half giggle, then clamped her hand over her mouth. The other girls went wide-eyed. Beth couldn’t see past Donna’s body, but when Donna stepped back she stifled a gasp. 
 
    Lance’s mouth was… painted. 
 
    “It stings a little,” said Lance, putting his hand up. 
 
    Donna caught his hand, “Don’t. Let the medicine work.” 
 
    She turned and Beth glared at her. Donna didn’t care. Maybe her punishment wasn’t much, but at least this bozo would remember them. 
 
    “Are you okay now?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
    “Do you want to leave?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Boy, did he. He was still thinking a little crazy, but he didn’t mean it about lawyers and all. He just wanted to get out of here, out of this den of crazy ladies, and head for home. Maybe he could watch old movies and eat popcorn. And maybe have a shot of whiskey. Man, that bitch had really clonked him. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    The girls stood back and Beth helped him out of the chair. 
 
    “You’ll be all right riding home?” She couldn’t take her eyes off his red lips. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I’m fine.” 
 
    The girls watched as he walked to the back and down the short hallway. He was walking straight enough, he was okay. 
 
     
 
    Lance stepped out of the back door and leaned against a building. Man, he had been hit before, even knocked out, but damn! He looked at his helmet. It was a shattered mess. The face plate was worthless, he ripped it off and threw it in a garbage can. 
 
    He held his helmet up to the light. Fuck. That was a hundred bucks right there. He continued down the alley, into the parking lot, and towards the back alley. He was okay now. He was motoring around, he could ride his bike home. That medicine sure tasted weird though. He had a sweet smell to it, and it felt like his lips were puffy. Oh, well. He was a fast healer. 
 
      
 
    Back in the beauty salon Beth was shaking her head. “When he sees his lips…” 
 
    “It’ll wear off by tomorrow.” Now that the adrenaline was wearing off Donna was starting to realize what she had done. She had assaulted some sap, broke his helmet, and that took some kind of doing, and then…she held in a snicker…painted his lips bright red. 
 
    The girls were talking around one of the chairs, and one of them held up the tube of lipstick and laughed. This puzzled Beth, and she walked over to the girls. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” said the girl, handing her the lipstick tube and smirking. 
 
    Frowning, Beth looked at the tube, and gasped. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “What?” asked Donna. 
 
    “It’s not lipstick!” 
 
    “What? But it…it is! Isn’t it?” 
 
    Beth handed her the tube and she read, “Lipstain with super plumping agent. Guaranteed to last one month.” 
 
    She looked up in shock. “But I thought…I grabbed…” 
 
    “You just made that poor man’s lips fatter than Angelina Jolie’s, and redder than a firetruck with a sunburn.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” And she was distraught, but only for a second, then one of the girls burst into laughter. Shortly they were all laughing. 
 
      
 
    Lance threw a leg over his saddle and settled his weight down. He pulled what remained of his helmet over his head. It felt like he was pulling a sock over his head. The hard plastic was a thousand piece puzzle held together by the lining. And no face plate. He was going to be eating bugs on the way home. 
 
    He started up the bike. RRRRRmmmm. 
 
    He didn’t feel his cell phone ringing under the seat. Even if he had he would have ignored it. He didn’t want to get off, open the seat, take out the cell phone. No. He was feeling okay, and he just wanted to hit the road. 
 
      
 
    In the kitchen Nancy frowned at her cell phone. Where was that lug? Hopefully he had just gone for a short ride. Smiling, she opened up a box of Tampons and placed a line of them on the floor back towards the bedroom. 
 
    Heck, she didn’t have any flower petals, and he would get the idea. 
 
    Back in the bedroom she stripped off her clothes and put on her flimsiest, filthiest neglige. She sat down at her vanity table and went to work.  
 
    A short while later she was ready. She turned all the lights off in the house except for the hallway, which illuminated the path of Tampons. 
 
      
 
    Lance was a little dizzy, but he was okay. He set on the bike and instead of lane splitting or going a hundred miles per hour he just tooled along. He kept proper distance, and kept his eyes focused in front of him. 
 
    He missed the turn off—what was up with that?—but circled back through neighborhoods. Eventually he found his house and cruised up the driveway and into the garage. 
 
    Wearily, he put his kickstand down and turned off his machine. He opened his seat and took out his cell phone and wallet, but didn’t check for messages. He just carried cell and wallet and his keys into the house. 
 
    He placed his things on the counter and stuck his head under the faucet and drank 
 
    Damn, it still felt like his lips were all fat. Well, no matter. He could just tell Nancy he had walked into something. 
 
    He looked down the hallway. The lights were on in the hallway, but nowhere else, and there was something on the floor. Little white things…he moved forward and bent down. 
 
    A Tampon! Tampons? 
 
    Good Lard, Nancy must have come home early, and she was waiting for him in the bedroom. He was going to get a little! 
 
    He paused and took off his clothes. His dick was immediately standing out and throbbing. He tip toed down the hallway silently. 
 
    Into the bedroom, towards the bed. 
 
    Click! The light went on. Nancy was laying, naked but for a sexy negligee, all made up and ready to go. 
 
    Her face was alight with joy, and then it wasn’t. The happiness receded and she looked puzzled, then she actually gave a little scream. Just a yelp, and she pushed up and leaned back against the wall. 
 
    Lance stopped, was frozen. What was wrong? 
 
    “Nancy?” 
 
    She pointed at him and her voice sounded panicky, “Your lips!” 
 
    Lance didn’t understand. Being hit on the head, a couple of times, had addled his senses. He turned towards the mirror over Nancy’s vanity table and…stared. 
 
    His face didn’t make any sense. It wasn’t really his face. It was part his face and part…part…he held his hand up and felt his lips. They were huge. Baby Huey lips. Women’s lips. Angelina Jolie lips. 
 
    What the fuck? What the…he fainted.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Lance, wake up!” 
 
    Nancy patted his face with a wet wash cloth. She stared at his big, red lips and wondered what had happened. 
 
    Lance groaned, moved his head slightly. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Wake up. Wake up.” 
 
    He opened his eyes and looked around. “What happened?” he asked. “What am I doing on the floor?” 
 
    “That’s what I want to know. And I want to know what’s up with your lips.” 
 
    Lance’s eyes opened wide at that. He reached up and felt his big, fat lips in wonder. “What the hell?” 
 
    “Can you get up?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah…” 
 
    She helped him and he struggled to his knees, then stood up. He was a little weak, but it was’t like after he got clonked with a baseball bat. Now he was aware and functioning. The short ten second sleep when he had fainted had somehow restored him to his senses. 
 
    He stood there, Nancy balancing him. “What happened? Did somebody hit me?” Oh, yeah. That bitch hit me with a baseball bat! Ruined my fucking helmet! 
 
    “Somebody not only hit you, they kissed you.” 
 
    He was confused. “What?” 
 
    “Look in the mirror.” 
 
    He walked into the bathroom, turned and…froze. His lips were swollen to twice their size! And they were red! With lipstick! Oh…that fucking bitch! And he snarled, “That fucking bitch!” 
 
    Nancy wasn’t so worried about him collapsing now. She leaned against the door jamb and asked, “And which fucking bitch would that be?” 
 
    He turned to her, and his face was red. Bright red. Redder than a stop sign with no white letters. “I can explain.” 
 
    Nancy drawled, “Oh, I can hardly wait.” 
 
    Yet, on the inside, she felt humor. Her hubby had really messed up, and she was going to get to gloat. 
 
    “Well, it started out with you…it’s your fault…you got me so horny and—“ 
 
    “Wait a minute! You’re really going to put this on me?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Go on. Keep going.” 
 
    “Well, uh,” he was rapidly deflating. “You got me so hot and horny, and…and I decided to follow you.” 
 
    Her eyes widened and she tilted her head. 
 
    He hurried his explanation. “I’m sorry, I know, but you drive me crazy and I just wanted to follow you.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “So I followed you, on my bike. I saw you go into that beauty shop—“ 
 
    “Where I’ve been going for the last few weeks.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. And I didn’t mean to bug you…or anything…and I peeked in the back door. You weren’t there, but then some bitch whacked me on the back of the helmet with a baseball bat.” 
 
    Nancy’s lips were twitching and she nodded. 
 
    “Then I woke up and these girls were all accusing me of being a peeping Tom…” 
 
    “Hmm. I wonder why?” 
 
    “But then this one, the one who hit me with the baseball bat, she said there was blood on my lip and she brushed it off and…and that’s when she must have painted my…put the lipstick on my…” 
 
    “She decorated your mouth,” Nancy spoke wryly. 
 
    “Exactly. She said it was medicine, and I figured I hurt myself when she, uh, hit me, and that I had a fat lip and…and…honest, honey! I’m innocent.” 
 
    Nancy shook her head, turned and left the bedroom. 
 
    Lance followed her down the hall. 
 
    “I’m telling the truth, honey! I didn’t mean to…to follow you, but I was just so horny, and I’m always curious as to where you’re going.” 
 
    She entered the kitchen, got down the bourbon and Coke and mixed two glasses. She leaned her butt against the sink and contemplated him. Her face was stern, but he could tell that she was seeing the humor in the situation. At least, he hoped that was why her mouth was trembling. 
 
    “So you are an obsessive asshole who stalks his wife. Then you get in a brawl with a woman who, I assume, is smaller and weighs less than you, and she kicks your ass. And, holy shit!” She had just noticed his motorcycle helmet. She put her hand on it, felt the thousand pieces all jig jaggy and stuck to the liner. “She did this to you?” 
 
    “Yeah! She ruined a perfectly good crash helmet!” 
 
    Nancy picked up the helmet and examined it. It was toast. “Well, at least it looked like it worked.” 
 
    “Yeah. But now you know what happened and why I’m sort of out of it.” He felt his mouth. “And why I’ve got this stuff on!” 
 
    And, finally, Nancy lost it. She started to snicker, then chortle, then put her hand across her mouth and stopped, then started to guffaw, and, finally, she was holding her belly and roaring with laughter. 
 
    “You got your ass kicked and now you’re wearing lipstick. Oh, my God! Wait until I tell your friends!” 
 
    “No! You can’t do that!” 
 
    “She picked up her cell phone and he thought she was going to call somebody. 
 
    “No! Please! No!” 
 
    But she was only opening her camera. She turned towards him, snapped three quick clicks before he understood what was happening and covered his mouth. 
 
    “Hey! Stop!” He shouted from behind his hand. 
 
    Nancy tapped twice and smiled. “It’s on the cloud now.” 
 
    “You aren’t…you aren’t going to post it…are you?” 
 
    Nancy sipped her drink and pondered. “Well, I don’t know. I mean, I’ve got an obsessive asshole for a husband who stalks me. Who doesn’t trust me. What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “But I won’t! I won’t follow you again. Word of honor!” 
 
    “Honey, on one hand I’m sort of flattered by all your attention. On the other hand, you’ve got to admit, it really is a bit much.” 
 
    He hung his head. “I know.” Then he looked up at her, “But it’s just because I love you so much.” 
 
    “Hmm. What is the difference between so much and too much?” 
 
    “But I promised I’ll never do it again.” 
 
    “Somehow, I don’t think that’s enough.” 
 
    “But what else can I do to convince you.” 
 
    She nodded and scrutinized him through lidded eyes. Her lips twisted as she thought, and finally she said, “Wait here.” 
 
    She took her phone and went down the hall to their bedroom. She called a number and began talking. 
 
    He waited in the kitchen and drank his drink and watched her. 
 
    She was pacing, and he saw her as she reached the wall, turned and walked the other way. Again and again. 
 
    He drank more. He made himself another drink. 
 
    He was worried. Who was she talking to? What was going to happen? 
 
    Nancy hung up the phone and came back down the hallway. “Okay, bozo, you want to get back in my good graces? Or do you want to be in the doghouse, no sex for a year, maybe fucking never?” 
 
    “Honey! I’ll do anything! Please! Let me make it up to you.” 
 
    “Okay. Then get on your motorcycle and go back to the beauty salon.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need to apologize to all those girls, and I want to be there to see it.” 
 
    “Apologize? But they’re the ones who conked me!” 
 
    “Because you were a sneaking, little peeping Tom. So you will apologize to them, and then you will have to do something to make up for not trusting me, for stalking me, for being less than a loving husband.” 
 
    “I was a too much loving husband!” he protested. 
 
    She just stared at him with a level look. “Go.” 
 
    He picked up his helmet. “What about this? It’s against the law to ride without a helmet!” 
 
    “I know you’ve got that spare one in the garage.” 
 
    He groaned. It was a white three quarters helmet, uglier than sin, and he would be laughed off his bike if anybody saw him wearing it. 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “Go…or else!” 
 
    Defeated, his shoulders slumped, he went out to the garage, found the white helmet and put it on. It was too small and it had no faceplate. The strap didn’t fit right and…and he sighed and started the bike. RRRRmmmm. He looked at the kitchen door. Nancy stood, framed, and he took in her negligee and out thrust tits. God. Why couldn’t they just stay home and watch old movies and eat popcorn? 
 
    He heeled the kickstand up and rolled out of the garage for the second time that night. 
 
    Behind him, Nancy ran for the bedroom. She pulled off the negligee and slipped a bra and panties on, then pulled the negligee back on. She grabbed her keys and purse and headed for the Mustang. 
 
      
 
    Lance drove slowly, not looking forward to this. Man, they had bashed his skull and put lipstick on him, and he had to apologize to them! Talk about the world being unfair! 
 
    He turned off the freeway and made his way through the traffic. Traffic was lighter now, but he went slower and slower. If he saw bikers coming the other way he went around the block to avoid them. All he needed was for one of his friends to see him with his big, super red lips. 
 
    If he had had a full helmet it would have covered his mouth. But this white helmet made his lips look even bigger! The white helmet seemed to frame them so they looked even redder! 
 
    He came to the beauty shop and turned into the parking lot. It was getting later now, and there weren’t many cars. He slid the bike up to the mouth of the little alleyway and got off. He locked the bike, put a chain on it, and stared at the mouth of the alley. The back door was closed, not much in the way of lights, but at least he wouldn’t have to go in the front way and risk being seen. 
 
    He walked down the dark alley and tried the door.  
 
    Locked. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    He knocked on the door. 
 
    Nothing. He could see the lights around the jamb, but…nobody came to answer. 
 
    He knocked harder. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    He walked out of the alley and went through the parking lot. 
 
    The street was lit up. Street lights, passing headlights, there was no way to sneak into the beauty salon. 
 
    Heaving a sigh, he walked to the entrance, stepped up to the door and walked in. 
 
    The girls were waiting for him. They were sitting in chairs, standing by the counter, and they all looked at him. 
 
    His eyes narrowed and he frowned as he looked at the bitch who had hit a home run with his noggin. She had a big grin on her face. 
 
    “I’m uh…Lance. And, uh…” 
 
    Beth came forward. She wasn’t smiling, but it sure looked like she was laughing on the inside. “Hello, Lance. Nancy said you’d be along. I just talked to her on the phone and she says she’s five minutes out. “Would you like to have a seat?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She led him down the row of chairs to an empty one. He sat in it and looked around. 
 
    The other girls were smiling. He didn’t see what was so funny. He was red and embarrassed and…couldn’t he just apologize and get this over with? 
 
    “Would you like a Coke? Or a Sprite?” 
 
    “Uh…a Coke.” 
 
    She went into the back room. 
 
    The bitch who had smacked him smiled and said, “Nice lips.” 
 
    He ignored her. 
 
    She chuckled, then asked, “How’s the head?” 
 
    Oh, man. It took all his will power not to slap her one. Then he sighed. He might be an idiot in some ways, like loving his wife too much, but he didn’t hold a grudge. He finally let some of his anger go. 
 
    “Man, I never been smacked like that. You really got me.” 
 
    She laughed. “Yeah, it was classic. Your head hurt?” 
 
    “Nah. But you owe me for a new helmet.” 
 
    She laughed again, then one of the other girls asked, “You’re married to Nancy?” 
 
    “I am. Though she’s not too happy with me right now.” 
 
    “She is so super. She really knows her stuff.” 
 
    “Well, thanks. I mean for her. She’s…well, you already know I love her.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you stalked her. I wish my boyfriend would do that to me.” 
 
    “That’s creepy,” said another girl. 
 
    “Not once you know them.” 
 
    The bitch, whose name turned out to be Donna, said, “Every man’s a creep till you know them.” 
 
    “Is that true?” One of the girls asked Lance. “Are all men creeps?” 
 
    “Well, speaking for half the human race,” he gave a rueful grin. “Yup.” 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    “You know, I’m embarrassed, but…love makes you stupid sometimes.” 
 
    “Now if we could only separate the creeps who do bad things from the creeps who just do stupid things.” Donna said. 
 
    Beth handed Lance a Coke and he held it up, “Here, here.” 
 
    At that point the situation devolved into a big chat. Lance got to know some of the girls, some of the girls got to know him, and he even got to appreciate Donna. 
 
    Then the front door opened and Nancy entered. “Well, well. Look what the cat’s dragged in!” She was wearing her negligee over panties and bra. None of the girls cared, but Lance found himself staring so hard he thought his eyeballs were going to fall out and bounce. 
 
    Greetings were thrown about, and Nancy came right to the point. She strode down the center of the store and stopped in front of Lance. “Well, lover? Is there anything you’d like to say to these ladies?” 
 
    Lance gave a little groan, then stood up. He turned and looked at each of the girls. “Ladies, I do wish to apologize for my behavior earlier this evening. It was a lapse of good judgement and I apologize for any inconvenience or hurt feelings.” 
 
    Nancy asked of the girls, “Is that good enough?” 
 
    Donna cleared her throat. Lance brought his hand to his face and said, “Oh, no!” Which caused everybody to laugh. 
 
    “Well, he really hurt my poor, little baseball bat. My poor little bat has been crying all night since bruising on his hard head. 
 
    Lance grinned, “And I do apologize for any discomfort I might have caused your bat when I hit it with my head.” 
 
    Small cheers erupted, lots of laughter, and Donna shrugged happily and said, “That’s not bad.” 
 
    Nancy asked Beth, “Is that good enough for you?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” She gave a thumbs up. 
 
    Nancy turned to Lance. “Well, Lance, it seems you’ve been forgiven by the ladies of this fine establishment.” 
 
    “Whew,” Lance quipped. 
 
    “BUT…” 
 
    “Oh, no.” 
 
    “That still leaves me and all my hurt feelings. And, believe me, I have a lot of hurt feelings.” 
 
    “Aw, honey, I said I’m sorry!” 
 
    The girls in the shop were hanging on this exchange. 
 
    “Words are cheap, honey. It’s action that counts.” 
 
    “So what can I do to make up for my actions?” 
 
    “I notice that you’ve got lipstick on.” 
 
    Girls hooted and Lance turned a bit red. “Yeah, but, uh…that was…uh…” 
 
    “What?” Nancy challenged with a grin. 
 
    “Oh, uh, nothing.” 
 
    She nodded. “I thought so. And as for your amends for the terrible hurt you have caused me, I want you to go the rest of the way.” 
 
    “Hunh? Say what?” 
 
    The girls in the shop looked a little confused. 
 
    “Simple. I was teaching these girls about weaves and extensions, how to make a person beautiful, how to make a woman more womanly. You seemed to have gotten in the way of that. So to make up for all the hurt you’ve caused you will sit in that chair and the girls will practice extensions, make up and nails.” 
 
    The girls all gave a great big ‘Ooooh!’ 
 
    “But…I don’t…isn’t there some other thing I can do?” 
 
    Nancy dropped the hammer. “And if you don’t cheerfully comply with this request I will refuse sex with you for two years.” 
 
    Now there was stunned silence. A couple of the girls whispered, but everybody was shocked by the severity of her threat. No sex for two years? How could anybody survive that? 
 
    “But…honey…” 
 
    She stared, waited, and everybody knew she was serious. 
 
    Lance looked around the room. Nobody could help him. He had made his bed and now he had to lay in it. 
 
    He looked at Nancy again, opened his mouth, and she tilted her head and dared him with her eyes. 
 
    He caved in. He just slumped and nodded. 
 
    A sound like a big sigh went around the room, then the whispers became louder. 
 
    “Okay, girls. This is the big test. If you can make this big lug look like a woman he’s going to get sex. If you fail, he fails…and you know what that means. No sex for two years.” 
 
    “But I should lose if they can’t…” but he trailed off at the look on Nancy’s face. 
 
    The girls, a little subdued, began their task. 
 
    Two of them bent and starting taking off his boots, but Nancy stopped everybody. “It all starts with depilation.” 
 
    Lance looked blank. “What’s that?” 
 
    “Your hair,” whispered Donna. “You have to lose all your hair.” 
 
    Beth went to the front and drew the curtains. 
 
    “But we’re going to have to undress him!” 
 
    “Undress him, get rid of his hair, everywhere…but don’t let him squirt.” 
 
    The girls started giggling as they took off his shirt. Then they braved his buckle and zipper. Once started they were like an avalanche, picking up speed as they rolled downhill. Soon he was standing in front of the chair, red-faced and totally naked. 
 
    The girls sprayed foam on him, rubbed it into his flesh, his arms and legs and body. They were a little stand offish about his groin. 
 
    Donna grinned. “Come on, you sissies, here’s how it’s done.” 
 
    She foamed his groin and used her hands to spread it out and mush it in. His cock was bouncing extra hard and she just moved it aside, and once even stroked it and giggled. “I’ll bet you wish I had hit you harder, eh, Lance? You could be sitting in a hospital right now getting sympathy.” 
 
    “You’d win that bet,” he murmured. Under the foam his face was eighteen shades of red. 
 
    The foam started to heat up and the girls grabbed wash cloths and removed the foam, and the hair, from his body. 
 
    Lance looked down. He was baby butt bald. It felt weird, and kinky, and his cock was growing very hard. 
 
    Nancy came over to watch. “Don’t worry about that dick, girls. It won’t hurt anybody.” 
 
    Lance groaned and she laughed. 
 
    They pushed him back in the chair and began doing his toenails and his fingernails. 
 
    Lance sat there, and every once in a while one of the girls would accidentally on purpose brush against his cock. they would say excuse me and giggle. 
 
    Lance just sat there, and his cock got so hard it started to drool. 
 
    “He’s cumming, Nancy!” 
 
    Nancy glanced at his cock. “That’s pre-cum, you ninny.” 
 
    The girl’s face turned red, but everybody laughed. 
 
    Lanced watched as they prepared his nails, then his mouth opened. They were sizing fake nails to his digits. 
 
    “Hey, not so long! I still have to do things!” 
 
    They settled on ovals. That reshaped the tips of his fingers and made them less spatulate. 
 
    They coated his finger nails three times, then applied the hard shell finish of lacquer. When they were done his fingers had shiny, little talons. 
 
    “Nice,” nodded Nancy. 
 
    The girls began putting make up on his face, They cleaned him and coated his flesh with primer. 
 
    Meanwhile, two girls were working on his hair. They had selected matching hair and were attaching the extensions. His hair was going from a messy three inches to a neat foot. It was going to be wavy and auburn and settle around his shoulders. 
 
    Nancy and Beth watched from the register. “You think he’ll survive this?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” answered Nancy. “Look at that boner.” 
 
    “And you’re willing to do without that for two years?” 
 
    “Nope,” and she grinned at Beth. 
 
    Beth shook her head and chuckled. “You are one bad bitch.” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    And they both laughed. 
 
    Lance caught glimpses of himself in the mirror on the far wall. They had put foundation on him, which made his features plain, but now they were putting on blush and working on his eyes. They used a light charcoal color on his lids and under his eyebrows. One of the girls plucked his eyebrows, and he was stunned to see how those simple arches changed the whole cut of his face. 
 
    “I’m not going to be riding my scooter for a while,” he commented, showing a bit of misery. 
 
    “Nah,” said Donna. “You can ride with us. There’s several lady Motorcycle clubs.” 
 
    Lance contemplated her. “You know, for a lady who hits guys in the head with a baseball bat you aren’t too bad.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you say that to all the girls who hit you in the head with baseball bats.” 
 
    The girls were giggling over this exchange. 
 
    “How’s the front coming along?” asked one of the girls working on his extensions. 
 
    “Pretty good. He’s going to make all the little boys get erections.” 
 
    “Oh, come on!” Lance objected, and he was serious. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Lance, if any of those nasty boys come near you we can hit ‘em with our baseball bats.” 
 
    “Pierce his ears,” called out Nancy. 
 
    So they pierced his ears, and one of the girls brought forth strings with little skulls dangling at the end. 
 
    Lance looked at them and tilted his head. “You know, those are sort of cool. 
 
    Finally, he was done. He was naked, and a man, but he had a girl’s face, jewelry, and long hair. 
 
    “Stand up, lover.” 
 
    Lance stood up. His cock was still sticking straight out.  
 
    “I guess you figure you’re going to get sex, showing me your ding a ling like this.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Well, maybe. We have one last thing for you to do.” 
 
    “What?” He kept looking in the mirror and marveling at his feminine self. 
 
    Nancy took off her negligee and handed it to Beth. She took off her panties and bra and handed them to Lance. 
 
    Lance stared at the underthings. “No…no…” he mumbled. He even took a step back, but Donna was there to cup his buns and he stepped forward. 
 
    “You will wear these garments home. On your bike. You do that and you will be officially forgiven.” She took her negligee from Beth and held it out. 
 
    “Honey! No! I’ll get stopped! They’ll take me to jail! If anybody else sees me…” 
 
    “You know the roads. I’m sure you can do the back roads home and avoid the cops.” 
 
    The girls had taken the panties and bra from him. Two of them balanced him and helped him put on the panties. His cock looked totally absurd poking the panties out. 
 
    “But if somebody sees me…” 
 
    “You’ll have to blow them a kiss with those red lips and keep riding.” 
 
    Two girls fastened the bra around his waist, spun it and lifted it up. 
 
    “But….Nancy…you can’t…” 
 
    She held the negligee out, and he finally took it. 
 
    The girls were all deathly silent. This was high drama and they were fascinated. A few of them were wondering if they could do this to their men. 
 
    Beth said, “Wait a minute.” She ran to the store room and returned a few seconds later. She had a pair of breast forms. “Somebody left these here years ago. Now they’ll finally get some use.” 
 
    The girls cheered and two of them pushed the forms into Lance’s bra. Now he had a real feminine chest. 
 
    Moving like molasses, Lance put on the negligee. It hung on his boobs, making him look really stacked. The folds of the negligee tended to hide the lines between fake boob and real flesh. He actually looked like a girl. A big, over-sized girl, but a girl. The only manly thing on him was his boots, which Nancy had allowed him to wear. He needed them for the motorcycle, after all. 
 
    “Okay, honey. I’ll see you at home.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She pointed towards the front door. 
 
    Lance shuffled towards the entrance to the salon. He moved like a man in shock, which was what he was. 
 
    “Where’s his clothes, girls. I need to wear something.” 
 
    She began putting on his underwear, his pants, his shirt. The garments hung on her, but that was okay. She was going to be in a nice, comfy car, nobody able to see in. Not like poor Lance. 
 
      
 
     Lance opened the door and looked out. It was past midnight now, and there were very few cars on the street. He waited till there was no cars near, then dashed down to the parking lot. 
 
    He ran to his motorcycle, unlocked it and and inserted the key. RRRRmmmm. He heeled the kickstand and turned the throttle. 
 
    He stopped back of the entrance to the parking lot, waited for a space, then zoomed. 
 
    He drove down the street, the negligee flowing out behind him like a cape. His bra and boobs were big and thrust forward. Sitting nobody could see his hard cock. But if got off the bike everybody would see it. 
 
    He turned at the first corner and headed for the edge of town. He would have to ride through a rough section of town, but one where the cops didn’t hang too much. He might be seen, but that was better than being arrested. 
 
    He had never been so aware, and so scared, in his life. He feathered the clutch a bit, tried to keep the sound of the motor down, tried not to draw attention to himself, but people still pointed and stared. 
 
    One car pulled a U-ey and came after him, but he easily got away. 
 
    He headed up into the hills. There were fewer cars and people so he sped up. He leaned into corners and turned the throttle on the straights.  
 
    It wasn’t cold, but him being near naked, he was shivering. 
 
    For a half our he squiggled through the low hills. He went through collections of houses, ran a couple of red lights, and finally came to the freeway. He was going to have to ride the freeway for a mile. No way around it. 
 
    He hit the off ramp and cranked the throttle. His motor began to roar, but the sound was whipped away as he sprinted down the freeway. 
 
    He passed cars, and wide-eyed motorists stared after him. 
 
    A wild-eyed motorcyclist in a bra with a negligee flowing out behind him. 
 
    He made it to his turn off, zipped along a few streets, then came to his driveway. The garage door was closed. 
 
    Oh, shit! He cursed. He was going to have to get off, open the door, ride the bike in, and all while the neighbors looked out their windows! 
 
    Suddenly a shape darted across the driveway. His mouth opened and he stared. It was Nancy, and she was naked…except for the strap on around her hips. A big cock pointed out from her crotch. She grinned at him, lifted the door, and he drove into the garage. 
 
    He turned off the motor and she was suddenly next to him. 
 
    “Oh, gosh! Another naked woman! I always wondered what it would be like to make love to a naked woman.” 
 
    He was cold, but she helped him off the bike. His teeth were chattering, but she took him into the kitchen and poured him a bourbon and Coke. He sucked it down greedily. 
 
    Nancy pressed against him. His cock was in panties. Her cock was sticking out and pointing into him. 
 
    “What…what are you doing?” 
 
    “One last thing. Or it’s going to be three years without sex.” 
 
    “You…you want to fuck me?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I’ve wanted to for a long time, but the situation never arose. Now it has. Here, have another drink. I want you relaxed when I pop your cherry.” 
 
    He drank a second drink. He felt the heat in his belly. 
 
    “That’s awfully big,” he stared at her cock. 
 
    “It’ll feel small once it’s inside you. Hell, you’ll be begging for more. 
 
    She took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Three years?” he said, doubtfully. 
 
    “Or else,” she agreed cheerfully. “Now get up on the bed.” 
 
    He climbed up on the bed, his butt facing out. 
 
    She grabbed a big tube of lube and began slathering it between his crack, into his hole. 
 
    He shivered. It felt good, but…anal sex? 
 
    “Try to relax, honey. It’s going to feel so good.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “You fuck me in the asshole every once in a while, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “So I wouldn’t let you do that if it hurt, would I?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then relax and enjoy.” 
 
    With that she pushed forward.  
 
    Her penis went into him easily. It opened him up and he grunted. The pain lasted about a second, then he was impaled, and the pleasure began to mount. 
 
    “There you go, lover,” she began to saw back and forth. 
 
    Lance’s eyes were now open. And he wondered why he hadn’t tried this before! He began to push back, hungrily searching for more cock. 
 
    Nancy smiled and began circling his hole, pushing in, pulling back, waggling so the tip of the dick would wiggle deep inside him. 
 
    Lance stretched his arms out and collapsed on the front. His ass stuck up higher and Nancy had even more access and leverage. She pumped him for all she was worth, and he started moaning deliriously. He had never felt anything so exciting in his life. 
 
    Somewhere in there she pressed on his prostate, because semen started oozing out of his dick. It puddled on the sheet, but that was okay. As long as she gave him the best fuck she could, and he experienced the joy of being truly empty, that was all she wanted. 
 
    Finally, she drew back, her dick flopped out and Lance just groaned and lay there, a big blob of happy ass. 
 
    Nancy didn’t worry about her own orgasm. He was going to be extra horny on the morrow, and incapable of cumming. She would get her orgasms then. Lots of them. 
 
    She got ready for bed, shoved his ass over and made him lay down, thens he lay down. 
 
    “Holy, fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, then: “So what are you going to do next week when I go to teach the girls?” 
 
    “Stay home and watch movies and eat popcorn.” 
 
    “Good girl,” she said. 
 
    “If you fuck me like this again.” 
 
    “That can be arranged.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think you should go tomorrow.” 
 
    “What? Why? I always go!” 
 
    “I just have a feeling.” 
 
    Jason stared at Judy. She was a knock out. Classic 36 x 24 x 36. DDs. Her hair was auburn, her eyes were green, her lips were the key to heaven. 
 
    And she wasn’t dumb. But she did have a fascination for intuition, for feelings. That’s not bad, but sometimes she was a little overbearing. This felt like one of those times. Before she could predict doom and disaster for her number one hubby, that hubby blurted. “I’ve been training for months for this. My body weight is down, fat content is maxed, I’m not going to put it off for a feeling.” 
 
    Judy closed her mouth and looked hurt. Jason immediately lightened up. “Honey, I’m sorry, I don’t mean to come across hard, but…you know how much work I’ve put in. I might actually place this time.” 
 
    Her eyes softened, and Jason knew his apology had worked. He sat down next to her. “And you know I respect your female intuition, but if I’m careful….I’m going to be all right.” 
 
    She hugged him. “I’m sorry, I just…feel things.” 
 
    “I know. And I’ll be careful. 
 
    She leaned her head back and looked at him, and it was his perfect opportunity. He leaned down and placed his lips on hers. Her lips were soft, moist, and her breath sweet and cool. She kissed him back ardently. 
 
    His hand moved to he breast and touched it softly, rubbed the nipple, and she breathed deeply. 
 
    He stood up, picked her up. “Come on, baby. A fuck for luck.” 
 
    She laughed into his neck and held on as he walked her down the hallway to the bedroom. 
 
    He laid her on the bed and lay down next to her. Face to face they undressed each other. Lifting a hip or a shoulder, shooting an arm or leg out, to facilitate their striptease. 
 
    “Mmm,” he mouth her breast, sucked on the whole areola, then focused his teeth on the nipple. He held here nipple firmly with his incisors and lifted his head up. 
 
    She groaned, arched her back, and. put her hands to his head. 
 
    They kissed again, and now he put his hand to her mons. He cupped her pussy and lifted, and again was rewarded with a groan. 
 
    “Are you going to tease me all night?” she complained, putting her hands between his legs and cupping his balls. 
 
    “Maybe,” but he moved his knees between her legs and nudged them apart. “Maybe not.” 
 
    “Bastard,” she cooed, then she gasped as he slid his penis into her. They lay for a moment, not moving, then they began to do the horizontal bop. Up and down, matching and meshing and lost in wonder. They weren’t thinking now, they were focusing on each other. 
 
    He tilted his hips and broke the rhythm with a jab. 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” she cried out. 
 
    “Anything you want.” 
 
    “Then do it again.” She tilted her own hips, she bit his lip and pulled. Her fingers twisted his nipples gently. 
 
    “Fuck,” he wheezed. 
 
    “You better not make me cum,” she warned, inviting the orgasm. 
 
    “I’ll try not to.” He reached down and began rubbing her clitoris with two fingers. 
 
    She grunted, reached for his ass and cupped his buns and pulled him into her. 
 
    “Are you ready?” he asked. 
 
    “Whenever you are,” she moaned. 
 
    He began to drive into her then. He pushed his cock hard, pulled it out until just the head was inside her, then pushed again. Hard. Harder. 
 
    She felt that warm feeling begin to creep through her pubic area. She felt the trigger clicking. She felt an ocean laying just under her, floating her, and then waves began to crash over her. She cried out, held to him for dear life, and the tsunami burst over her. 
 
    “Oh…oh…OH!” 
 
    For a long minute she was locked, spasming, her eyes rolled back in her head. 
 
    He drilled her deep and held on. He didn’t move for fear she would throw him out with a sudden spasm. 
 
    Then she began to come down. She relaxed, her muscles stopped seizing, and she went limp under him. 
 
    They lay, breathing hard, and she said, “Five…” 
 
    That was his signal. He began to ram and jam. Not for her, but for him. He had done his duty and it was time to get his reward. 
 
    “Four…” 
 
    He bucked fiercely, not worrying about hurting her. She was built tough and she liked this. 
 
    “Three…” 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck!” Straining, making his cock slam and searching for that trigger. 
 
    “Two…” 
 
    “Yes!” He yelled, and sperm shot up his shaft, white hot heat blinded him and he stopped seeing the world and only felt the daze of coming. 
 
    She laughed and held on to him, let him fill her with seed. “You just made it, baby.” 
 
    “God! That was close! You should try counting from ten.” 
 
    “I should count from three. You’re cumming way too often these days. 
 
    “I’m balls deep in the most beautiful woman in the world and you want to deny me.” 
 
    “”You have to admit, when I stop you when you’re so close it’s fun.” 
 
    “For you…” 
 
    “And for you!” She kissed him a splat. 
 
    He laughed. “Okay. As long as it’s not too often. 
 
    She snuggled into his arms then. They held each other and drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Jason dreamed of the race. The Ironman. A brutal test of spirit consisting of a 2.4 mile swim, a 112 mile bike ride and 26.2 mile run. 140.6 miles of torment and torture. And more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking a barrel of monkeys. 
 
    He dreamed that he was running and everybody was biking past him. “Hey! Wait up!” he yelled. But the other contestants just laughed and kept zooming by him. 
 
    He kept slogging, his breath was coming in gasps, his legs felt like broken twigs, and they kept riding past him. 
 
    “Hurry, Jason.” 
 
    “Run harder, Jason.” 
 
    “You’ll never catch up. 
 
    And he pounded on his face with a fist while he ran, and cursed himself, and the racers kept going past, as regular as clockwork. As regular as a clock. Ding ding. A clock. Ding ding. A— 
 
    “Jason! It’s time!” Judy was shaking him. 
 
    Jason opened his eyes and jerked upright. 
 
    Race day! 
 
    He grinned and got out of bed. 
 
    “Big bowl of mush. Half a dozen sausages. Gatorade.” 
 
    “You got it, coach.” 
 
    On race day he always called Judy Coach. She was responsible for making his meals, paperwork at check in, and cheering like a son of a bitch every time he swam, biked or ran past her. 
 
    He took a quick shower. Cold, and the blood started pumping. It was better than a work out, and didn’t waste his muscles. 
 
    He dressed in a swim suit with a hoodie. He wasn’t worried about his legs staying warm before race, but he wanted to rest and keep his upper body warm. 
 
    He ate his meal, and a banana, and went out to the van. 
 
    His bike was packed. His changes of clothes packed. He had spare parts for the bike, extra running shoes, various types of food. 
 
    He got into the van and Judy started up the motor. They didn’t talk, they knew the plan. She drove and he rested. He lowered his seat and laid back and practiced deep breathing exercises. 
 
    They drove for an hour and arrived at the race site. Sometimes they had to drive for hours, even days, but this time the race was on their doorstep. A good advantage. 
 
    Judy pulled into the contestant parking lot and parked the van. She got out and left him resting.  
 
    Jason was drifting, his dreams were now happier, and he was smiling in his near sleep. Then the passenger door opened. 
 
    “Fifteen minutes. You need the restroom?” 
 
    He shook his head, got out and peed in the bushes. Contestants were not fastidious about where they peed, and sometimes even pooed. 
 
    They walked across the parking lot and she pinned his number on him. 
 
    “Seventy-six,” he said. “That’s my lucky number.” Judy laughed. He said that for every number. 
 
    “Okay, keep calm, your strength is in the running and biking. Don’t worry if people are ahead of you. Your bike will be ready. Your change of clothes will be hanging in the tent.” 
 
    He nodded, jumped up and down on his toes for a minute, then hugged her and kissed her. 
 
    “Go, Jason, go.” That was something she always said, too. 
 
    He stepped onto the contestant’s area and walked down to the beach. Soon he was lost to her sight, surrounded by a couple hundred other contestants. 
 
    She looked at her watch. She had already synched it to the official time keeper’s watch, and he had five minutes until he began the 140 mile jaunt. 
 
    She waited until she heard the gun and the herd of iron men sprinted down to the water. Splashes arose and men leaped for the extra foot or even inch, as if they would translate to a gained inch or foot at the end of the race. 
 
    The race begun, she headed for the van. She had to get his bike in the racks and his change of clothes into the changing tent. She also had to have full water bottles on his bike and nutrition in his vest. He would be drinking lots of electrolytes, and she had to have those available for him. He would burn over 7,000 calories, and that was a tremendous drain on the body. 
 
    A half hour later she had everything in place, she went to the end of the course to watch the swimmers come out of the water. 
 
    The world class athletes came out first. They came out on the run, as if 2.4 miles of swimming was rubber ducky time. Then, after that first batch, the nearly world class athletes struggled out of the water. This was Jason’s bunch, and him not being the strongest swimmer he came out near the tail end of this group. As he did this time. 
 
    She ran in front of him, and he gathered energy, overcame the shivers, and caught up to her. She screamed his name and he glanced up, left the intense world of competition for a second, and her yelling gave him a jolt of energy. It reminded him that there was a world, and that there were people that loved him. Suddenly he wasn’t just a lone person slogging, now he had a team, and his speed picked up. 
 
    She couldn’t enter the changing tent, that was reserved for athletes, and if your coach fell down on the job that was tough. She was waiting for him at the far end of the long tent, however. He had changed into cycling shorts and a tee shirt. He was wearing his vest with the bars in it and he moved to the sideline and kissed her quickly. The crowd cheered and he broke into a trot and entered the bike racks. 
 
    She looked at her watch. Damn. He was doing good. He was three and a half minutes ahead of his best time. She felt a thrill for him, and when he rolled the bike out of the rack area yelled “Three plus!” 
 
    If he had been behind she would have yelled a number and minus. 
 
    He didn’t look at her now. He was standing on his pedals and intense, but his grin showed he heard her. 
 
    She watched him pick up speed and she ran for a bus. 
 
    The bike route on this iron man went back and forth, ending near high cliffs next to the ocean. A couple of buses took coaches to various places on the loops where they could cheer their people on. Eventually the bike ride would end up back at the starting line, over the cliffs, and the run would commence. Judy expected Jason to finish the bike race in five hours. Or less. He had been training extra hard, so probably less. 
 
    Time passed and Judy helped out here and there. Coaches were always appreciated as volunteers. They passed out water, ran errands, even helped other athletes. Yes, it was a race between people, but it was also a very special community 
 
    She watched Jason pass by on the loops. He was trucking, pulling ahead, even catching up to a couple of the normally faster triathletes. She knew he had eaten his snacks, and she was prepared for him to eat more when he made the transition to the run. 
 
    She took the bus back to the staging area. He would enter the bike area and put his bike in the racks, run down to the changing area, and when he came out Judy had to be ready. Thus, when the pack he was part of came in she was waiting at the entrance to the bike area, holding bags of food, electrolyte drinks. Ready for anything he might need. 
 
    She watched bike after bike come around the final turn. It had rained and they were slowed. Water splashed, a couple of bikes slid onto their sides, but the bikers jumped up, got back on their bikes and kept going. 
 
    Finally, four and a half hours, an incredible time, she saw Jason. He was peddling fast, focused on the road. He came to the last turn, only fifty yards away, and his tires slid out. His bike went sideways, and because he was moving fast, it slid off the road, across a short patch of gravel and mud, and over the edge of the cliff. Jason went with it. 
 
    Judy screamed, and fainted. 
 
      
 
    Jason dreamed he was on a cloud. Just laying on a cloud, looking up at the bright sun. His eyes hurt from the glow and he turned his head to the side. 
 
    “He’s coming around, doctor.” 
 
    “Mr. Somerville?? Jason?” 
 
    Damn! He was so comfortable on his cloud. Why were people touching him, shaking him. Didn’t they know how comfortable he was? 
 
    “Jason?” Oh, that was Judy. It was probably time for a race. Or time to train. Funny, he couldn’t remember whether he was supposed to train or race. Oh, well. He better just wake up and do whichever. 
 
    Jason opened his eyes. 
 
    Judy’s face was above and to the side. “Hi, honey…” his voice croaked. He needed some water. 
 
    Judy bent down and placed her head next to his and began to cry. 
 
    Jason was confused. What was wrong with Judy. “Honey? Judy? What’s wrong? Are you all right?” 
 
    “Mrs. Somerville, let me in, please.” 
 
    Judy sobbed but moved back. A man was behind her and he moved in. He was wearing a white coat like a doctor. And a stethoscope. The doctor placed the stethoscope on Jason’s chest. 
 
    “Cold,” he croaked. 
 
    “Sorry, Mr. Somerville,” the doctor listened to him. 
 
    “What’s wrong with my wife? Is she okay?” 
 
    “I’m fine, Jason. I just…” then she was sobbing again. 
 
    Jason moved his head and swallowed. 
 
    “Nurse. A little water.” 
 
    The doctor moved back and a nurse lifted his head and stuck a straw into his mouth. He sipped, and his throat started to feel better. His voice returned to something like normal. 
 
    “What happened? Why am I here? Judy?” 
 
    “You had an accident, Jason,” Judy was trying to control her crying. 
 
    Jason looked at her, then he looked at the doctor. He wasn’t crying and maybe Jason could get some answers from him. 
 
    “What happened, Doc. “What kind of accident?” 
 
    The doctor pursed his lips, he was watching Jason closely. He pursed his lips, then began talking. 
 
    “I’m Doctor Haspen, Jason. You had a rather bad accident on your bicycle. Do you remember being in an Ironman competition?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah…I was riding my bike…how’d I do on the run part of the race?” 
 
    Judy gave a sudden choking sob. 
 
    “At the end of the race you were going around a curve. The bike tires slipped and you had a fall.” 
 
    Jason was confused. “But…yeah?” 
 
    “You slid across the road, under a guard rail and over a cliff.” 
 
    Jason blinked. He had images happening somewhere in his skull, but it still didn’t make much sense. 
 
    “You fell approximately forty feet and landed on your bicycle and some rocks. The rocks, talus, really, cushioned your fall somewhat, but your hips were crushed and your penis was severed.” 
 
    Jason’s mouth opened. 
 
    “Nurse?” The doctor looked up at the nurse and she fiddled with his IV. Suddenly he felt a rush of warm. He smiled. “Cut off my penis, eh?” 
 
    “Yes. Falling on the bike that was fairly smashed, there were sharp edges, and your penis was severed. 
 
    “Wow, that’s pretty serious. Why didn’t I die?” 
 
    “You were lucky.” 
 
    “I get my dick cut off and I’m lucky.” 
 
    Judy sobbing harder. 
 
    He started laughing. The warm feeling was escalating. He suddenly realized that the nurse was sedating him through the IV. And that was funny. 
 
    “So what do I have down there?” 
 
    “You still have your testicles. You’re still a healthy man.” 
 
    “Healthy, as long as I don’t try to screw anything.” 
 
    “It’s not that bad, Mr. Somerville. You’ll find life bearable. A little counseling, eventually you’ll even be able to resume your Ironman training.” 
 
    “Hunh! Do they have a dickless category?” He was laughing harder and harder, and the doctor made a motion to the nurse. The world turned white and he was back on that cloud. 
 
      
 
    No cloud, but he didn’t feel bad. He just grew aware that he was awake, that he was not unconscious or sleeping. He opened his eyes and looked around. He was in the hospital, the room was white. There was a TV in the corner above him and Judy was sleeping in a chair next to him. 
 
    He lay silently, absorbing. He didn’t remember much about the accident, which was fine. He was allergic to pain. 
 
    He did remember the doctor telling him he had no dick. Funny, maybe he would have preferred the pain of the accident. 
 
    No penis. No cock. Castrated. No, wait, not castrated. That would be the balls. So he was a near miss when it came to castration.  
 
    He turned his head and watched his wife sleep. She was so beautiful. And he would never again have the pleasure of sinking his rod into her. Maybe they could get semen samples out of his balls, that would do for kids, but no more of that late night, early morning, whenever the whim struck pleasure. 
 
    He felt a loss deep inside. How was he supposed to deal with that? How was she supposed to be married? 
 
    A nurse entered the room. She was walking quietly, but when she saw Jason was awake she smiled. “Good morning, Mr. Somerville.” 
 
    Judy stirred but didn’t wake up. 
 
    “Let me check your readings, the doctor will be in shortly now that you’re awake.” 
 
    She fiddled with the boxes that went beep boop and pushed lines across a screen. 
 
    “Pulse okay, blood pressure. You’re right as rain, Mr. Somerville.” 
 
    He said nothing. Right as rain, as long as he didn’t try to fuck anything. 
 
    “I’ll tell the doctor and he’’ll be in shortly.” 
 
    She left the room just as Judy opened her eyes. 
 
    Like a shot she was half on the bed, holding his hand, touching his face, her eyes big, her pupils dilated like she was staring for a thousand yards. “Jason. Jason.” 
 
    She was crying again, but that was okay. At least he could touch her, feel her. He managed to put his arm around here. 
 
    They cuddled like that, not even trying to speak for the moment. 
 
    How am I going to make love to you? he wondered. And the thought crossed his mind that he should divorce her, set her free. 
 
    She whispered, “I love you.” She kissed his cheek and drew back a few inches. They gazed at each other. 
 
    “So I lost my cock.” 
 
    She sniffled but said, “That doesn’t matter.” 
 
    Bullshit! his mind screamed. 
 
    “Not as long as you’re alive and we have each other.” 
 
    “But I can’t make love to you.” 
 
    She could feel him trying to withdraw, to sink into his own private world of hurt. 
 
    She put her hands on his face and made him look at her. “I love you. The dick was icing. Don’t even try to think otherwise.” 
 
    Easy for you to say, he thought. 
 
    The doctor walked, followed by the nurse. 
 
    “Good morning again, Mr. Somerville.” He had a careful smile on his face. “Let’s discuss your accident.” 
 
    Jason watched him. It was obvious the doctor was trying to get into the grisly news and avoid the emotional news. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    The doctor slid some X rays into a light screen and turned on the light. 
 
    Jason’s hips didn’t look very big, and they were criss crossed with black squiggly marks. 
 
    “The bad news is that these breaks can’t be just screwed back together. You will recover fully, your hips will be fine, but it will be six months to walking, and a year to training. And you should probably take the second year easy on the training. I know how zealous Ironmen can be, and…you want to let your hips fully heal. 
 
    Jason blurted, “And what about my dick?” 
 
    Again, the doctor took a very careful attitude. 
 
    “Falling on the talus saved your life, but your bike was under you. It was fair mangled, the seat pole rammed up through the seat and severed your penis cleanly. If it had been a medical operation it would be called a penectomy. It was clean, no jagged edges. The penis itself was mangled beyond repair. The base of the penis was a smooth slice.” 
 
    “So, let’s get down to it. No more love life.” 
 
    The doctor blinked. 
 
    “Love is not all about sex. I will be recommending counseling for you, and you will find that my words aren’t just a sop. Please look at your wife.” 
 
    Jason did. Judy held his hand, her eyes were wet, but filled with hope, and…joy. 
 
    “You’re alive, Jason. You can even race again. I’m still your coach. We’ll train you, and…and it will all work out. 
 
    “When I can’t be a man,” Jason said. 
 
    “You’ll always be a man,” she glared at him. 
 
    The doctor took control of the conversation again, but Jason was only listening with half an ear. 
 
    He was no longer a man. 
 
      
 
    Jason spent two weeks in the hospital, and he learned a different lifestyle. 
 
    First, he couldn’t go to the bathroom. He couldn’t even work a bedpan by himself. It always took a nurse or Judy. 
 
    After three days he was taking only a couple of drugs. And only one for the pain, and he didn’t take that very often. 
 
    But without the drugs he was face to face with his depression. 
 
    He had no penis. He had a stump, but even that was pretty short. 
 
    He would never write his name in the snow again. Now he had to sit to pee. Like a woman. 
 
    Judy never left the room. When the lights were out she crawled up and slept with him. Held him. Whispered to him. 
 
    He cried. He couldn’t not cry. The tears just rolled out and streamed down his cheeks. When he did cry Judy was quiet. She just held him and waited. 
 
    She didn’t offer sappy sounding advice on how he was doing so well. The nurses did, but she didn’t bother sugar coating, and for that he was glad. 
 
    But under it all he was sad. 
 
    He remembered the last time they had made love, the night before the race. He remembered her scent, the touch of her hair on his skin, the way they had worked together for their supreme joy. And she had joked about never letting him cum. God, the thought had come true. 
 
    Then he was back in the hospital, taking medicine, eating jello and soupy mashed potatoes. 
 
    True to his word, the doctor performed no operations. Nothing was really out of place, everything was just…splintered. He just had to give it time for the bones to grow back together. 
 
    At one point the doctor told him his excellent physical condition had saved him from being a cripple in a wheel chair. 
 
    Lucky him. 
 
    After a week they put him in a cast and arranged for transportation home.  
 
    It was while they were putting the cast on his hips that he felt the horny sensations of a hard on…without the hard on. 
 
    They were handling his junk, wrapping his hips with gauze in preparation for the plaster, and…he felt horny. 
 
    For a moment he felt the ‘ghost’ sensation of having a penis, but he knew it was a ghost, and he ignored it, except…he was horny. 
 
    Once his hips were in plaster they rolled him back to his room. One more day and they would send him home, they just wanted to make sure the cast was good to go. 
 
    He lay in the hospital bed and felt like his dick was iron. His non-existent dick. 
 
    He wanted to move his hips, to fuck, and the tears began to surge. 
 
    “Honey? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I’m horny!” 
 
    She chuckled. “I was afraid you were hurting.” 
 
    “Believe me, this is hurting of a whole new order.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry. It’ll pass.” 
 
    The problem was, he didn’t want it to pass. He wanted to feel it. He wanted his dick hard again. 
 
    Later that day the therapist, Dr. Shiela Hopkins, paid him a visit.  She liked to drop by at mealtime, which allowed Judy time to go get some dinner. They had talked extensively over the week, and she was going to visit him at home. Now Jason had a question for her. 
 
    “Doc, I’m getting all these feelings. Like I’m horny. And I’ve got a ghost dick.” 
 
    She nodded, made notes on her clipboard, and said, “To be expected. Do you want me to prescribe anything?” 
 
    “A pill for a dick that doesn’t exist?” 
 
    “A pill to relax you? To help make this all bearable?” 
 
    He shook his head, then: “But about this testosterone thing.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’ve got testicles, they keep producing semen, and that makes me horny. Is there a way to reduce the amount of testosterone in me?” 
 
    She sighed and made a moue. 
 
    “Your body is a complex machine. Reducing testosterone might help you in certain areas, but it can cause problems in other areas. Besides, your body will adjust production of testosterone naturally. Your body is no dummy,” she smiled, “and it will figure out how much of what you need in your system.” 
 
    Jason thought about that for a minute, then he asked, “What about something to not take the testosterone away, but to…uh, counter balance it. Does that make sense? 
 
    “It does, but…” She sighed. “Look, Jason, I could give you estrogen. That’s the female equivalent of testosterone, in a manner of speaking. That might settle your testosterone, but estrogen is used for sex change operations, hormone therapy, gender transitioning. Do you understand?” 
 
    “So if I want to get rid of these ghostly, manly feelings I would have to be willing to…change into a woman.” 
 
    “Not completely, but there would be certain results. You would grow breasts. Your body will produce and redistribute fat. Your hips would become rounder. Your face would become more feminine looking. Mind you, this wouldn’t be a problem if you had a history of desiring to be a woman, but it is not something a manly man should charge into. Estrogen is not a simple step to be taken on a whim.” 
 
    Jason nodded. “Well, I was just thinking.” 
 
    “And there’s nothing wrong with that. But I would want you to think a lot harder before I prescribed a course of estrogen.” 
 
    Jason nodded, and the conversation moved on to other matters. Still, Jason had this horny edge in him that wouldn’t seem to subside. He would put off thinking about estrogen as a cure for too much testosterone, but not for long. Being a near world class athlete and in the prime of life, his ghost penis wouldn’t let him. As the days passed he would get hornier and hornier. He would be so filled with unspendable sexual juices that he wanted to scream.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jason lay in bed and itched. And couldn’t scratch. He had a long handled back scratcher, but that didn’t reach the deep itches inside his cast. 
 
    “Rub a dub time.” Judy entered their bedroom. She had a wet wash cloth and she rubbed his chest briefly, then his legs and arms. Then she helped him pull himself up on the pulley and she began rubbing his back. 
 
    He liked it, but he felt useless. He sighed. 
 
    “Feeling sorry for yourself?” 
 
    He sighed again. She knew him too well. 
 
    “As your coach I am prescribing a spanking. Roll over and I will administer.” 
 
    “No can do.” 
 
    “I’ll put it on the list. I think you have a hundred spankings coming now.” 
 
    “Please stop it.” 
 
    “Stop what?” 
 
    “Stop being cheerful. Stop acting like everything is okay.” 
 
    “Nope,” she chirped. 
 
    He let himself down slowly. She washed his face.  
 
    He lay there and took it. 
 
    And hated it. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed and said, “We both know you’re being ridiculous, so tell me what’s really bugging you.” 
 
    “I’m horny.” 
 
    “Me too.” She met his gaze levelly. No give, no take. 
 
    He sighed and looked out the window. 
 
    She fluffed his pillow and said, “Any special request for dinner?” 
 
    Poison, he thought. 
 
    “Tofu and asparagus it is then.” 
 
    He looked up at her, his eyes showing his misery no matter how hard he tried to hide it. 
 
    “Dr. Hopkins is coming by in an hour.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She nodded, contemplated him, chewed her lip, and left. 
 
    Jason had been out of the hospital for a month now. Five months to walk, a year to any kind of real exercise. 
 
    Truth, though he was grumpy and had the occasional errant thought, he was doing well. Except…for the horniness. That was one thing he just couldn’t handle. His balls were putting out the testosterone and every ounce of that chemical drove him deeper and deeper into despair. His testosterone just kept reminding him of what he could no longer do, and that hurt. 
 
    When Dr. Hopkins, Shiela, showed up for his afternoon session he was ready. 
 
    “I want you to prescribe some estrogen.” 
 
    Shiela made notes, she didn’t answer for a second, then asked if Judy could come in for a minute. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “This is serious and she’s part of your life. There will be changes and she has to know what they might be.” 
 
    He nodded, and Shiela called Judy into the room. Jason would always remember that conversation. He was laying in bed, they were sitting in chairs like they were having a coffee klatch, and his life changed. 
 
    “Estrogen promotes bone growth, especially the proper closure of epiphyseal growth plates.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. The plates. I forgot about those.” 
 
    “Don’t be a smart ass just because you’re ignorant,” murmured Judy with a smile. 
 
    Shiela grinned. “The end part of a long bone. Admitted, the hips aren’t long bones, but they are big bones, and they qualify in this instance. 
 
    “So shoot the juice, boss. Shoot me up.” 
 
    “Before I feed your habit, Mr. Drug Addict,” Shiela’s voice was as dry as sandpaper. “You should know that while your sexual drive will be reduced, you will encounter side effects. For instance, your body will have a different percentage of body fat. Certain feminine characteristics will manifest. You may grow breasts. You will not suffer as much ‘horniness,’ but you will still suffer some. But even that will be more feminine.” 
 
    “Like?” he was growing curious. 
 
    “Hot flashes. Moodiness. Things like that. You may also have a rash of pimples.” 
 
    He snorted. “Zits, at my age. I think I can handle that.” 
 
    They continued talking, and Judy was strangely quiet. She only asked a couple of questions, and she watched Jason closely. 
 
      
 
    That night, after dinner, him watching TV and her reading, she suddenly asked, “Jason?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Are you sure you want to go ahead with this estrogen thing?” 
 
    “I do, unless you have serious objections. I mean, this ghost dick and all the horniness…I can’t take it. It’s like the ultimate itch that can never be scratched. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “So what are your objections? Or, uh…” 
 
    “What?” she asked.  
 
    “Are you afraid I’ll turn into some kind of hairy-chested woman?” 
 
    She actually chuckled. Then she grew a bit sober. “I’m going to tell you something weird, a deep down secret I have never told anybody.” 
 
    “Oh?” he raised his eyebrows. 
 
    “The idea of you as a woman, of me having a girlfriend instead of a boyfriend…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    It is not abhorrent.” 
 
    “It’s not?” 
 
    “I’ve never had a feeling for Lesbians. Not one way or another. Somebody wants to be gay or Lesbian, or whatever…that’s their affair. But this…the idea of you having a chest. Of your hair long and wavy…I can actually see you in a bra.” 
 
    He was thunderstruck. He blinked and tried to absorb it. “I might not actually grow breasts,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, hell. Implants R Us here we come.” She was obviously joking, and they both chuckled. 
 
    And there it was. 
 
      
 
    Jason started taking a light dose of estrogen three days later, and right from the start he felt the effects. Nothing big, nothing serious, just light shadings of emotions, and a reduction in the hell of sexual desire. 
 
    Two days after he started taking the drug Judy commented on it. “You seem much more relaxed.” 
 
    “I feel relaxed. And it’s funny, taking that edge off makes everything better. It’s like that horniness was getting in the way of everything. My appetite, my senses. Everything just seems brighter.” He grinned. “Have you been looking at a brighter more vivid world than I have all these years?” 
 
    “Well, they do say that women are the more intelligent of the species.” 
 
    “I believe that quote is that women are the more vicious of the species.” 
 
    “Same thing,” she rejoined cheerfully. 
 
    He cast a dour look at her, and they laughed. 
 
    The introduction of estrogen to his system seemed to work wonders. Possibly because his estrogen was trying to adapt to his new circumstances, but he began to feel the physical effects right way. 
 
    Within a month he felt his pectorals and realized there was a puffiness to his chest that had not been there previously. 
 
    “Titties, honey,” Judy laughed.  
 
    “Are my muscles changing?” He lifted an arm and posed his biceps. 
 
    “Probably. Fat in the booby is going to be fat elsewhere, but I wouldn’t worry about it.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because your fat content was so low, and your body was in such top notch condition, you’ll have plenty of room for your body to adapt. 
 
    Three months and they changed his cast. They made it shorter, and they X-rayed him, and Dr. Haspen was delighted. “That estrogen seems to have done the trick. I haven’t seen healing like this ever. Tell Dr. Hopkins to do a paper. The Effects of Estrogen on Bone Repair.” 
 
    “So I won’t have to do the whole six months in bed bit?” 
 
    “Hah. My patient has recovered enough to make jokes.” 
 
    Jason looked discouraged, but Haspen made light of it. “An injury like this…many people would be in bed for nine months. A year, even. So just keep a stiff upper lip and be happy.” 
 
     
 
    Jason was antsy. Three more months had passed, excruciatingly slowly, but…he was due to have his hips checked and get the okay to walk. 
 
    And, he had boobs. 
 
    Not big, but they did stand out in his tee shirt. 
 
    Judy took them in stride, even pinched his nipple a couple of times. 
 
    He was embarrassed. He kept looking down and sighing. How was he going to run with a big, old pair of titties on his chest? 
 
    Women do it all the time,” Judy pointed out. “You can get a sports bra, nobody will notice a thing under your vest.” 
 
    But he noticed, and couldn’t stop noticing. 
 
    They headed for the hospital, and the cast was cut off. Dr. Haspen stepped back and said, “Get up.” 
 
    Jason was ready. But he was also weak. And he was sore. He had not using walking muscles for six months. He struggled out of bed, Judy helped him, and he stood up and wavered. 
 
    “I can prescribe a walker for you, but a couple of canes will do. What do you think?” 
 
    “Canes?” Jason was aghast. He had envisioned himself as leaping out of bed and doing a soft shoe across the floor. To find out that he was still some what of an invalid was a bitter pill. 
 
    The nurse smiled reassuringly and handed him a pair of canes. Step by step he walked across the hospital room. Cheers and handclaps as he stopped and turned around, and he found himself grinning. At last, to be in motion after all this time, it was like a big super helping of freedom. 
 
    “All right, let’s let this hypochondriac sign his papers and quit our hallowed halls.” 
 
    “Thanks, Doc.” Jason said, and Judy just hugged him and grinned at the doctor. 
 
    Jason was on the move. As a man who had dedicated his life to motion, in the water, on wheels or just beating feet, he was ready. He walked around the house. For a day, proud like a puppy with a new dish. The next day he was out in the yard, then walking down the block and talking to neighbors. 
 
    Judy worried and called the doctor, who told her he was fine and just stand back and let him be. 
 
    By the end of the week she almost couldn’t keep up with him. He was using one cane, and that not much. He kept going around the block, resting, going around the block, all day long. 
 
    That night, walking around the house with no cane, he hopped into the shower. Water sluiced down and he felt happier than he had in a long time. 
 
    No. He couldn’t have sex, but he was a man in motion again. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower, dried himself off and headed for fresh underwear. He opened his dresser drawer and looked in and…froze. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    Judy was sitting on bed reading a magazine. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    He held up a bra. 
 
    “It’s your new bra.” 
 
    “I don’t…I shouldn’t…I want to work my fat off.” 
 
    “Honey, your boobs are getting bigger and bigger.” 
 
    “I can have them removed.” 
 
    She placed the magazine down and stared at him. “What if I don’t want you to?” 
 
    “You want me to be a freak? A man with boobs?” 
 
    “You turn me on.” 
 
    That was his moment to stare. He had been so obsessed with his own sexual problems that he had never considered what Judy was going through. 
 
    “I guess it’s time to talk,” he said. 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “About your needs.” 
 
    She pursed her lips and her eyes narrowed. “I don’t have any needs.” 
 
    “Bull pucky. I happen to know for a fact that you were—are—a lusty wench with sexual desires.” 
 
    “Not your problem.” 
 
    “Don’t make me come over there and give you a spanking.” 
 
    Judy was smart enough not to require that, but she was a little embarrassed when she said, “I have a vibrator.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You don’t understand English? I have a vibrator, and I use it. Sometimes a lot.” 
 
    Jason was flabbergasted. And he felt selfish. And a little behind the times. “How often do you use it?” 
 
    “Five times a day Except Sunday. Seven times on Sunday. Oh, and then there are the holidays when I—“ 
 
    “Seriously.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Whenever I feel in the mood. Every few days probably. You should try it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Just because your weenie has taken a leave of absence doesn’t mean you don’t have sexual organs. You have something called a perineum, which upon massage might give an orgasm.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “And then there are prostate orgasms, I don’t know if those are different from anal orgasms.” 
 
    He was dumbstruck hearing her relay all this information. 
 
    “What? You don’t want to even try to have some kind of sex?” 
 
    “But…but I’m on estrogen!” 
 
    “So what? Male orgasms, female orgasms, who cares what kind of big O you have?” 
 
    “You’ve been giving this a lot of thought, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Tons of thought. While you were feeling sorry for yourself in the hospital I was ransacking the net. There are so many ways of re-wiring you it is ridiculous. Want me to put the vibrator up your ass? Have a little fun.” 
 
    His voice sounded strangled as he answered in the negative. 
 
    “But you’ll think about it?” 
 
    He nodded. He couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    The problem was that he had been born a man, raised a man, and everything in him was shrieking in protest. 
 
    Then he realized…I have boobs. 
 
    “Can you show me how to put this thing on?” 
 
      
 
    By eight months Jason was jogging. Not long, not running, being careful, worrying over little pain. But…he was moving. And he found out something interesting. While a sports bra worked wonders for his bouncing tits…woman’s panties worked wonders for his package. What was left of his package. 
 
    Woman’s panties, at least the ones that Judy suggested he try, were stretchy, and his balls didn’t bounce, and…it felt better. 
 
    Certainly better than a jockstrap. 
 
    One evening he came home from a jog around the local high school football field. He had stayed on the grass, wore the cushiest shoes he could find, and his sports bra kept him from bouncing in the chest area. 
 
    He was getting bigger in the chest area. Estrogen in a male usually results in small boobs, but for whatever reason, his boobs were getting quite sizable. He was up to a C cup, and that was packed. 
 
    Anyway, he arrived home and was surprised to see a couple of cars in the driveway. He was more surprised when he entered the house and found Debbie Shoemaker and Nancy Haskins sitting in the living room. Both women were triathletes. Debby was president of the local ladies’ triathlete association. He knew them both well. 
 
    “Hey! How are you?” 
 
    They grinned and hugged him and it was old home week. They talked about iron men and iron women. They talked about races, and they talked about training. 
 
    “Which brings us to why we’re really here,” Debby said. 
 
    Jason had been enjoying himself so much he hadn’t wondered.  
 
    “Jason, the Try Ladies,” that was the short name for their organization, “want to expand their training.” 
 
    “We get world class athletes to come talk to us at least once a month, but people in hard training don’t have the time. We need somebody who is world class to volunteer their time.” 
 
    “How about Johnny Benson. He’s—“ 
 
    “We want you.” 
 
    Jason shut right the heck up and stared at the two women. 
 
    Nancy cut in. “You were close to world class before your accident. Judy says your time might have bumped you up, until you…went over.” 
 
    “But I’m not even training!” he protested. 
 
    “Nope. But you know about training. You can coach us. And Judy says you’re already starting to run again.” 
 
    Jason glanced at his wife. Judy had a smug look on her face. “You did this.” 
 
    “Guilty.” 
 
    “Jason. You are perfect for us. I’m going to be indelicate here. You can tell me to shut up if you want, but everybody knows about your situation, you know what it’s like to run with pillows on your chest.” 
 
    Jason’s mouth opened a bit. 
 
    “Most important, you can adapt men’s training methods to women. You understand things that no male coach will ever understand. Have I gone too far?” 
 
    “Of course,” muttered Jason. 
 
    “Nope,” Judy chirped cheerfully. 
 
    “So, look. We don’t expect a decision right away, and we know you have your own schedule, your own training. But will you consider coming by and talking to the girls? One night seminar? Answer some questions?” 
 
    “He will,” stated Judy. 
 
    Jason glared at her, but she ignored him. 
 
    A little while later, a date made, the two women left. 
 
    Jason turned to Judy. “Okay, bitch. It’s time to talk.” 
 
    “That’s Miss Bitch to you. Or Mrs. Bitch. And if you want to talk about how I am fulfilling my role as coach you certainly may. If you want to talk about how I am getting you back in the saddle, bring it on. If you want to talk about how good it would be for you to immerse yourself in a group of diehard triathletes…” She was right in his face. 
 
    He backed off. He mumbled something about ‘thinkin about it,’ then went out to run around the block. 
 
    And he actually ran this time. He forgot about the aches and pains and imagined problems with his body and ran. He was thinking. 
 
    She was right. But it hurt. But it hurt more to isolate himself. 
 
    He returned home sober and amenable. 
 
      
 
    “You all know Jason Somerville, and he has agreed to share his wisdom with us tonight.” 
 
    Jason looked out at the ten athletes. Oddly, he felt at home. Yes, he was a guy, but they were athletes, and they were looking up to him. 
 
    He gave a short talk about regularity in training, and having the discipline even when you didn’t want to, and then asked if there were any questions.  
 
    There were. 
 
    “Do you find training harder with estrogen in your body?” 
 
    That took him aback, and he glanced at Judy, who had a very bland expression on her face. 
 
    Okay. Every really knew everything about him and his condition. Nothing to do but answer honestly. 
 
    “It’s different. My hips are fatter and I find it changed my gait. The main thing is my mental attitude is softer.” 
 
    “How softer?” 
 
    He did his best to answer the question, and was free in admitting when he didn’t know something. 
 
    “What about sprints for training?” 
 
    “Do you prefer the Shimano derailleur?” 
 
    “Have you done any swimming in your…with your new attributes.” 
 
    He had to chuckle at that, and he admitted that he hadn’t. 
 
    All in all, it was a fascinating meeting, and in the end he agreed to meet with the girls on the following Saturday and go over training routines and how they might be improved. They would then do a work out, he was invited, and…and he was in high spirits when he and Judy returned home. 
 
    She, however, had something on her mind. 
 
    “I want to talk about anal sex.” 
 
    He didn’t want to talk about it. But, he had to.  
 
    Anal sex was turning into the elephant in the room. 
 
    Sometimes he heard her in the bedroom, groaning as she had an orgasm. Sometimes he looked at her and noted that she was relaxed and loosy goosy, all signs of having had a big O. 
 
    He wanted a big O. 
 
    But he was still too much the man, in spite of his widening hips and his burgeoning tits, to consider anal sex. 
 
    So they talked, and both ended up frustrated. 
 
     
 
    That weekend he rode his bike, first time since his accident, down to the local high school where they would start their training. 
 
    The girls warmed up on the track when they weren’t talking to him. They rode bikes, they ran, and they talked about how much of which activity they should engage in. Long term, and right before a race. 
 
    At the end of two hours they called a break. They were going to do a five mile run on the track, then a twenty mile bike ride, and end at Nancy’s house, which had a swimming pool. Not so much for training, but just to sit and chat and discuss the things they had gone over with Jason. 
 
    As they sat in a group on the lawn Nancy turned to Jason and asked, “Do you wear a regular bra when you‘re not training?” 
 
    Jason turned a few shades of red. 
 
    “He’s too manly for that,” quipped Judy, which caused a few giggles. 
 
    “You know,” said Nancy. “If you let your hair out and wore a regular bra you could pass for female.” 
 
    On the inside Jason was stunned. Speechless. On the outside he blathered a bit. “Well, I don’t know…I just…” 
 
    “Go on. shake your hair out.” 
 
    Jason had long hair, but he put it under his ball cap, or wore a pony tail. He shook his head, but when the girls started ganging up on him, and two of them grabbed his hat and undid his ponytail, he had no choice. 
 
    “Wow,” said Nancy, running her hands through his hair and brushing it out over his shoulders. “You’ve got sexy locks.” 
 
    Jason mumbled, but it also felt good to have his hair out. He was so mentally rigid about his looks now that he was a half and half man that…it felt good. 
 
    “You should see him with make up on,” said Judy. 
 
    the girls gasped. 
 
    Jason gawped at Judy. He had never worn make up. The look on her face, though, he suddenly realized he was about to get the works. 
 
    “Let’s see!” 
 
    “Come on!” 
 
    “Who’s got some lipstick!” 
 
    Jason avoided the situation for a moment, but Debby finally said, “Jason. You’re one of us now. And if you let us do this, if you let us make you more female for this little training session, we will buy you a steak dinner. Right girls?” 
 
    Jason was stuck. 
 
    Judy moved to him and grabbed his arm. “He says yes.” 
 
    And so Jason was caught. And he realized that Judy had done this, maybe not arranged it, but guided it and made it happen. 
 
    The girls gathered around. First they came up with a bra, a real bra that would allow his tits to thrust out. 
 
    He thought about it. He was going to ride the bike, and they wouldn’t get in the way, he hoped. And he was going to run, and if he had to change back, they would understand. 
 
    They pulled his shirt off and undid his sports bra. A few seconds later they were attaching the clasps on the back and Jason had his first, real, gone to town bra. He looked down in wonder. They stuck out a mile. At least to his senses. He felt gigantic, but the girls just accepted his size as normal. 
 
    They brushed his hair, used hair spray, and his face was shortly framed. 
 
    They didn’t have access to a full make up kit, but they put foundation on him and started coloring his eyes and blushing his cheeks. 
 
    Jason honestly didn’t have any idea what he looked like. But the girls all seemed impressed, so he just stood there and took it. 
 
    Finally, they stood in a group around Jason and Judy took a few pictures. She showed one to Jason and he was stunned. He was slightly larger than the girls, but definitely didn’t look like a man. His hips were rounder, his chest was…female. His hair draped around his face and his lips were plump and bright red. 
 
    “Good lord,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Judy whispered back to him. “I’m going to need my vibrator tonight. And you know what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to make you watch.” 
 
    He stared at her, but she just laughed and went “la dee da.” 
 
      
 
    They began the run, and Jason took it easy. He knew his limitations, and that he still had three months of rehab before he got the full green light for training. Time again girls passed him and he just chugged along, stopping every once in a while to stretch. They ran five miles to his one, but he was happy. 
 
    The bike part of their training began and Jason was shocked to find that he could keep up with the girls. And it didn’t even look like they were slowing down for him. 
 
    Some of them pulled up next to him and they discussed speeds and gears and hills and straights. 
 
    Finally, though he had only done ten miles, he called it quits. He pulled off and let Judy give him a ride to Nancy’s house. 
 
    “How you doing, champ?” 
 
    “I feel good,” he admitted. 
 
    “You look good,” Judy said. 
 
    He looked at her. A woman on the outside. A confused person on the inside. He blurted, “I understand trans people now.” 
 
    It was an interesting statement, and they talked a little bit about it. He didn’t want to be a trans person, but…he had little choice it seemed. The estrogen was helping his rehab, and…he admitted that he liked wearing women’s things and being made up. 
 
    When they pulled up to Nancy’s house Judy put the car in park and turned to him. “You know, that’s about the manliest thing you’ve ever said to me.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “To take responsibility for whatever happens. To adapt to circumstance. You’re the most man I have ever met.” 
 
    “Even without a dick.” 
 
    And she said, “I’m going to fuck you tonight.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “I’ve had enough of your evasions. I know this is good for you and that you will like it. So…tonight you lose your cherry.” 
 
    She got out of the van and walked towards Nancy’s house. 
 
    Jason stared after her for a long minute, then hurried after her. 
 
      
 
    They gave Jason a choice of a restaurant or a barbecue, and he chose barbecue. Being a triathlete was expensive, and, besides, he liked barbecue. 
 
    So he sat around and talked with the girls. They all had beer, a welcome reward after the long hours of training, and smelled the steaks cooking, and Jason was the hit of the party. 
 
    More questions about men’s training versus women’s training, how to adapt schedules, the best type of footgear, how long shoes were supposed to last, and so on. 
 
    And all the time he kept glancing at Judy. 
 
    Judy, with the Mona Lisa smile on her face. 
 
    Judy, who pursed her lips and crinkled her eyes in a smile as she thought about what she was going to do to him. 
 
    Judy, who he loved more than life. 
 
     
 
    “So how do you like being coach for the ladies?” 
 
    They were driving home. He was still in make up and wearing the sexy bra. 
 
    “It’s fun. Of course a couple of months from now I’m going to be doing my own training.”
“They all understand that.” 
 
    They arrived at home and as soon as they were in the kitchen Judy started taking clothes off. She watched him, a wry smile on her face, and left a trail of clothes to the bedroom. 
 
    “You’re really looking forward to this,” he said. 
 
    “I’m looking forward to feeling your arms around me. I’m looking forward to blowing your mind. Yes. I am.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself, he began taking his own clothes off. 
 
    They hadn’t of course, made love since his accident. They had had minimal contact. They hugged, and they brushed against each other, but now it was different. Judy had decided, and they ended up on bed, hugging and kissing. 
 
    It was a delight for Jason. He had missed the touch of flesh, he wanted it badly. No, he didn’t have a boner, never would have one, but the touch of flesh did tend to make him horny. He had balls, he had testosterone…he had needs which could not be sated. 
 
    “I want you to use this on me, first,” she said. She handed him a strap on. 
 
    He looked down at his balls. The pubic area right above them was slightly raised, a stubby stump with a urethral home in the center. He stepped into the strap on and buckled it. His fake cock stood out and reminded him of what it was like to have a dick. 
 
    She gave him head, looking up at him and amused. 
 
    He accepted it, and even grinned. A useless act that yet set the stage. 
 
    She laid back on the bed and opened her legs and, for the first time in nearly nine months, he kissed her. Down there. Where it counted. 
 
    She gasped, and he began to do the things he loved, but which he had denied himself. 
 
    And he was horny. Not as horny as he once as, but definitely horny. 
 
    He licked her libia and sucked her clit, then moved up to her breasts. 
 
    “Finger fuck me, will you?” 
 
    He would, and he slipped two fingers into her pussy. She immediately began to moan. “Oh, fuck! I had forgotten.” 
 
    “But you have the vibrator!” 
 
    “But I want you. And even if it’s you and plastic, I still want you.” 
 
    He duplicated all the actions he used to be capable of. He fingered her, then moved his cock up to her hole. He slipped the cock in as he drew his fingers out. The replacement was perfect and he began sliding into her slit. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” she cried out, hugging him fiercely. “Yes!” 
 
    He began to slide in and out, wiggling his hips, and that unusual action made his hips feel good. 
 
    He was apart from her in a way, and yet intensely part of the act. He watched as her eyes rolled. He kissed her and she latched on to his lips hungrily, sucking at his mouth. 
 
    Harder and faster he went, and she began to come apart. Her hips started lurching and spasming, then the wave broke over her. She gasped and cried out and her back arched and held. 
 
    He sunk the cock deep, held it, wiggled his pubic against her, and she looked like she was going over a waterfall again and again. 
 
    Finally, she sagged back. Fucked out and happy. 
 
    “Oh, man,” she sighed. “That was better than before.” 
 
    That was quite the statement, but he said nothing to it. 
 
    She pushed him off her and rolled onto her side. She grinned. “Are you ready?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She unbuckled his strap on and put it on her own hips. Now she was standing up and he was the one laying down. 
 
    “Suck my cock, little girl,” she giggled. 
 
    It didn’t bother him. He realized that the afternoon with the lady triathletes had changed him. He lowered his head and took her cock in his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she moaned. 
 
    He looked up at her and she laughed. “Well, it looks like it feels so good.” 
 
    He laughed, splurting a bit over his mouthful of plastic. 
 
    She drew back and pushed him. “Lay on your back,” she said. 
 
    He lay, sideways on the bed, and she lubed up the fake cock and  stepped up to him. 
 
    Normally, if he had had a dick, he or she would have had to lift it up out of the way. Now he only had balls, so she lifted them and placed her cock to his hole. 
 
    “Oh, geez,” he worried. Then his worries ended. She pushed the cock smoothly into his anal cavity. 
 
    He grunted and tried to scoot back on the bed, but it was all reflex. His eyes opened and he said, “It doesn’t hurt!” 
 
    “Told you,” she said, as she held her position and let him get used to it. 
 
    He wiggled his butt experimentally, and it still didn’t hurt, so he looked at her, and in that look was surprise and acceptance. 
 
    “Okay, baby,” she muttered, and she began to fuck him. 
 
    Long, slow strokes. Wiggles of the hips, he could feel her cock deep inside him. 
 
    Shortly she was holding his rounded hips and jamming her cock into him. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered, and he could feel his mental attitudes adjusting, accepting, submitting. 
 
    For a long few minutes she fucked him. They didn’t kiss or feel tits, they just fucked, and enjoyed the sensation of his hole being made wider. 
 
    Then he felt an odd sensation. “I feel like I have to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    “That’s your prostate. It wants to get rid of semen. Go ahead and pee.” 
 
    For a moment he didn’t understand, the sensations were alien, then it happened. It just…gave way. He felt cum oozing out of his urethral in his stump. 
 
    It oozed for a long time, he had a lot of sperm stored up, and it felt good. Not like a cum, but it made him feel loosy goosy, like everything was all right. 
 
    Finally, the flow stopped and he sagged back. “That’s it,” he said. He was acting all dreamy. 
 
    Judy pulled her cock out of him. She wiped it off and put it away and lay down next to him. For the first time in months they were sated, at home in each others arms. 
 
    “I’ll fuck you every month. You’ll be feeling real horny after I do that, after all, it’s not like you’re getting a male orgasm. But you’ll be able to stand it because now you know there’s hope at the end of the tunnel.” 
 
    “I do that,” he agreed. “But what about you? Once a month seems a little long between.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about me. I figure you can use the strap on seven or eight times a month on me.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! Why don’t I get fucked as much as you?” 
 
    “Don’t you remember the last time we fucked and you had a dick?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “I told you then, wouldn’t it be cool if I tease you and never let you cum. Well, lover, this is as close as I can get to that.” 
 
    Jason laid back and blinked and thought about it,   then he said the only thing he could under the circumstances. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “And who are these people?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “We’re going with Brad and Donna.” Jenny asked. 
 
    “No, I mean the people whose house the party is at?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Friends of Brad. I don’t know them.” 
 
    Kyle sighed and turned to his wife. He was medium height, handsome with brown hair and brown eyes. “I really don’t want to go to a party. It’s been a long week, I would rather rest up. Maybe watch The Maltese Falcon on TV. Popcorn and Coke. Mmm.” 
 
    “No, you don’t,” Jenny warned. “I told you about this two weeks ago.” Jenny was a knock out. She had brown eyes, like Kyle, but her hair was dirty blonde and she kept it in surfer locks. Add to that her stupendous boobs and…zowie! 
 
    “As I recall you said there was a party and I said I’d think about it.” 
 
    “You thought about it too long so I committed us. We’re going and that’s it.” 
 
    “And if I chain myself to the bed?” 
 
    “Then it’ll be a lonely bed. And that’s too bad, because I was feeling pretty damned horny until you started this stuff.” 
 
    “This stuff,” he snorted. “What happened to a man’s home is his castle?” 
 
    “It became community property. Now, get dressed, or I swear, I will never touch your dick again as long as I live.” 
 
    Kyle doubted she would go that far, but even a couple of weeks of putting up with her ire was too much. He sighed. “If it’s a dog we come home early.” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    He heaved a breath. “Man, this sucks.” 
 
    “Yeah, but if you go with me,” she smiled, “then I’ll suck.” 
 
    He laughed and immediately started feeling better. He liked blow jobs, especially when his gorgeous wife with her big knockers and red lips were offering them. 
 
    “Okay,” he gave in. Still not happy, but at least he had something to look forward to. 
 
    Kyle trudged upstairs and headed for the bathroom. He stripped and took a hot shower, and relaxed. Man, he really didn’t want to go partying.  
 
    Suddenly the door opened and Jenny slithered in. “We’re going to have a good time,” she said, “and we’re starting now.” She handed him a big glass filled with bourbon and Coke and grabbed his cock. 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    He laughed, he was really feeling better now. He took a big sip, leaned against the wall and felt her hands grope his testicles, roll his balls, play bouncy bounce with his privates. Her lips clamped down on his prick and began moving back and forth. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” he groaned. “I knew there was a reason I didn’t divorce you.” 
 
    He felt the heat starting up in his groin and his hips lurched. 
 
    Jenny immediately unmouthed him and stood up. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “You think you’re going to cum before a party?” She pulled his hands to her breasts and plastered her mouth against his. 
 
    He felt the warmth of her mounds with his palms, then she pulled his head down and he took her nipple in his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” She moaned. She placed a hand over his drink so the shower water wouldn’t get in it. 
 
    He pushed her back now, to the other wall, and he bent his legs and moved his prick up against her folds. 
 
    She tilted her hips and, it was a tight fit, but he managed to snake his dong into her pussy. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered, holding on to him. 
 
    Then she pushed him away. “Oh, no you don’t! You’re too close.” 
 
    He placed a hand on one side of head and leaned in. He nibbled on her lips, licked the juicy curve of them. 
 
    Finally, she pushed away, breathing heavily, and exited the shower. He followed her a minute later. 
 
    They dried off next to each other, glancing at each other with grins. This was going to be a horny night, and that would make it a fun night. 
 
    “I’ve got a surprise for you,” she said. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yep.” She was dry first and stepped into the bedroom. She laid out her bra and panties and a garter belt. When he stepped into the bedroom she threw a pair of panties at him. 
 
    “Wear those.” 
 
    He snagged the panties with one hand and held them up. They were pink thongs. “Oh, ho.” 
 
    “That little string is going to rub up against your brown button all night long, and just when you think you can’t handle it any longer…that’s when we make love.” 
 
    “How the hell am I supposed to get this little thing over my big thing.” 
 
    “You’re not hard are you?” she mocked. 
 
    He was standing, holding the underwear, and his cock looked like a baseball bat. The look on his face was horny and helpless all at the same time. 
 
    She laughed and pulled up her own thong. It was just a black patch on her shaved pussy. She wiggled her big tits into her bra and fastened it behind herself. 
 
    He sighed and put on the thong. His cock pushed it out and she chuckled, and he pulled on some slacks. 
 
    Kinky underwear was their secret. She liked it when he wore panties. And she liked it when he wore something tight, like a tummy shaper. And every once in a while she would make him wear a bra, or a slip of some sort. 
 
    He liked it because it made him super horny. He wasn’t much of a crossdresser. He was more of a horny dresser.  
 
    She rolled up her nylons and snapped them to her garter. Now her legs were slick and chic. Her toes were painted red and very visible through the sheer hose. Her finger nails were long and red, little claws, and she pulled a dress over her fabulous body. The dress was short and showed her legs. It had a big porthole to show off her cleavage. She sat down at her vanity table and began putting on make up. 
 
    Kyle put on a shirt and cufflinks. He left the top button open and waited for Jenny to notice. 
 
    She applied her make up, worked on her eyes, painted her lips, and smacked them at him. “What do you think, lover? Am I fuckable?” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy. You are the most—“ 
 
    “Where’s your tie?” 
 
    “Ties aren’t required.” 
 
    Her lip started to curl. He forestalled her. “I’ll put one in a pocket. If necessary I can put it on.” 
 
    She grunted, but accepted the condition. Heck, she had gotten everything else, this was a moot point. 
 
    Finally, she slipped her high heels on and stood up. 
 
    Kyle whistled. “Wow. I want some of that.” 
 
    “And if you behave yourself you’ll get some of that.” 
 
    “I’ve got three other ties. Want to play?” 
 
    “I do…after the party.” 
 
    He laughed, and the door bell: DING! 
 
    “Brad and Donna. I’ll get it.” 
 
    Downstairs he opened the door and their two besties entered. 
 
    Brad was built like him, a little stockier, but strong like a moose. He had short hair, a square face, and no tie. He and Kyle bumped chests, then Donna sashayed in. 
 
    “Whoa! You didn’t tell me you got a date with Miss America?” 
 
    Donna placed a hand on his cheek. “You can be awfully nice for a naughty boy.” 
 
    “She’s only the runner up,” Brad quipped.  
 
    “What?” Donna rounded on him, hand raised as if to slap. But she only touched his cheek and said, “You’ll suffer tonight. If you’re lucky.” 
 
    “Hello, fiends!” Jenny sauntered down the stairs, looking elegant and gorgeous and beautiful and all that sort of stuff. 
 
    “Wow! Nice!” Brad offered. 
 
    “And she’s no runner up,” quipped Kyle. 
 
    More hugs, then Kyle said, “Time for a drink before we dash. Bourbon and Coke?” 
 
    They all agreed. Brad went into the kitchen with Kyle. He got down the bourbon and the glasses while Kyle got out the Coke and the ice cubes. 
 
    “What did man do before bourbon?” asked Brad. 
 
    “Had wars. Killed each other. Voted for politicians.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    “So what’s this big party we’re going to?” 
 
    “Johnny Cagle bought a mansion.” 
 
    “Johnny? The real estate guy? A real mansion?” 
 
    “For real. And, here is the big news, it’s supposed to be haunted.” 
 
    Kyle snorted. “So we’re house warming for ghosts?” 
 
    “I guess. But it’s been all fixed up and this house warming party is going to be the pips. Supposed to be over three hundred people. Unlimited booze. Dusk till dawn.” 
 
    “Like that old movie.” 
 
    “Just like, but with ghosts instead of vampires.” 
 
    “I vant to suck your blood,” Kyle imitated Bela Lugosi. 
 
    “You’re dated pal. Now the good looking girl clamps down on your throat till you orgasm, then throws your head against a wall.” 
 
    “Ew!” said Jenny. The girls had entered the kitchen and the bourbon and Cokes were passed out. They leaned against counters and sipped the good bourbon appreciatively.  
 
    “They’re going to outlaw bourbon,” said Brad. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yep. Too many ugly girls are getting married.” 
 
    Donna slapped his arm and he mock cowered. “Don’t beat me massa!” 
 
    “I’ll massa you,” she snarled, and slapped her hand into his groin. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed while Kyle and Jenny laughed. 
 
    “Okay,” said Kyle, you guys driving?” 
 
    “If I ever recover,” said Brad. 
 
    “You recover and I’ll hit you again,” Donna grinned. “Come on, I’ll drive.” 
 
     
 
    It was a wonderful night, warm and balmy, perfect for a party. Donna and Jenny were in the front seat and Kyle and Brad were in the back. The top was down and Brad shouted at passersby. Kyle started up conversations with people stopped at traffic lights. And they zoomed through town like people on their way to a party. 
 
    Johnny Cagle’s new mansion, or old mansion made new, was on the edge of town. It was set into the hills. surrounded by forest, and an ugly monstrosity. 
 
    Which is not to say it wasn’t cool. It was three stories and probably 20,000 square feet. The driveway was lined by emerald green arborvitae bushes, which were 10 foot tall evergreens shaped like missiles.  
 
    Behind the missiles were slopes of green. Beyond the slopes of lawn was the forest. 
 
    The driveway led up to a circle and people were rounding the circle and being directed out onto the lawn. There were already a hundred cars parked in neat rows with a couple of outliers. 
 
    Donna parked the car and the quartet stepped out and sauntered across the lawn towards the brightly lit house. 
 
    “Doesn’t look so spooky with all the lights lit up,” observed Brad. 
 
    Donna goosed him. She was a ‘hands on’ type of girl. “Wait until the ghosts grab your ass.” 
 
    Jenny snuggled under Kyle’s arm as they crossed the driveway and headed up the stairs. At the top of the stairs was Jocelyn Cagle. Mrs. Johnny. She was drunker than a drunk skunk. She was hugging arrivers, kissing cheeks, and her eyes were bright and feverish. 
 
    Brad performed introductions and Jocelyn giggled and welcomed all. “Get yourself some booze and get happy.” She hiccuped. 
 
    She was a compact girl with a big bosom, and that bosom was definitely on display. So were her legs via a slit sided dress. 
 
    As the foursome passed into the house Kyle murmured, “That’s…” he trained off. 
 
    “What, honey?” 
 
    “I don’t know. She seemed scared.” 
 
    “Scared? Nah. Just too much booze,” responded Brad. 
 
    But Kyle didn’t think so. The booze just hid the fear, and did that mean the fear was causing her to drink. 
 
    “Hey! Brad!” Johnny Cagle bumped fists and then chests with Brad and they went through the introductions again. 
 
    “What a shack, eh?” blurted Johnny. All agreed, and Johnny pointed into the parlor. Got all the bourbon in Tennessee right through there.” 
 
    Grinning, the two couples entered the parlor and found a bar set up and in full action. In a minute they were sauntering through the house, glasses in hand as they admired the woodwork, the craftsmanship, the low cut babe’s flitting about like hummingbirds around a feeder. 
 
    “Wow, I haven’t seen so much tit since—Oof!”  
 
    Donna elbowed Brad in the ribs and snapped, “Since when?” 
 
    “Oh, never,” Brad whistled and rubbed his ribs. 
 
    The lower floor had a large front room, and all the furniture had been pushed back for mingling. 
 
    The dining room was large, also, and a herd of people were dancing, groping, and doing their best to make love standing up. 
 
    There was the parlor, which held the bar, and to the left of the bar was a big kitchen and a stairway. Behind the kitchen was a porch which looked out on the woods during the day, and the darkness at night. 
 
    Upstairs were lots and lots of rooms. 
 
    The night was balmy outside, but steamy inside. The heat generated by bodies was near stifling. 
 
    For an hour Kyle and Jenny danced and drank. The music was a mix of old hits and easy to dance to. Finally, after an hour, Jenny excused herself to find the tinkle room. She didn’t call it the ladies’ room, she called it the tinkle room. And she called the men’s room the plop room. 
 
    Gross, but funny. Especially if you were drunk. 
 
    Kyle wandered through the house, he knew many of the people and he engaged in occasional conversation and went from group to group. 
 
    “It’s supposed to be haunted.” 
 
    Kyle was just outside a small circle surrounding Johnny Cagle. 
 
    “You believe in that stuff?” 
 
    Johnny shook his head, “I didn’t, but now I do.” He nodded. “There’s some weird shit going down here.” 
 
    “Like what?” asked a girl. 
 
    Johnny looked around like he was afraid somebody was listening. He said, “One day I woke up and my toes had been painted.” 
 
    The four people around him chuckled. 
 
    “No! I’m serious.” 
 
    They tried not to laugh, to be respectful, but that was pretty ludicrous. 
 
    “So show us your feet.” 
 
    “Nope. I cleaned ‘em off. But I swear to you…it happened.” 
 
    He was so serious that the others glanced at each other. They didn’t want to be rude, but…hey, honey?” he snagged his passing wife, who was staggering by. 
 
    “Tell ‘em about my tootsies.” 
 
    Jocelyn moved into the circle and nodded. “We woke up and his toenails were painted, and I swear to God it wasn’t me that painted them.” 
 
    “So maybe you ‘sleep painted’ your toes?” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    Jocelyn turned and her tits bumped into Kyle. “Hey, big boy! Dance with me!” 
 
    Grinning, Kyle placed his arms around her and they whirled back out onto the dance floor. 
 
    For a drunk she wasn’t a bad dancer. She knew how to move, and she certainly enjoyed pressing her chest against him. 
 
    The music went to Sade, ‘The Sweetest Taboo.’ Now they were dancing slow and Jocelyn moved even closer and waggled her breasts into him. 
 
    Kyle looked over his shoulder and saw Jenny laughing at him. he shrugged, and Jenny moved her hand as if stuffing a cock into her mouth and bulged her cheek with her tongue. 
 
    Kyle surreptitiously flipped her off, then turned Jocelyn around and they moved across the room. 
 
    “Is this place really haunted?” 
 
    “I swear,” Jocelyn bubbled. “Johnny did wake up with painted toenails, and other stuff happens, too. Freaky stuff.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    They were at the end of the room and Jocelyn moved slightly apart from him and looked up. She had even, grey eyes, a pert nose, and she really was beautiful. “You want to see?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the stairs. “Come on.” 
 
    Kyle followed, be it nervously. To travel into private parts of the house with a beautiful woman was playing with fire. Especially with  his wife being a tad jealous. 
 
    Still, she dragged him and he couldn't very well jerk his hand out of hers. 
 
    At the top of the stairs he stared down a long hall. It was gloomy, and in spite of the music playing just under their feet, it was…lonely. 
 
    Deserted. Felt abandoned. 
 
    “You feel it, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh, there’s just no people up here.” 
 
    “Yeah. Come on.” They entered the first room. It was a nursery and a window at the side of the room let golden moonlight in. The moonlight illuminated a crib, an old style bassinet with the hood on it. Above the crib a mobile hung. She led him across the room and his eyes inspected the mobile. 
 
    It had ducks and cows. But the ducks had vampire teeth and the cows had cocks. A little box at the top of the mobile held a battery and the ducks and cows danced in the dark. 
 
    Kyle blinked. 
 
    “Pretty weird, eh? Vampire ducks and transgender cows. Is that spooky enough for you.” 
 
    “I question the good taste here, but that isn’t haunted.” 
 
    “No? How about the fact that we’ve never replaced the battery in the mobile?” 
 
    “How long have you lived here?” 
 
    “We moved in three months ago.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Maybe. But maybe the battery lasts a long time.” 
 
    She turned him to her, again her massive tits were pointed into his chest. She was close to him, and she looked up, her eyes dewy, her lips red, a desperation to her features. 
 
    “I hear things in the night. I see things.” 
 
    “What things.” 
 
    She kissed him then. She grabbed his head with her hands and pressed her lips to his. Though it wasn’t requested, it was a hard kiss. A frantic kiss. And it scorched his bones. then he felt her hand groping his crotch. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. 
 
    She backed up, but didn’t let go. “You’re hard, that’s good. If you really want to see what happens here I’ll show you.” 
 
    He wanted her to let go, but he didn’t want to hit her. 
 
    “Come on, stud. Let me show you.” 
 
    “I’m married,” Kyle blurted. 
 
    She laughed, but didn’t let go. “You think I want to fuck you? Nope. I just need you hard if this is going to work.” 
 
    Kyle was gulping, his face was red, he was flabbergasted, but he asked, “What is going to work?” 
 
    “If you’ve got the balls I’ll show you how this house is haunted.” 
 
    He wanted her to let go, but her words sunk into him, and he felt dazed. Something was happening here, something beyond just getting groped. It was as if the hornier he got, the stiffer his cock got, the weirder her felt. 
 
    “Come on, stud. “You do this and you’ll understand. You’ll know what fucking haunted is.” 
 
    She pulled him then, by the crotch, his package in her hand. 
 
    H could have detached her hand. He could have jerked free, but there was a fascination, and a stupor, and…he went along with her. They went into the hall and she turned and, still holding his crotch, she led him down the hallway to the stairs at the other end. Up the stairs, and he had to stumble quickly after her. Her grip was getting harder. 
 
    “When Johnny and I discovered this it was fun. We did it a lot, but now…now…” she made a sound that was like a sob, but it was so low he couldn’t be sure. 
 
    They reached the third floor hallway and there was a small, circular stair leading into a garret. She pulled his package upward. 
 
    Kyle had the feeling that what he was doing was wrong, to let another woman hold his manhood. But it was like something was moving him. And under that…Jocelyn didn’t act horny. 
 
    She had kissed him, but that was a cry for help. She had grabbed him, but that was to lead him somewhere. He put thoughts of Jenny out of his head. Or, rather, thoughts of his wife just sort of drifted away. He felt like he had no name, wasn’t married, was just a wisp of an idea floating through space. 
 
    Jocelyn opened the door to the garret and lead him in. 
 
    It was a large space inside that small room. how odd. Like the inside space was larger than the outside dimensions. Of course that was ridiculous, and Kyle giggled. 
 
    The room was light colored, and moonlight illuminated it. 
 
    “Turn on the lights so I can see,” said Kyle. 
 
    “We’ve replaced the light bulbs a hundred times. They go on and last about five minutes. But, day or night, this room is always like this. Bright sunlight will shine into the room, but it’s still dark, like this. And if you look out the window you can see that it is lighter inside the room than it is out in the night.” 
 
    It was true, Kyle realized. 
 
    Jocelyn finally let him go. He stood in the center of the room and looked around. Her hand had left him with a big boner and his pants were bulging. She opened a little door and rummaged around in what looked like a shallow closet. She lifted out a one piece dress. It was similar to hers, and she handed it to him.  
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    “What?” Shock, as if far away. Non-comprehension, as he tried to remember that he was married. 
 
    “You want proof, here it is. Put this dress on and you’ll understand.” 
 
    “I…never…I…don’t…” he stuttered and his brain fumbled with concepts. 
 
    “I know. You’re not a girl. That’s what this is about. You’re not a girl, so prove it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She reached up and started undoing buttons. Something in him wanted her to stop. Something in him wanted her to continue. 
 
    She took off his shirt and tossed it over a chair. 
 
    Funny, he hadn’t noticed all the chairs. They rounded the room and clothes were hung on the backs. 
 
    “Now your pants,” she muttered. She fumbled with his belt, her fingernails were too long, but she finally got it undone, or rather it just seemed to come undone, as if his belt had a mind of its own and wanted to be undone. She unzipped his zipper. 
 
    His hands moved as if to stop her, fluttering in the dark, but she moved right through his flapping, grasping hands. 
 
    His cock sprang out, fully erect, and looking even bigger than he knew it was. 
 
    “Why am I so big?” he asked, his voice seeming to actually echo a little bit in the room that was bigger than its outsides. 
 
    “Just wait,” Jocelyn muttered. 
 
    She gripped his feet and shed him of socks and shoes. Now he was naked, and filled with alarm that was so muted that he was barely aware of it. 
 
    She gripped the hem of the dress and raised her hands and brought it over his head. She began pulling it down, and Kyle experienced a ripple of shivers and heat, of frozen muscles and cells that twitched inside. 
 
    The hem passed his hair and his hair was pulled out, made long, feminine long, and perfectly coiffed.  
 
    The hem passed his face, the sleek material brushed over his face and it felt like a million worms crawled over his mien, yet he couldn't stop it. His arms couldn’t move. The hem moved past his shoulders and he felt like he was shrinking to fit into the garment. Then the material passed over his chest, and he felt his pectorals lurch and…and explode. A sharp, violent explosion of flesh, and the material kept moving down.  
 
    His abs smoothed out, became softer. She had to pull the dress hard to get it over his hips, yet he wasn’t a big hipped person, and…now he was. 
 
    Then he was in the dress, and he became capable of motion. Not a lot of motion. At first he could just look down and see his chest, big, showcased by the cut of the dress. 
 
    He had tits. Big ones. 
 
    One arm moved and he was startled to see he had long, red nails. He touched his breast, and groaned. The nipple was turgid and sensitive and the bare touch of his fingernail on the nipple caused his knees to be weak. 
 
    Jocelyn stood back, and the room seem even larger, and the light, though blue and dim, allowed him to see even better. 
 
    He thought, ghost light. 
 
    “Now you see,” she said. 
 
    Kyle felt the energy sure up through his body, up from his feet, energizing his new, shapely legs. He turned and saw his reflection in a mirror. 
 
    It was him, his face, but it was a female him. With curves, lots of curves, including a chest as big as Jocelyn’s. 
 
    He stared at her. Their dresses were similar, and he realized that she must look different without the dress. Maybe slender. Maybe not so rotund in the boob department. Maybe a different hair color and style. 
 
    “Now you see,” she repeated, and he saw her not so much a drunk as a wind up marionette. And the drunkenness hid her panic at the change of her. 
 
    “But, what happened?” 
 
    She moved to him. she placed her hand on his package, except there was no package. Now he was smooth down there. Now he had a pussy. A slit. A hole. Now he was a woman and no longer a man. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    It felt marvelous. 
 
    He felt like he was new born and the world was bright and filled with wonder. 
 
    “I don’t know!” she cried, on the edge of tears. But I can wear clothes up here and be a woman. There is a garret on the other side of the house, and there you can be a man. You can change back and forth. You can be either. It is grand…and it is terrifying.” 
 
    “But…how do I change back?” 
 
    “Later,” she said, linking her arm in his. “Right now we must party.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to party…I want to be me!” 
 
    “You are you, just a different you.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Come, the house wants to party, so we must party.” 
 
    She led him out of the garret, closing the door gently behind her. She took him down the stairs, stopping halfway down the shallow, circular steps to kiss him. 
 
    He was a woman, and the kiss felt different. Softer, more intimate, and he felt a submissiveness emanating from within. 
 
    Jocelyn moved her hand to his boobs and felt his large tits. She pulled his dress down and sucked on his nipple, and he thought he was going to cum right then and there. 
 
    He was kissing here back, feeling a lust within, his pussy actually feeling wet. 
 
    She moved back and he begged her, “Please.”  
 
    But he had no idea what he was begging for.  
 
    He knew he was Kyle, but…he wasn’t. 
 
    He didn’t think he was possessed, but he was prisoner of an energy that moved him, guided him, made him kiss Jocelyn back and want more. 
 
    On the second floor she led him into a small dressing room. She sat him down and helped him put on make up. His eyes turned into dusky caves, his lips became plump and red. 
 
    She put earrings through his lobes, and he hadn’t even known he was pierced. 
 
    She helped him up, led him again, and they walked down the hallway to the stairs. 
 
    The sounds of the party grew and intruded. And he felt as if the music was causing a nervousness within his bones, like he was going to have to dance, or come out of his skin. 
 
    He caught a glimpse of people dancing and kissing and, in the far corners, humping. Women jumped onto men with their cocks out. 
 
    A big, ghostly orgy. 
 
    He shivered. 
 
    “Come!” She pulled him. 
 
    They arrived at the landing and somebody came down the stairs on the left. He stopped and froze, he stared, and he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jenny walked across the living room and out the front door. Down the front steps and in a corner of the circular drive was a half a dozen porta potties. 300 people or more would definitely overwhelm the house facilities, so this was a great solution. 
 
    She entered the blue cubicle and looked at the seat in disgust. She was a woman, she kept house, and she never let a bathroom look like this. Sighing, she wiped off the toilet seat and pulled out a couple of ass gaskets. She pulled her panties down, arranged her dress, and sat. She wondered what Kyle was doing. 
 
    Ah, sweet Kyle. He was horny all the time, but…he was not a hard charger. He wasn’t exactly pink, but he certainly was soft. 
 
    She had often thought about cheating on him. Finding some alpha stud who would fuck her the way she wanted to be fucked. Not some polite hand holding kissy kissy ‘did I do something wrong’ mealy mouthed fuck, but a grab her tits and bruise them, slap her ass, throw her on her belly and fuck which ever hole was available. 
 
    She smiled. She thought about it, but she wouldn’t. She was true blue, and the fantasies would have to remain just that. Fantasies. 
 
    She heard a plop, was empty, and she cleaned herself up and put her clothes in place. She took a moment to rub her pussy. 
 
    God! She wanted a hard fuck! The kind she used to get in college. 
 
    But, that’s the price you pay when you get married. Sigh. 
 
    She left the porta potty and headed back into the house. The party was still roaring, people were making out in the corners and she even saw some monkey love going on, women climbing on top of a man and sliding down over his dick. Gotta love those shadows. 
 
    She looked over the room and saw Kyle going up the stairs with their hostess. God, she had big tits. She wondered where she was taking Kyle. Poor Kyle, victim to any woman who wanted to use him. 
 
    She walked around the edge of the room and came to where Johnny Cagle was holding court. She stood behind him and listened to him discoursing on this, that and everything. He was a stud. He had bullied his way through real estate until he was filthy rich, and he looked like he was a hammer in bed. And maybe even had a big spike. 
 
    She imagined him naked, and he suddenly made excuses to the fellows he was talking with and turned around. 
 
    “Whoa! Hey, beautiful!” 
 
    She smiled, confident that her thoughts were her own. That premise, however, was shortly tested when Johnny blurted, “Was that you thinking behind me?” He moved closer to her and spoke into her ear. 
 
    She looked up at him. She felt his maleness. He was a hard body, harder than Kyle, and she let her imagination run loose. She touched his biceps, ran her hand over them. “I’ll never tell.” 
 
    He hovered over here, a little drunk, but not much more so than she. “Baby, I could feel you thinking about what you’d like to do to me. Go on, admit it.” 
 
    She laughed. “Your pick up line stinks.” 
 
    He laughed, ran an arm around her and turned her onto the dance floor. It was a slow dance and she could feel his cock in his pants. It felt big, it was definitely hard, and he delighted in rubbing his groin against hers. 
 
    She enjoyed it. She didn’t mind feeling a cock. Of course she was true blue, but…man, he had a nice dong. 
 
    At the other side of the room he guided her off the carpet and into the parlor. He guided her to the bar, made sure she had a full drink, then said, “Did you know this was a haunted house?” 
 
    “Come on,” she grinned.  
 
    “No. Really. That’s how I picked it up so cheap. Nobody wanted to buy a haunted house. Heck, buyers would walk through and sort of shiver. But I’m not a scaredy cat.” 
 
    “So how is it haunted?” 
 
    “Rattling pipes. Chains dragging in the night. On a dark night you can see the outline of some poor schmuck hanging from a tree in the backyard. 
 
    “Now I know you’re putting me on.” 
 
    Johnny stopped talking, tilted his head slightly, and regarded her. He said, “You want to find out how haunted this place is?” 
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    “Are you brave enough?” 
 
    That was a challenge, and Jenny didn’t let challenges go. “I’m brave, but I think you’re full of shit.” 
 
    His eyes closed slightly. “Okay. Come with me.” 
 
    He grabbed her hand and led her across the parlor to a stairway.  
 
    She didn’t like men pushing her around, but then most men were sort of pussies. Johnny Cagle wasn’t acting like a pussy. He was acting like a take charge alpha with a big, confident cock. 
 
    They went up the stairs, and she found herself staring at his ass. 
 
    “Are you thinking of me again?” He threw over his shoulder. 
 
    Jenny blushed. 
 
    They arrived at the first landing and Johnny lead her across the hallway and they continued up the stairs to the third floor. 
 
    On the third floor, just across from where the stairway came out, was a small circular stairway. He led her up this to a small door. They ducked into the room and she looked around. 
 
    It was small, but…not that small. In fact, as she looked at it, it seemed to grow bigger. She wouldn’t have been surprised if the room was bigger on the inside than it was on the outside. 
 
    Through a pair of windows she saw the darkness of the far away forest. Midway between the forest and the house was a single tree. 
 
    “Look,” he said, and he pointed. 
 
    Jenny stepped to the window and gazed at the tree. There was no wind, but there was…it looked like a shadow…the shape of a body hanging from a rope, slowly turning. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she blurted. 
 
    “So you think the place isn’t haunted?” 
 
    Jenny wasn’t about to convinced so easily, however. She looked up at him. “A shadow hanging from a shadowy tree is not a convincing argument. 
 
    Johnny stared at her. “Okay, bitch,” his words were mocking. “I’ll prove it, but you have to do two things.” 
 
    She was intrigued. He certainly sounded like he meant business. 
 
    “What two things?” 
 
    “First, you’ve got to get horny. When you’re horny your mind resets, distracts, is amenable to change.” 
 
    “So what…I’m supposed to play with myself?” 
 
    He moved in on her. “Nope. I’ll do the playing.” 
 
    He put his arms around her and kissed her. His lips were hard and commanding and she felt her breath leave in a whoosh. 
 
    She was married, she was true blue, but suddenly she wasn’t thinking of Kyle. Suddenly she was just a woman, and her body was heating up, and his lips were swallowing her good sense. 
 
    He raised a hand to her breast and rubbed it gently, but firmly. He traced a strong finger around her nipple. 
 
    “Kyle,” she thought, but it was a weak thought. Something was happening here. She was losing herself. 
 
    Then, as suddenly as he had kissed her, he drew back. He turned to a small closet door and opened it. He took out a white shirt and suit. He faced her, his eyes glittering int he darkness. “Put these on.” 
 
    Jenny stared at the clothes. She was hot. Her breasts were on fire. Her pussy was throbbing and wet. Fuck! What had this bastard done to her? No kiss had ever affected her this way. 
 
    He laid the suit over the back of a chair, and suddenly Jenny noticed that there were a lot of chairs in the room. They circled the edge of the room, and clothes were thrown over the backs of all the chairs. 
 
    He reached down and gripped the hem of her skirt. 
 
    She wanted to say no. She wanted to protest, maybe even slap him, but she did nothing. The hem came up, the material folded, and her dress was lifted off her. 
 
    She stood in a small room with a strange man clad only in underwear. 
 
    “Everything,” he said. 
 
    He put his arms around her, very strong, and undid her bra. Her breasts tumbled out and he tossed her bra onto the chair the suit was on. 
 
    He hooked his thumbs into her panties and pulled down. He bent his knees, he lowered himself and the panties. 
 
    His face was level with her pussy. She expected him to make a move, to kiss her mons, to rise up and take her in his arms. To mouth her tits and force his will on her. 
 
    He merely undressed her. 
 
    She stood, naked, afraid in her pounding heart, and wanting sex more than anything.  
 
    This was a man. This was an alpha. Take me, she shrieked in her head. 
 
    He held out the white shirt for her. He helped her shrug her arms into it and he pulled it tight and began buttoning up the front. 
 
    Oddly, she felt like her chest was shrinking and expanding at the same time. Her chest was becoming somehow flatter, and a thought erupted through her, Those are my tits!  
 
    But he ignored her, except for a chaste kiss on the lips. Not a rape of the mouth, but a polite hello, or good bye…enjoy the journey. 
 
    He held the slacks and she stepped out of her high heels and into them. As he pulled them up it felt like her legs were becoming thicker, stronger. He pulled the waist over her hips and she felt a sudden change in her groin. Like there was something heavy hanging there. 
 
    He buttoned her, put the coat on her, and suddenly her hair felt shorter. Her hair reached her shoulders, but now it didn’t hang at all. It just felt…short. 
 
    She looked down and found her feet encased in shiny, black Oxfords. Her hose had turned to socks, and everything felt funny, different, heavier, coarser. 
 
    She was a he, and Johnny leaned forward and kissed her lips. Not chaste, but loving, and exulting. “There,” he said. “Now you know.” 
 
    She walked, and felt the uncomfortable sensation of big balls between her legs, high and inside the thigh. “How do you walk with these? She looked up at him. 
 
    “That’s why one is higher than the other.” 
 
    She nodded, and he escorted her down from the garret, down the second stairs. Two people stepped onto the landing in front of them and she slowed down. It was two women. Two beautiful women with big tits. 
 
    Jenny was shocked when her body heated up and her cock started growing. 
 
    Then one of the women turned around and looked at her. His face opened in surprise and he stared at her, and she stared at him. 
 
    “Kyle!” It was Kyle, but as she was a man, now he was a woman. 
 
    “Jenny!” he stared at his wife, now a man. 
 
    They knew each other. Their features were gender changed, but the same. There was no mistaking that he had turned into a she and she had turned into a he. 
 
    “Hello, dear.” Johnny Cagle kissed his wife deeply, then stepped back. “I brought you a present.” 
 
    “And I brought you one,” she answered. 
 
    Johnny pushed Jenny forward, and Jocelyn nudged Kyle. The two stepped forward and suddenly the haze that had enveloped them while they changed faded. Everything became crystal clear, sharp in their vision and hearing and other senses. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “What are you…” then they were past each other, and Johnny reached forward and put his arms around Kyle. Jocelyn went into Jenny’s arms. 
 
    The couple tried to turn back to each other, but Johnny and Jocelyn manipulated them, turned them away. Jocelyn pulled Jenny down the stairs. Jenny looked back to see that Johnny was guiding Kyle. 
 
    It was weird. Odd. Strange.  
 
    Kyle was put off because he was a man, be it in a female body. 
 
    And Jenny felt the same, from the viewpoint of the opposite gender. 
 
    At the bottom of the stairs people were waiting. A lot of people. They were staring up at Jenny and Kyle hungrily, their eyes glittering and feverish. 
 
    Hands gripped them, they were pulled in opposite directions, turned and reaching out for each other, mouths open in sudden panic, but powerless under the fervor of the crowd. 
 
    Jenny was taken into the room where most of the dancing was taking place. Beautiful women were gathered around her. Women with big breasts, and she saw the similarity between their breasts and that of her hosts. All the woman wore similar dresses to that which Kyle now wore. 
 
    It struck her that maybe everybody was changed, as she had been, as Kyle had been. 
 
    She was frightened now, and wanted to leave, but small female hands kept her moving, kept her shuffling in a pseudo dance around the small room. Small hands reached for her cock and she grew harder and harder, harder than she thought a man could be. 
 
    Little hands slipped down her slacks and gripped her shaft. 
 
    “Wait…wait…” she gasped, but with each new set of hands she felt more heat, more desire enter her soul. Soon she was bucking her hips as she danced. Pushing her cock into the bodies of the women that kept her moving, kept feeling her up. 
 
    “Kyle,” she whispered, whimpered, but he wasn’t there. 
 
      
 
    Kyle, now in a female body was moved towards the parlor. Men moved him, negated his attempts to struggle. A drink was placed in his hand and his hand was raised so that he had to drink. 
 
    More men, and they felt his body. They ran their hands over his boobs. They fingered his nipples and they nuzzled their stubbly faces into his soft neck. 
 
    He was a woman! He was powerless…and they manipulated him like he was their play thing. 
 
    “Let me go!” he whimpered, but they just kept crowding around, touching him, moving him. 
 
    He was guided out the kitchen door and onto a side porch. A bed was set up on the porch and the men moved him to it. 
 
    “Don’t!” But his voice wasn’t loud. He felt something inside him going along, giving in, submitting. 
 
    Hands gripped his legs, pulled them apart. Hands grabbed his arms and held them down.  
 
    He heard the sound of zippers, and realized that he didn’t really need all those hands holding him down. He was curious. He was hot. His pussy dripped. 
 
    The top of his dress was pulled down and his breasts were exposed, but the dress was not pulled completely off. He realized that if it was he might change back, and these people, they all knew that. They didn’t want him to change back. They wanted him to be a woman…they wanted him to be like them. Changed. 
 
    He felt a mouth on his pussy. He felt lips sucking, kissing. He discovered the joy of labia and the intense pleasure of clitoris. 
 
    Hand gripped his breasts and mouths sucked on his nipples. He grew hotter. He was afraid, but he craved. He needed. He wanted. 
 
    Fingers explored him. The crowd was moving as one, gently escorting him towards paradise. Hands, lips, massaging body parts. The feel of a penis on his face, drawing along his cheek, over his lips. 
 
    Then a penis poked at his vagina. The head slid in. He was too hot and moist for it not to. 
 
    Slowly it entered, the murmur of the crowd an appreciative, but soft bellow. Long it slid, rubbing against his walls, the feel of veins rippling through his passage. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted, and a penis entered his mouth. 
 
    He found himself sucking, not spitting it out, not biting. And he realized a truth: he was being haunted. 
 
    All these people were being controlled by one entity, a giant body of energy that swarmed over all and controlled every individual action. It was one ghost, possessing a house, and all that entered into that house were possessed and controlled and…changed. 
 
    How many of these men had been women? How many women had harbored ill feelings towards men, maybe tired of being considered second banana, maybe tired of being used. 
 
    And he wondered about Jenny. 
 
      
 
    Jenny felt hands touching her. Hands pulled her down and lips searched for her mouth. Her clothes were left on, but her penis was pulled out. 
 
    Why were her clothes left on? Why didn’t these voracious women rip her pants off and rape her? 
 
    Why didn’t women rape men? 
 
    And she realized, as the hands sought her cock and stroked it: the clothes kept her manly. Take off the clothes and lose the man. And these women, at last feeling empowered, at last controlling a man, would never let her do that. They needed to keep her a man, helpless, a victim. Believing she could fight free even as they manipulated her, controlled her by her cock. 
 
    As she had controlled Kyle so often. 
 
    “Leave me alone!” she blurted as she began to struggle. Yet there was no violence to her struggle. It was feeble protest in the face of something she wanted. It was her cock striving for pussy. She had a cock now, she was the alpha—such a lie that was—and she wanted to exercise that cock, to plummet to the depths in a fine pussy. 
 
    She wanted to fuck! 
 
    She had been fucked too long!  
 
    It was time to give up being the fuckee and become the fuckor. 
 
    To live the illusion of being in control 
 
    She found herself moved towards a couch, and she saw a woman laying on the couch, other women lifting her dress. 
 
    But not taking it off. Never taking it off. 
 
    She was picked up, her whole body. Hands held her limbs, her torso, her head. Her body was lowered over the woman. She was between the woman’s legs and hands guided her penis to the vagina. 
 
    Oh! She entered that palace of pleasure. She near swooned feeling what Kyle had felt so may times with her. The prick sliding through the soft tissue. 
 
    Somebody squeezed her balls. 
 
    She began to move up and down in spite of herself; because of herself. 
 
    She fucked, and her hands and knees went down and she took control of the fuck, shedding the hands holding her so she could really do the deed right. 
 
    The woman under her groaned. Hugged her, wrapped her legs around her. 
 
    And she began to spew, to release her load. Her hips bucked and cock plunged and hands applauded and pushed and guided and…and the woman came out from underneath her and another woman was inserted. 
 
    She found the woman’s hole and continued fucking. Having cum meant nothing, for this house, this energy that possessed her, was inexhaustible. As long as she wore this dress and body…that was how long she could keep cumming and cumming and cumming. 
 
     
 
    For hours Kyle and Jenny were abused. Used. Fucked. For hours men and women took places under them, over them, thrusting cock and accepting penis. For hours, and the sky slowly began to grow lighter. Dawn was approaching. 
 
    Finally, the people possessed by the ghost house began to tire. 
 
    So much supernatural energy began to wane as the sun threatened to be seen. The house lost vim and vigor and gave control back to the people it had controlled, and slowly the people began to wander away from the gang bangs.  They looked down at the dazed, out of control fuck they were hunched over, straightened up, got a confused look in their eyes, and wandered away. 
 
    There was a table of munchies, ignored all night for the sexual fervor, but now noticed, and soon the munchies disappeared. 
 
    Jenny noticed that women took their time when getting underneath her. Then they stopped. She was left humping the air for a minute before she realized it was all over. She stopped fucking and just lay there, wondering what had happened. 
 
    Yes, it had been a delicious night of out of control fucking, but…it hadn’t really been her. It had been somebody else, it had been…the house. The ghost house. 
 
    She struggled to turn over on her back and stared at the ceiling. Her cock was still stiff, but it wasn’t throbbing, and as the sun rose higher in the sky it began to droop, finally laying down on her belly. 
 
    She looked at it, laying there like an exhausted slug. She missed it, and she was glad it was over. It was something that she had wanted only in her dreams, but not in real life. But now there it was. A real life happening. 
 
      
 
    Kyle noticed the men not being so eager to fuck him now. And he felt less submissive. Then the men stopped. They wandered away, looking a little confused. 
 
    He was cum coated. He was a mess. He was glad it was over, yet there was a part of him that missed it. That wanted more. 
 
    He lay on his back and looked up at the ceiling. What had happened? What had possessed him to…the house. He became more cognizant, to remember, and to shake a little bit. 
 
    He was a man, good for one cum, but he had just had a hundred cums, and he wanted more…but he didn’t. This had been something he would have dreamed of in puberty, but a grown man, with responsibilities and a wife, he…his wife! Where was Jenny? What had happened to her? 
 
    He struggled to his feet. He still had enormous tits and he was over balanced. He grabbed chairs and doorjambs and made his way into the house proper. 
 
    “Jenny?” he croaked. His mouth was sore from all the dicks that had filled it, that had squirted in it. His belly was sloshing inside. “Jenny?” 
 
    He crossed the big room and finally heard a noise from the dining room. “Jenny?” 
 
    “In here.” A whisper with a bit of shame in it. 
 
    And he felt ashamed. What had come over him? Why hadn’t he resisted more? 
 
    Jenny, in her male body, staggered out of the dining room and hugged him. 
 
    He had grown shorter as a woman, and her taller, and she held him. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    He nodded, but tears were coming from his eyes. 
 
    “We need to leave.” 
 
    “We need our clothes.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    They made it to the stairs and walked up to the garret she had been changed in. She stripped off her man clothes and left them, a puddle on the floor. She tried to put on her dress, then a leaky sob escaped her. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I’m a man! I can’t wear a dress!” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    Scared by her inability to return to herself, they made their way to the garret he had been changed in. He took off his dress, his big boobs unfurled and Jenny stared at them. Amazingly, her cock throbbed. 
 
    He put on his male clothes, but it was sad. He was a woman swallowed by over sized male clothes. 
 
    “Put your dress back on.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    She had brought her male clothes with her and she put those back on. 
 
    They stared at each other. 
 
    “How will we change back to ourselves?” 
 
    “We’ve got to find Johnny, or Jocelyn. 
 
    They wandered through the house, looking into rooms, working their way down. They found couples in beds, they found men in women’s clothes and vice versa, but they couldn’t find Johnny and Jocelyn. 
 
    They searched through the downstairs. No joy. They were scared, tired, and wanted to go home, when they heard the back door slam. 
 
    Johnny and Jocelyn entered the front room, arms around each other. they looked tired, but happy. 
 
    “Are you guys still here?” 
 
    “We can’t change back!” 
 
    Johnny chuckled, and Jocelyn said, “You have to change clothes before sunrise, otherwise you’re stuck as you are. Fortunately, you aren’t too bad looking.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “A month. One moon to the next.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “But don’t worry. The house will be here, we’ll be here, and you can even have a grand old time until you decide to change back. And since you won’t be the newbs you won’t be ganged like you were. Did you enjoy it?” 
 
    “I…I…” Kyle sputtered. 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Jenny. 
 
    “I know,” said Jocelyn, putting a hand on Jenny’s arm. “The first time is always tough. But it’ll get better.” 
 
    “Well, I guess we’ll be leaving now,” Kyle said, feeling very dispirited. 
 
    “Okey doke. We’ll see you next month.” 
 
    Kyle and Jenny walked out to the front porch. 
 
    “Where are Brad and Donna?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Did they…change?” 
 
    “Did they fuck us?” asked Kyle wryly. 
 
    “Seems like we fucked everybody, so…probably.” 
 
    Their worries about their friends were unfounded, however. When they went to the car they found their friends asleep in the backseat. 
 
    Jenny got into the driver’s seat and found the key on the dash. In a minute they were going out the gate and heading back across town. 
 
    They were silent as they drove, each processing what had happened to them. Finally, Kyle asked, “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Jenny said. “Of course my cock is a little sore. I think it got over used.” 
 
    “You’re lucky. They used my ass, my cunt and my mouth. I was even jacking guys. I am sore in every hole.” 
 
    Jenny snorted. “We were always true to each other. I still love you and only you.” 
 
    Kyle glanced at her. “And I you. We’re going to have to rethink things, though. We’re going to have to go back to that party in a month, and when we do…are you going to be looking to fuck?” 
 
    She sighed. I hate to say it, but I don’t think I’ll have much choice. That house takes over my sex organs and uses them the way it wants.” 
 
    “That’s for sure.” 
 
    Jenny pulled into the driveway and parked, she left the windows down and Brad and Donna snoring. 
 
    Inside the house they trudged back to the bedroom. They were beat, and they stripped their clothes off. They looked at each other. 
 
    “Heysoos, babe, that’s quite a cock you’ve got there.” 
 
    “Works just fine,” she muttered. “But your tits…I wish I’d fucked you last night.” 
 
    “I know. We fucked everybody, but not each other. And I don’t know about you, you’re the one I want to fuck the most.” 
 
    Suddenly Jenny looked down. “Oh, fuck.” Her cock was starting to stand up. Within a half a minute it was rigid and dripping. 
 
    “You want to put that thing in me?” Kyle was tired, but he wanted her. He wanted his wife. If he could have his wife it would cancel out everything that happened. 
 
    “I want. I really want,” Jenny spoke plaintively. “I’m tired, I’m beat, but…I really need to feel you.” 
 
    Kyle crawled up on the bed, his bottom was plastered with dried sperm. “Take it easy. I’m a little sore.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    Jenny climbed up and hovered over him. She placed her knees between his legs and slowly lowered. 
 
    Her cock touched his pussy and he gave a little jerk. 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    So she slid right into him. All the sperm still inside him acted as lubricant, and she was literally sloshing around in his expanded and wet hole. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he groaned, feeling her deep inside. 
 
    She gave a half hearted hump of the hips, and he tried to arch up, but they were both tired, exhausted. 
 
    Then Jenny collapsed. Fortunately she shoved herself to the side and didn’t collapse on him. 
 
    Kyle lay half under her, he wiggled a bit until he was comfortable. He snuggled. He closed his eyes, and they slept. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy. 
 
    Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.  
 
    “What do you have to say for yourself, young man?” 
 
    “Uh…” Danny replied. 
 
    Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well. 
 
    His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house. 
 
    “Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games. 
 
    “Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.” 
 
    Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end. 
 
    “What am I going to do with you?” 
 
    Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize. 
 
    Danny and his mother both turned their heads. 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.” 
 
    “And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?” 
 
    “You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother. 
 
    Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.” 
 
    “Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused. 
 
    “Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.  
 
    “I don’t—“ 
 
    Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize. 
 
    Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“ 
 
    “What?” asked Danny? 
 
    “Obstinate!” snapped his mother. 
 
    Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided. 
 
    “Go on, Elize.” 
 
    Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.  
 
    Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling. 
 
    Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes. 
 
    Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats. 
 
    Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.” 
 
    “What’s a hooligan.” 
 
    Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary. 
 
    “Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room. 
 
    “Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.” 
 
    “Oh, crap.” 
 
    “Language,” Elize stated haughtily. 
 
    They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things. 
 
    “I cook, you wash.” 
 
    Danny growled at her. 
 
    “Okay, give Mom more ammunition.” 
 
    “What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged. 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room. 
 
    Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell? 
 
    He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom. 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’” 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.” 
 
    “I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?” 
 
    “When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.” 
 
    “What are petticoats.” 
 
    “Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.” 
 
    “Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head. 
 
    “That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him. 
 
    “I…I think I should go to my room.” 
 
    He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses. 
 
    Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought— 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.” 
 
    “It was your idea. How could you do this to me.” 
 
    “Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming. 
 
    “You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty. 
 
    “Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.” 
 
    “Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left. 
 
    Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class. 
 
    Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued. 
 
    “What’s going on, man?” 
 
    “My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided. 
 
    “Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.” 
 
    Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.  
 
    “You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?” 
 
    “I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.” 
 
    “Oh, man. That’s crazy.” 
 
    “You’re telling me.” 
 
    Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man. 
 
    Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.” 
 
    Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up. 
 
    She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression. 
 
    Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head. 
 
    “Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways. 
 
    Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that! 
 
    “I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.” 
 
      
 
    Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t. 
 
    “I’m not going to school anymore.” 
 
    Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined. 
 
    Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity. 
 
    Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up. 
 
    “I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.” 
 
    Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.” 
 
    Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings. 
 
    “You can’t do that.” 
 
    Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition. 
 
    “Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.” 
 
    Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.” 
 
    “Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house. 
 
    Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long. 
 
    He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer. 
 
    “You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.” 
 
    “Now? Can’t you do it later?” 
 
    She turned on the machine for an answer. 
 
    “Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now? 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor. 
 
    The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew. 
 
    His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed. 
 
    She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door. 
 
    The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades. 
 
    Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League. 
 
    Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags. 
 
    She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing. 
 
    And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job. 
 
    She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb. 
 
    Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room. 
 
    She put bras and panties into the top drawer. 
 
    Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them. 
 
     She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl. 
 
    She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts. 
 
    She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful. 
 
    Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions. 
 
    Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up. 
 
      
 
    Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year. 
 
    She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength. 
 
     
 
    Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her. 
 
    “Daughter, sit.” 
 
    Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her. 
 
    Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.” 
 
    “Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled and told her. 
 
    Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling. 
 
    “So I need your help.” 
 
    “It’s liable to get rough.” 
 
    “I know, but it’s got to be done.” 
 
    Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned. 
 
    “He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room. 
 
    Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front. 
 
    Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch. 
 
    Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side. 
 
    “Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him. 
 
    Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them. 
 
    Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work. 
 
    “Hey! Stop!” 
 
    “Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.” 
 
    Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits. 
 
    “Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed. 
 
    “Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.” 
 
    Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped. 
 
    Danny was getting an erection! 
 
    Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined. 
 
    Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard! 
 
    “Get off me!” 
 
    His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs. 
 
    His dick was getting harder. 
 
    “Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked. 
 
    “What’s he doing!” 
 
    She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize. 
 
    “He’s having a physical reaction.” 
 
    Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!” 
 
    Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that. 
 
    She sliced through his pants, then his underpants. 
 
    Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear. 
 
    Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked! 
 
    “I need to get his shirt.” 
 
    Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son? 
 
    “Let’s just rip it off.” 
 
    “No!” screamed Danny. 
 
    “We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed. 
 
    Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?” 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled. 
 
    Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck. 
 
    Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing. 
 
    Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood. 
 
    “Teeny weeny,” said Elize. 
 
    “Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible. 
 
    “It’s not that small,” said his mother.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion. 
 
    “Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed. 
 
    “Elize?” 
 
    “Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen. 
 
    Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple. 
 
    Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires. 
 
    Not for my son! she thought. 
 
    But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking. 
 
    She turned redder. 
 
    Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.  
 
    Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time! 
 
    She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing. 
 
    Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles. 
 
    The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it. 
 
    “Heysoos, Mother.” 
 
    “That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed. 
 
    Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.” 
 
    Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk. 
 
    “FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!” 
 
    “I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize. 
 
    “I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded. 
 
    Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the ballusters, as purple as his face. 
 
    “Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl. 
 
    “Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing that shit!” 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up. 
 
    Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop. 
 
    Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.” 
 
    His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again. 
 
    “If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.” 
 
    “Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity. 
 
    Mother and daughter stared at his door. 
 
    “What’s for dinner, Mother?” 
 
    Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.” 
 
    So they did. 
 
      
 
    Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk. 
 
    This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police! 
 
    But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him. 
 
    He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away. 
 
    His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him. 
 
    Fuck! Who was left? 
 
    His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom. 
 
    He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans. 
 
      
 
    “Can you bring over some clothes?” 
 
    “I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.” 
 
    The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line. 
 
    “Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…” 
 
    “What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events. 
 
    “She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!” 
 
    “She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked! 
 
    “I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.” 
 
    Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now. 
 
    Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.  
 
    He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes! 
 
    He walked and walked, his mind going crazy. 
 
    He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed. 
 
    He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end. 
 
    His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath. 
 
    “I know you’re awake.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed. 
 
    “I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed. 
 
    “Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties. 
 
    “You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.” 
 
    “I’m going to live in my bed.” 
 
    “Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?” 
 
    “He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?” 
 
    “It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t,” he breathed. 
 
    “Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.” 
 
    Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!” 
 
    “Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room. 
 
    Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection. 
 
    Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like. 
 
    He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself. 
 
    Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room. 
 
    He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment. 
 
    He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed. 
 
    He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again. 
 
    He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly. 
 
    When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material. 
 
    “Hello, brother dear.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock. 
 
    She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.” 
 
    “Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!” 
 
    “Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.” 
 
    “You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection. 
 
    “Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.” 
 
    He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “About what?” he snarled. 
 
    “About wearing girly clothes and make up.” 
 
    He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.” 
 
    Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.” 
 
    “Neither am I.” 
 
    Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.” 
 
    “And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich. 
 
    Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.” 
 
    He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again. 
 
    “Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.” 
 
    “My penis,” he blurted. 
 
    “Yes. Your penis.” 
 
    For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?” 
 
    Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.” 
 
    That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed. 
 
    “You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.” 
 
    Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man? 
 
    “The true measure of a man is how kind he is.” 
 
    “No,” blurted Danny, instantly. 
 
    Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.” 
 
    He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened. 
 
    “Was Hitler a man?” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted. 
 
    “Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest. 
 
    Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “What about Dad?” 
 
    Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.” 
 
    She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.” 
 
    “How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?” 
 
    “Guy was cool.” 
 
    “You want to be like Chuck or Dad?” 
 
    Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them. 
 
    “Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.” 
 
    Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult. 
 
    “Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.” 
 
    He did know that. 
 
    “So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    She held up a hand to forestall his objection. 
 
    “You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.” 
 
    Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this. 
 
    “And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.” 
 
    Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Danny woke up, and the shame of the night before burst over him. Being stripped, having his clothes cut up, all the dresses and things in his room. 
 
    Then he thought about what Elize had told him the night before. 
 
    He slipped out from under the covers and went to his dresser. he opened the top drawer and looked into it. 
 
    Neat stacks of panties and bras and socks with flowery edges. He picked out a pair of white panties. As an after thought he put the contents of the drawer back into their net piles. 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed and sighed and stared at the offending panties. 
 
    They were plain, a bit stretchy, and they had a small flower on the front band. 
 
    He bent over and put his feet through the leg holes. He pulled the panties up and…blinked. 
 
    They actually felt comfortable! 
 
    “Oh, they were a little lacking in material where his balls and cock hung down—shit, his cock was starting to get bigger—but the stretchy material felt good. He felt like he was wearing a sexy kind of a jock strap. He wasn’t hanging loose, and it felt good to be supported. 
 
    He stood up and bounced on his toes. His balls bounced hardly at all, but his cock was still growing. 
 
    Well, maybe his cock would go down after a while, when he got used to wearing the things. 
 
    He looked at the rest of the things in his dresser, and was afraid. He touched the material, picked a few items up. Yes, it made his cock even harder, but to actually wear this stuff? 
 
    He went into the closet and looked for a shirt to wear. No shirts. Only blouses. And they all buttoned in the back. Crap! How was he going to get those buttons buttoned? 
 
    He picked out the least offensive blouse and put it on backwards. 
 
    Man, that felt all wrong. The sleeves were wrong at the shoulders, the collar was pressing against his throat. No way. 
 
    He took off the blouse and put it on the right way, the buttons in the back. He tried to button the buttons, and he got the top two, and the bottom two, but there were four in the center he could touch, but he just couldn’t seem to manipulate them into the holes. 
 
    At least he was somewhat covered up. It was almost like he was just wearing underpants and a shirt. 
 
    Still, his heart was pounding, and his cock just didn’t want to go down. 
 
    But, his mother and sister had seen it the previous day, and they had seen it naked. Seeing it at least covered up by panties wouldn't be as bad. He hoped. 
 
    He opened the door to his room and looked up and down the hallway. Nobody. Good. He walked out to the hallway and headed down the stairs. He picked up his laptop and stopped. Oh, crap. She had changed the password. 
 
    Then he had another thought: What was he going to do all day? 
 
    He usually spent his time playing videos. But now…what the hell was he supposed to do? 
 
    He walked into the kitchen. He usually didn’t eat till after he had played for a while, but now, nothing else to do, he went in and looked in the fridge. Hunh. He usually ate cereal, but…he had the time, and nothing else to do…he got out bacon and eggs. He wasn’t much of a cook, but he could manage that. 
 
    He laid some strips of bacon in the pan and cracked a couple of eggs. Soon he was cooking merrily away. Which meant that he was standing there and staring at stuff that was getting hotter and starting to bubble and spit. 
 
    “Put on an apron or your blouse will get splattered.” 
 
    Elize walked up behind him and buttoned his last buttons. The blouse suddenly felt right. He stretched his arms and wiggled them. 
 
    “Good fit,” she said. 
 
    “Why don’t I get splattered when I’m wearing regular clothes?” 
 
    “You do. But flannel shirts hide grease splatters. Girls can smell the grease though. Sometimes not for a day or two, but…we smell it.” 
 
    “What does it smell like?” 
 
    She put an apron on him, it went up to his pectorals and felt weird, but it was just in time because as he looked at it two little pops in the pan resulted in two little grease marks on his apron. 
 
    “Old and rancid,” said Elize. “You want to give me those? Make yourself another breakfast?” 
 
    He blinked. It was a novel idea, cooking for her, but the talk they had had the night before had changed something in him. Danny thought: She’s already treating me like a sister. 
 
    He put the bacon and eggs on a plate and handed it to her. 
 
    “I’ll start the toast,” she volunteered. She placed the plate on the counter and took little bites of eggs and bacon as she popped four pieces of toast into the toaster.               
 
    A couple of minutes later Danny was sitting at the table and munching thoughtfully. Finished with her bacon and eggs Elize chewed on toast. She buttered and jellied Danny’s and pushed the slices over to him. 
 
    Danny was blinking. Usually they were at each other’s throats. Usually they were insulting each other and calling each other names. 
 
    Now it was different. And it wasn’t bad. 
 
    “Are you going to try on a dress today?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Might just as well get it over with.” 
 
    “Good morning, children!” Elizabeth entered the kitchen. She snatched a piece of toast off Elize’s plate and chewed it. “Too much jelly, Miss Sweet Tooth.” 
 
    “Not enough.” 
 
    Elize smiled at Danny. “That’s a very pretty blouse. But why aren’t you wearing a bra?” 
 
    Danny had intended to try, heck, he had tried at school the past couple of days, but he couldn’t overcome his own personality. “I don’t want to wear that shit.” 
 
    “Danny, the things I’ve been reading, they say that a man should be spanked periodically. But I’m not going to spank you right now.” 
 
    “Better not,” he sneered. 
 
    “I’m going to wait for you to ask to be spanked. 
 
    He blinked. “What? Why in hell would I ask somebody to spank me?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to go to work,” Elizabeth stated, ignoring his question. Let him think about it. 
 
    “Have a good. day, mother,” Elize said, and she gave her mother a quick hug and touched cheeks. 
 
    Danny just twisted his lips and stared. 
 
    Elizabeth considered him, gave a nod, and went out the door. 
 
    “Twenty-four hours before you can play video games for swearing.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck you!” He stormed out of the kitchen. 
 
     
 
    Damn it, he had tried, but as soon as his mother tried to lay that shit on him…he just had to say something. 
 
    He lay on his bed and did nothing. It was sort of peaceful doing nothing, and he closed his eyes and napped a little, but an hour later he was wide awake and ready to go. And had no where to go. 
 
    His laptop was locked and what the heck was there to do? 
 
    He got up and looked through his closet, hoping he could find some male clothes. At least then he could go out. But there was nothing. His mother had snipped every article of clothing he owned. 
 
    He went down to the garage and poked around, but his mother must have gone to the Goodwill, there were no clothes down there, either. 
 
    He looked in his sister’s room and found culottes, which were almost like shorts, but they still looked like a dress. And the sweat shirt he found had a ‘pink’ logo across the front of it. 
 
    He watched TV for a while, but there was were cooking shows, the Kardashians, and RuPaul. 
 
    He turned off the TV and went out back.  
 
    Nothing to do. 
 
    Damn. It was funny, he always hated school, but he hadn’t realized how much time school took out of the day. 
 
    Then he thought about going back to school and being subjected to ridicule. 
 
    He had lunch. That took all of fifteen minutes. 
 
    He went back upstairs, figured he would see if he could sleep some more, and his eyes fell on his book shelf. It was next to the dresser, and he looked at all the books. When he was younger his Mother had bought him a big collection of Oz books. Fourteen books inside of three volumes. Then she had bought him Sherlock Holmes, that was cool. And then Tarzan. Zowie, he had liked that. Swinging from the trees on vines, beating up gorillas….that was good stuff. 
 
    Idly, he sat on the floor Indian style and looked at the books. He opened one up and began reading. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Where are you?” 
 
    He had barely heard the door slam, and he had ignored it. He was swinging through the jungle in search of the Jewels of Opar. Then he heard Elize coming down the hallway. He turned towards the door just as she arrived. 
 
    “Hey! How’s it going?” 
 
    “Pretty good,” he answered. 
 
    She took in his blouse and panties and sighed. “You haven’t even tried.” 
 
    “I was pretty busy.” 
 
    “Reading. Yeah. Right.” 
 
    He started to turn around but she said, “Look, let me help you. We’ll just try on a couple of things, see how they fit, and…would you rather run into an enraged Mother in a couple of days? Get taken to school in a sheet or something? Would you like to be forcefully dressed and thrust into school sink or swim? Or would you like me to help you figure this out. At least if you choose what clothes you will wear then you’ll stand a chance.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “And I’ll even make a deal with you.” 
 
    “What kind of a deal?” Even though she was treating him nicely he was still suspicious. Old habits die hard. 
 
    “If you let me dress you up I’ll let you read my Grace Mansfield collection.” 
 
    “Grace who?” 
 
    Elize smiled. “Grace Mansfield. And believe me, bro, you don’t want to miss out on that girl.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “It’s erotica,” she explained. 
 
    He tilted his head a bit. 
 
    Patiently, she said, “Erotica is what porn is called when girls write it.” 
 
    “That makes no sense.” 
 
    “You’re right. But…I’ll let you read one right now. If you like it, then we have a deal. Okay?” 
 
    He was curious. Erotica? Hmm. “Okay.” 
 
    She ran to her room and got her cell phone. A second later his cell phone dinged. He opened it up and found ‘The Were-Fem.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” He frowned, and a few seconds later he was gone. He was not in this universe. His eyes were sliding over words faster than he had ever read in his life. 
 
    Elize snickered when she glanced into his room to check on him. 
 
    A half hour later she was on the phone, talking to a girlfriend, and Danny entered her room. His eyes were feverish, his skin was flushed, and he nodded. 
 
    “Got to go,” Elize said, then hung up. 
 
     
 
    “First, we have to get you into a bra. I think Mother thinks a bra is really going to change your mind.” 
 
    “How could a bra change my mind?” 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she said, going through his drawers. She pulled out a pink, satiny bra and panty set. 
 
    “Whoa,” he said dubiously. 
 
    Elize just chuckled and undid his blouse. “Change,” she commanded, handing him the panties. 
 
    “With you here?” 
 
    “I’ve already seen a prick before, so do it.” 
 
    She hooked her thumbs into his waistband and jerked his panties down his legs. 
 
    His cock sprang up and almost hit her in the face. 
 
    He stood, was embarrassed, and she waited. So, no other choice, he kicked off the old panties and put the pretty, pink ones on. 
 
    Elize watched and smiled. 
 
    His cock was stiff and poked out the front. Danny was really humiliated now, and he tried to push his dick down. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” murmured Elize. 
 
    Easy for you to say, he thought. But he said,  “These fit better.” 
 
    “I thought so. Now the bra.” 
 
    Danny had no clue about how to put on a bra, so Elize put it around his chest and fastened it in the back. 
 
    “How am I going to get out of this?” Danny asked. 
 
    “Just come ask. I’ll help you.” 
 
    “I have to have help getting dressed. Do you know how that makes me feel?” 
 
    “Yep.” She adjusted the shoulder straps and stepped back. “Excellent. You look good.” 
 
    He might look good, which he doubted, but he felt funny. 
 
    “All right, let’s put a real blouse on you.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with this one?” 
 
    “Not girly enough.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to complain at that, then didn’t say anything. 
 
    She picked out one of the few blouses that buttoned in the front. It was shiny blue and had puffy arms. It also had big ruffles that looked almost like lapels. 
 
    “Put this on.” 
 
    He gave a mock shiver at the femininity of the thing, then put it on. “Hey, it’s backwards!” 
 
    Elize laughed. “The buttons are backwards. Buttons are always backwards on women’s clothes. 
 
    She began buttoning him up. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “So when we get dressed in the dark we know we’re not men.” She snickered. “I don’t know. I’ve heard that it’s because clothes were modeled after old suits of armor, and since men were right handed the overlap of seams were arranged so right handed men couldn’t stick their knives in.” 
 
    Danny looked at the blouse she was buttoning. He turned his hand this way and that and tried to insert and realized that right handed men could stab women, but they wouldn’t be able to stab men. 
 
    Elize laughed at his efforts to stab himself and he looked up at her, then laughed himself.  
 
    “Okay,” she said as she arranged the ruffles. “Let’s try a skirt on you.” 
 
    “A skirt,” he mouthed the words. 
 
    “A skirt,” she reaffirmed wryly. 
 
    She brought a skirt out of the closet and helped hi into it. She zipped it up and led him down the hallway to the big mirror in the foyer. 
 
    He stared at himself. The clothes fit nicely, but there was something wrong. Elize summed it up. 
 
    “You need long hair and tits.” 
 
    “I don’t think…” 
 
    “No, you don’t, but I’ll think for you. But…nothing to be done for it now. Besides, it’s almost time to fix dinner.” 
 
    “Dinner?” 
 
    “Sure. Mom’s due home, wouldn’t it be nice to have dinner ready for her?” 
 
    “Well, I guess.” 
 
    “And when are you going to ask her to spank you.” 
 
    “Bullshit!” he snapped. “Nobody is going to spank me!” 
 
    Elize didn’t react to his sudden anger, just said, “Shall we make spaghetti?” 
 
    He wanted to rant more, but it seemed sort of fruitless, so he shrugged. “Okay.” 
 
    They went into the kitchen. Elize got out the makings, long noodles and hamburger and sauce. Danny got out the pot and pan and added water. Soon the water was boiling on the stove and Elize put the noodles in. 
 
    They watched the pasta cook for a minute, then Elize said, “That’s’ 24 hours.” 
 
    “Oh, fu—“ Danny actually managed to stop himself. “Can I still read your books?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    A half hour later the kitchen was smelling like Italian farts, according to Danny. But it was a good smell and when their mother entered the kitchen she stopped and smiled happily. “Oh, thank you. And I had a tough day, too. Danny! You look lovely.” 
 
    Danny turned instantly red. And, worse, his cock bounced. Fuck! He hadn’t had a boner for a while now! It was almost like he was getting used to the girly clothes, but…now he had one.  
 
    He tried to ignore his cock, but he couldn’t. What was worse was that his mother couldn’t either. She kept glancing down, and every time she looked he felt his dick trying to get harder. 
 
    “Sit here, Mother. Danny, why don’t you get her some wine?” 
 
    Elizabeth hung up her purse and jacket and sat down. 
 
    Danny, more to get his cock out of the line of sight than anything, got down a wine glass, filled it with red wine, and placed it on the table in front of his mother. 
 
    “Danny! That’s wonderful. How did you know red wine is best with Spaghetti.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he mumbled, but he felt an intense pleasure at the compliment.” 
 
    “Well, this is wonderful. Sit down, children. Let’s eat like a family. I haven’t had a good sit down without…” she stopped talking, but Danny knew what she was about to say. Without an argument or a fight. Without childish bickering. Or…with adults. 
 
    Danny and Elize sat down and the meal was actually enjoyable. It reminded Danny of times long past. 
 
    “So tell me how your day went.” 
 
    Elize filled in the space, talking about classes and assignments. 
 
    “You should pay attention, Danny, you’re going to be taking those same classes in two years.” 
 
    “What? Oh, yeah.” he had been thinking, and he wasn’t even sure what he was thinking about. But he did know that this was the first time he had been happy in a long time. Even if he did have an uncontrollable boner. 
 
    “And how was your day? Did your clothes fit well? Or should we make adjustments.” 
 
    “They’re good,” he answered. 
 
    “He needs tits.” 
 
    “Elize!” Elizabeth stared at her daughter. 
 
    “Sorry, Mom. But it’s the truth. You can see he has a perfect body for a dress, except that he needs a pair of cones.” 
 
    “Well, one thing at a time. We should be very circumspect as Danny gets used to his new situation. We do want this to be a pleasurable experience for him.” 
 
    “Of course, but…can I be excused?” 
 
    “Certainly, but…” 
 
    Elize was gone, running up the stairs. 
 
    “Now what has gotten into that girl,” Elizabeth wondered. Then she shook herself. “But let’s talk about you?” 
 
    The conversation became awkward, and Elizabeth realized that Danny still had a ways to go. But that was okay, he was making progress. She finally pushed her chair back and dabbed at her lips. She looked at Danny and placed her hand on his. She stared at her red fingernails, felt the softness of her hand, was aware of her perfume. “Would you mind doing the dishes.” 
 
    He felt resentment, even anger, but it wasn’t as strong as it had been. In light of him noticing her femininity his anger evaporated. He nodded. 
 
    “Thank you, honey. You’re a good boy.” And that was really awkward. She realized that he was a boy, but he was a girl, and he didn’t feel like a boy. 
 
    She smiled and left the kitchen. 
 
    Danny sat there in his dress. He had a boner. He had had a boner all night, ever since Elize helped him put on girly stuff. And now he was noticing that his mother was…sexy. 
 
    But that was wrong! He shouldn’t feel that way about his mother! 
 
    He got up and did the dishes. He even put on yellow gloves and an apron. He scrubbed the pots and pans, did the dishes, and wondered what was wrong with him. Usually he hated doing dishes, but now, horny, he didn’t mind it. 
 
    Though he did want to go to the bathroom and rub one out. 
 
    He finished the dishes and went upstairs. “Can I read another Grace Mansfield?” 
 
    She smiled yes and shot a book to his cell phone. He lay on his bed and began reading those saucy adventures. There was a lot of feminism here, and it wasn’t lost on him that these stories were encouraging his boners. 
 
    But, he liked boners. In fact, he was almost ready to go to the bathroom and relieve his testicles when Elize walked into his room. 
 
    He looked up, his mouth opened, and two girls followed her! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” He pulled his skirt down and tried to cover his boner.” 
 
    “Hi, Danny! “ 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    It was Jenny Harding and Laura Benson. They were his sister’s best friends, and they were sexy as all get out. Both of them had sweet faces and large breasts. They were each carrying a paper sack. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “Oh, he’s cute. But you’re right.” Jenny was a blonde and had the bluest eyes. “He really is flat.”  
 
    Laura knelt right in front of him. She brushed his hair back and held it. “He really needs to do something about his hair. 
 
    “I called the girls over to help. They know all about your problem, and they really want to help.” 
 
    “My problem,” his voice seemed a little high. 
 
    “Okay. We can fix flat. “Undo your buttons.” 
 
    “I will not!” 
 
    The girls giggled and they just pushed him back and Laura started undoing his buttons. Jenny waited, and Danny stared wildly, but with Elize helping his blouse was undone quickly. 
 
    “Okay, try this,” Laura held out a bra, this one had cups. Big cups. Double D cups. 
 
    Laura helped him, in spite of his embarrassment and blustering, and when his new bra was on she reached into her sack and pulled out two breast forms. Large ones. She quickly slipped them into his cups and began doing his blouse back up. 
 
    Danny stared at his new chest. The more buttons were buttoned the more tightly the material strained, the more obvious he became. 
 
    “Now that’s a bod,” declared Elize when Laura stepped back. 
 
    “I wish mine was that sexy. Lord, how the boys would stare at me.” 
 
    “They already stare at you, slut,” giggled Jenny. 
 
    “Okay, now the hair,” Jenny reached into her bag and pulled out a wig. It was an expensive wig and she settled it on his head. Suddenly he had long, sexy hair. It curled around his face and waved about his shoulders. 
 
    Jenny took the hair off and Elize and Laura placed a skull cap on his head. They slathered glue on a strip running along the edge of the cap, then Jenny pressed the wig back on. A minute later the wig was secure, and it looked as natural as his own hair. 
 
    “Oh, wonderful!” Laura clapped her hands. 
 
    Elize nodded and smiled. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” said Jenny. “You need a little color.” 
 
    She picked up the tube of lipstick and turned the base. 
 
    “Wait a minute?” 
 
    “What for?” She was sitting right next to him and he was aware of her face, her lips, her breasts. She was honestly puzzled. “You really need this.” 
 
    “It will really make you sexy. Men either look at lips or tits.” 
 
    “Or butts,” put in Elize. 
 
    “Tits first, lips second, butts are in the rear.” 
 
    They all chuckled at this bad pun. 
 
    “Now put your hands down and let me do this.” 
 
    Danny didn’t want to, but he was caught. He was trembling as Jenny placed the pink pillar on his lips and began coloring them. 
 
    The girls stared at his mouth fixedly. 
 
    “Now smack your lips,” said Jenny. 
 
    Danny did. 
 
    “Excellent.” She turned to the other girls. “Should I put gloss on them?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    But he ended up with his lips getting a coat of shine. 
 
    “Oh, he’s beautiful. I could fuck him.” 
 
    “Hey! That’s my brother we’re talking about!” 
 
    “So? He’s got a dick, right?” 
 
    “Don’t care. No fucking.” 
 
    Danny couldn’t help it. He blurted, “Why not?” 
 
    The girls all went into gales of laughter. 
 
    “Because you’re my brother, stupid,” grinned Elize. 
 
    “But that shouldn’t stop me from…from…” 
 
    “He’s right,” agreed Laura. 
 
    Elize frowned, then said, “Okay, no fuck, but he can have a hand job.” 
 
    “Really?” squeaked Danny, and they all laughed. 
 
    “Come on!” Danny resisted a little, but only a little, as they dragged him out of the room and downstairs. 
 
    “Mom! Look!” 
 
    “Hey, Mrs. Montgomery.” 
 
    Danny was presented to her. 
 
    Danny’s heart was pounding. He was embarrassed, and his mother was looking at him, and he felt faint. 
 
    “Oh, Lord! Wonderful! He’s beautiful!” 
 
    Danny opened his eyes. 
 
    “Danny, you’re beautiful.” His mother was crying, dabbing at her eyes with a handkerchief. 
 
    “I…I am?” 
 
    “Thank you, girls. you’ve given me a daughter I can be proud of.” 
 
    For a long moment everybody gushed and laughed and complimented Danny, then Elize said, “We’re going to walk Laura and Jenny home, then we’ll come back. Okay.” 
 
    “Of course honey.” 
 
    Laura and Jenny bid Elizabeth good by, then the quartet headed for the door. 
 
    Outside they walked quickly down the sidewalk. Laura took Danny’s hand and held it, and Danny’s cock was never harder. He couldn’t talk, but he didn’t have to. The other girl’s all chattered away, and though he didn’t speak, he was included, and he had never felt so wonderful in his life. 
 
    Laura lived one street over, and Jenny the street past that, so it was only a few minutes until they were walking up to Laura’s house. 
 
    Danny was sorry when she let go of his hand, then he got an extra thrill. 
 
    Laura put her hands on his face and pulled it close to her own. “You’re beautiful, Danny. And we’re going to have to figure out a name for you.” 
 
    She kissed him then. His eyes were open and he thought he was going to swoon. Her lips felt so perfect on his. Then she actually poked her tongue into his mouth. 
 
    She moved her face away, kept looking at him, then she said, “Girl’s, he’ll meet you on the corner. 
 
    “Whoa…” 
 
    “Danny’s going to get some!” 
 
    “Don’t let anything get on him.” 
 
    Elize and Jenny continued down the street, and Jenny pulled Danny into the shade of trees. She was a couple of inches taller than him, and she wrapped her arms around him, and now she really did mess up his lipstick. 
 
    Then her hand snaked under his skirt and into his panties. 
 
    “Oh!” Danny grunted helplessly. 
 
    She wrapped her hands around him and felt him. 
 
    “Oh, that is cute.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s so small. I love it when penises are small. They just feel so cute.” 
 
    She continued kissing him, and suddenly he didn’t care that he was small down there. Not if what he had was making Laura so happy. 
 
    “Are you close?” 
 
    He nodded, and gulped. 
 
    “Good.” She took her hand out of his pants and laughed. “Now you’ll think of me all night long.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Laura ran for her front door. “Don’t masturbate now. Good girls don’t jack off.” 
 
    He stared after her, was frozen for a long moment. Then he remembered his sister and Jenny. 
 
    His cock feeling like it was huge, he tried to adjust it a little, but it was so stiff there was no adjusting. He ran down the sidewalk, They had given him Mary Janes to wear and he listened to the unfamiliar sound of the little shoes tapping on the cement. 
 
    “Well, it’s about time!” 
 
    “Sorry,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Did she do you?” 
 
    And Elize actually groped him. 
 
    His own sister! 
 
    “Nope. Looks like you’re going to have to do it yourself, bro.” 
 
    Jenny took his hand now, and they walked over to the next block. 
 
    “I don’t think he should cum.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    “Because he’s your brother?” 
 
    “Because he’s too young. He should wait a while.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” whispered Danny. 
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
    They reached Jenny’s house, and she kissed Danny on the lips. And her hand brushed against his still hard cock. She breathed into his ear. “Don’t jack off, Danny. Don’t waste it. Who knows, maybe you’ll get lucky. Maybe some girl will want to go all the way with you.” 
 
    Then Jenny ran into her house and Danny and Elize were alone. 
 
    They walked back to their own house and Elize asked, “Do you think you’ll be able to go to school now?” 
 
    “I…I guess.” 
 
    “You’re got three bitchin’ girls behind you. Laura, Jenny and I, we’ll have your back. So…what do you think.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Danny, suddenly feeling a confidence and determination. 
 
    “Good. I’ll help you the rest of the weekend. I’ve got a few other girlfriends who would like to help…” 
 
    “Did you tell everybody about me?” 
 
    “Pretty much. It’s going to be all over town tomorrow. When you go back to school you are going to have a lot of friends.” 
 
    As they walked up the street to their house Danny was in heaven. Girls were liking him. They were feeling his penis. And they even liked the fact that he wasn’t big down there. 
 
    Maybe this dress thing was going to work out after all. 
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    What do you think, dear reader? Should Danny lose his virtue? What will happen when he goes to school and sees Arnold? Will even the girls be able to protect him? 
 
    And, most important, let us know if you would like to hear more about Danny Montgomery and his petticoat punishment. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    On Saturday morning Danny awoke early. He had stayed awake late the night before, talking to his sister about what it meant to be a girl, but he wasn’t tired, he was wired. 
 
    Two days previous he had been an angry, young man, getting in fights, poor grades, and disrespectful around the house. Then his mother had put in petticoat punishment and…he felt totally different. 
 
    At first he had felt hurt and confused, but his sister had worked with him, and he had finally given in and let himself be dressed up as a girl. And when her friends came over they had pushed him even further. 
 
    He got out of bed and looked down at his penis. It pressed out against his chemise. It wasn’t a big penis, his childhood illness had ensured that, but no matter how small, it felt good. That was one of the things Elize, his sister had told him: what does it matter how big your dick is as long as you feel it? 
 
    He stripped out of the chemise, hung it carefully on the back of his closet door, and searched through his drawers for underwear. 
 
    “What are you up for?” He turned and faced his sister, who was yawning at the door. She was wearing her own nightgown, and it was a sexy one. It was flimsy and he had a full view of her breasts. They thrust out and the nipples were hard. Damn! He was actually glad he had a boner when she came in; he didn’t want her to know that she was making his dick pound harder. 
 
    “I can’t help it. I’m just awake.” 
 
    “Well, good, Go back to sleep.” 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    She stretched and considered him. He was an inch or two smaller than her, and he was naked. He was still a little embarrassed being seen naked by her, but now he was starting to embrace it. 
 
    She sighed. “Okay, if you insist. First off, you don’t have too much hair, but any hair is too much.” 
 
    “But I need long hair!” 
 
    She grinned. “Wear the wig and let the head grow. But for the rest, there’s some Nair in the bathroom. Go use that on your whole body. I’ll wait here for you.” 
 
    Danny grinned and trotted past her and headed down the hall for their bathroom. 
 
    Elize groaned, took two steps and flopped onto his bed. She began snoring within ten seconds. 
 
    Danny and Elize shared a bathroom, and that had led to some tension and disagreements, but that time was no more. Now they would be sharing the bathroom as sisters. 
 
    He reached into the medicine cabinet and brought out a white and pink bottle. He read the instructions. Slather on, wait till it burns (20 minutes?) and shower off. Sounded simple enough. 
 
    He wiped the goo over his body, tried his best to get that hard to reach area on his back, and stood in front of the mirror to watch. 
 
    While waiting he studied his face. It was a bit soft. Even though he had played baseball, and done pretty good, his face was an oval. Not a hard chin like his father. 
 
    He chuckled. What would his asshole father think of the fact that he was now wearing dresses? 
 
    He looked at his eyes. They were brown, a bit large for his face, and his skin was good. 
 
    He frowned. Not in unhappiness, but in concentration. He could see his face as girlish. When he had been sick those first couple of years of life this had been the result. A small frame, round features, and an attitude. 
 
    He had hated the world because he wasn’t a manly man. He hadn’t understood, let alone embraced, the idea that he could be feminine. 
 
    He looked down at his penis. The girls called it cute. He had always been ashamed of it, but now…it was cute. 
 
    Suddenly he felt the burn start up over his whole body. He quickly  slipped on a cap to protect his wig, and jumped into the shower and soaped and rinsed. Amazed, he watched hair slide off his body. As Elize had said, he didn’t have much, but it was enough. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and dried himself off. His skin felt incredibly different. Who would have thought that hairlessness would create a unique sensation of the flesh? 
 
    Finally, dried and baby butt naked, he trotted down the hall…and his mother’s bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Hello, dear,” his mother yawned. She was wearing a blue, silk robe and holding the lapels together loosely. He could see her ample breasts bulging behind the thin material. Her nipples were quite prominent. 
 
    He froze. He was completely naked. Yes, she had seen him naked, but…not with a boner. Of course she had felt it yesterday, when she was wrestling him down so as to destroy his last male clothes, but…and she had constantly been glancing at his erection when he had dressed up in girl clothes, but…he was naked! 
 
    But she just smiled, glanced at it, and said, “Nice way to wake up.” 
 
    She stepped forward, hugged him briefly. He felt her nipples press against him, and his little cock poked against her thigh. 
 
    She ignored all that, put her hands to his wig and said, “The girls really did a bang up job.” 
 
    Then she continued down the hallway. It was Saturday and she had the day off. It was normal for her to eat a small breakfast and lounge around and read the paper or watch a little TV. 
 
    Danny watched her slim body descend the stairs. He could see her buns moving up and down, and she had an exciting body. 
 
    He shook his head. Damn! His own mother! What was he thinking? But his boner just kept bobbing. 
 
    He turned and entered his room. Elize was sound asleep on his bed. She hadn’t gotten his clothes ready. He stood and stared at her form. 
 
    God, she was beautiful. And her buns were so round and juicy under the thin material of her nightgown. 
 
    Suddenly, grinning, he slowly lifted her nightgown. He pushed it up to the small of her back and her buns were totally exposed. 
 
    He began rubbing her buns and he whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Oh, baby, it’s just you and me. Come on, honey. Eat my pussy. Oh, yeah. I want to suck you. Oh, baby…” On and on he went softly running his fingers over her rounded buttocks. 
 
    She stirred, she smiled. “Mmmm.” Then her eyes flicked open and she jerked to a sitting position. 
 
    Danny fell on the floor laughing. “Oh, baby! Baby!” 
 
    At first Elize was pissed, but it’s hard to stay angry when somebody else is laughing hysterically. 
 
    “You started mumbling and moaning…just like you were getting ready to have sex.” 
 
    Elize grinned ruefully. “As if you would know what it feels like to ‘get ready to have sex.’ 
 
    He sat up, cross legged, his little cock pocking out. “I do now.” 
 
    She grinned evil and held two fingers up. She brought them together like they were scissors and said, “Snip, snip.” 
 
    He knew exactly what she was referring to. “Hey!” 
 
    “Sauce for the goose, baby bro, is sauce for the gander.” 
 
    Then they both started grinning. 
 
    “Okay, you wanted to get dressed. You want to try a corset today?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I can’t believe Mom actually bought you one, let alone three. But you are really fat.” 
 
    “I am not!” 
 
    “Fatter than a real girl, and you do want to be a real girl, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” this slightly embarrassed him. 
 
    “Come on. Just for a few hours. It might be like the panties and bra, you might like it.” 
 
    He heaved a breath and said, “okay.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie.” She bounced across the room, literally, those big breasts of hers, and opened his dresser drawer. Blue, black or red?” 
 
    “Blue.” 
 
    “Red is sexier.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I like the blue color.” 
 
    Elize picked up the corset and held it for him to look at. 
 
    “First rule of bitches, bro: Dress for somebody else, not yourself.” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    She didn’t really care, so she had him stand up and she placed the corset around his midsection. It was a short one, and he would still need a bra and panties, but it was perfect. His mother had picked his under things carefully. 
 
    “Okay, we attach the clasps like this,” she inserted hooks into eyes up his front. His weenie poked out happily and she slapped it. “You pervert.” 
 
    He grinned. “Takes one to know one.” 
 
    She considered him, then ignored the statement. After all, she wasn’t the one dressing as the opposite sex. 
 
    She had a brief moment of wondering at that; at how she could be so happily helping him in his transvestitism. But only for a moment, and then she smiled. She liked him as a sister ten times better than as a brother. 
 
    As a boy he was insufferable. As a sister he was…charming, and amenable, and even cute. 
 
    “Now, turn around and lay down on your bed.” 
 
    He did so. He had to hump his hips a little as his cock, though small, was poking into the mattress. 
 
    Elize began pulling ties and the corset began to slim down and shape Danny’s body. No, he didn’t have much fat, but what little he had quickly disappeared. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “This is tight.” 
 
    “Language, Danny. You swear again and I’ll hear it and it’ll be 24 hours until you can play your video games.” 
 
    “Wow,” he said, not appropriate of her remark. 
 
    “What?” she grunted as she pulled hard on the laces. 
 
    “I haven’t even thought of playing video games.” 
 
    “Good. You’re pretty unconscious when you play those things.” 
 
    “Unconscious?” 
 
    “Sure. Oblivious to the world. Don’t know where you are. Don’t even know who you are.” 
 
    “That’s not true!” 
 
    “Okay,” she didn’t bother to argue. “But try talking to you when you’re in the zone and it’s like trying to talk to a pear. There. Stand up.” 
 
    He stood up, and he was forced to have proper posture. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Now you’re looking good.” 
 
    He ran down the hall and into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. 
 
    It did look sexy, but it was tight. He returned to his room. “When do I get to breath?” 
 
    “Just take little breaths, you’ll be fine. Here’s your bra. See if you can put it on yourself.” 
 
    He couldn’t, and she laughed as he tried to reach behind himself. “Don’t worry, with practice you’ll get more flexible. Try some yoga, it helps.” She placed the bra around his midsection and fastened it. Then she moved it around his waist, it slid easily over the material of the corset. 
 
    “Okay, arms down, hook up and…zingo bingo.” 
 
    He blinked. “Why didn’t you show me that first?” 
 
    “Didn’t think about it. Here, put in your cups.” 
 
    He slid the breast forms into the cups and bounced on his toes. The breasts forms bounced a little, but his penis bobbed up and down happily. 
 
    “Sweet,” said Elize, noticing his cock, and she handed him panties. 
 
    He pulled them up and his cock poked out through the material. 
 
    “Okay, dress.” She selected a pull over blouse, soft material, more like a sweater, then handed him a pinafore. It was red and came to his boobs. He was stunned at how the dress made his boobs look so big. It was like the top part of the pinafore was designed to frame his boobs. 
 
    Suddenly a sad expression flitted across his face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m jealous of yours. They’re real.” 
 
    “Boob envy, it’s called.” 
 
    “Yeah, well…” 
 
    “So when are you going to ask Mom to spank you?” 
 
    He frowned. “That’s stupid.” 
 
    “Why? Because you deserve it?” 
 
    “I don’t deserve a spanking!” 
 
    Elize sat down on his bed and patted the mattress for him to sit next to her. He did, and she said, “Danny, do you realize how mean and disrespectful you have been?” 
 
    He did realize it, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Besides, you should read some of the stuff on the internet. For a boy to be spanked requires a lot of trust, and it really helps him understand what his place is.” 
 
    “I’m a man, not a boy, and I know my place.” 
 
    “You’re a boy in a dress, and that requires something you have never thought of, let alone experienced.” 
 
    “Has Mom ever really spanked you?” 
 
    “No need. I’m a girl.” 
 
    “But I need a spanking?” 
 
    Elize just nodded somberly. “And the longer you go without…the longer you won’t understand what your place is.” She put her arm around his shoulders, “Bro, I am totally serious when I say that you need this. You need a spanking. You need to be put in your place. Until you. are spanked, until you ask for a spanking, a good one, and get it…you are a lost, little soul.” 
 
    He frowned. “Well, I’ll think about it.” 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “Oh, Goodie! Brush your hair and put on your lipstick. The girls are here. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    Elize ran out the door and Danny sat in thought for a moment. He was thinking about a spanking, and how he was supposed to ask his mother for one. 
 
    Then he heard voices and realized Elize was bringing the girls upstairs. For a second he felt a bit of panic. Then he realized it was probably Laura and Jenny, and they had already seen him. Laura had even felt his penis and called it cute. 
 
    He picked up a hair brush and gently stroked his hair. He listened to the sound of whispery voices and giggles, the Elize brought in Laura and a girl named Tammi. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! This is your brother!” Tammi put her hands to her face and ran to him. “He’s so beautiful! Here, let me tease your hair a bit,” she took his hair brush and began working it over the wig. “She giggled and said, “And where did you get tits, little boy?” 
 
    It was delivered with humor and they all chuckled. 
 
    “They grow on all the girls this year,” Danny confided, keeping his voice breathy and even mysterious. 
 
    The girls all laughed. 
 
    “So what are we going to do with Danny today?” asked Laura. 
 
    Danny’s cock was hidden under the dress, and that was good. It was going crazy, almost as if it knew that here was the person in the room who had stroked him until he nearly came. 
 
    “I thought we might paint his nails and put him in nylons.” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Laura was eyeing him hungrily. “Long, red nails. Kitty cat claws. That would be delish!” 
 
    So it was decided. Elize went to her room and came back with a nail kit and the girls started working. 
 
    Tammi prepared his toenails, sanding them and shaping them, then she began painting them a bright red. She put foam spreaders between his toes and told him not to wiggle his toes. Danny watched in fascination as his toes became pretty and sexy. 
 
    Laura began working on his hands. She prepared his nails, then selected mid length ovals. She glued them on, held each fake nail firmly and looked at him with a smile. “You’re going to have to walk me home more often,” she said. 
 
    Danny turned bright red and Tammi noticed. “What’d you guys do?” 
 
    “I felt his penis.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “It’s really cute. And it’s hard. But it’s so short it felt like a clitoris.” 
 
    “Wow! I want to see!” 
 
    “Stand in line, bitch.” The girls giggled. 
 
    Meanwhile, Elize ran downstairs and into the kitchen where her mother was washing her breakfast dishes. 
 
    “Mom! Can I have some nylons for Danny? I’m out right now.” 
 
    Elizabeth looked at her daughter with a bit of bemusement on her face. “And he’s okay with this?” 
 
    “Mom, he loves it. Petticoat punishment is the best thing you could have done for him.” 
 
    “Really?” That pleased Elizabeth. 
 
    “Really, and, Mom, I’m trying to get him to ask for his spanking.” 
 
    Elizabeth sighed. “Heck, I’m going to have to talk myself into administering it.” 
 
    “You’ve read the stuff on the net. Every sissy needs a good spanking. Lot’s of spankings. It really helps them.” 
 
    “I know, but I’ve never been one for physical punishment. It’s so…archaic.” 
 
    “Maybe so, but if the boy needs it.” 
 
    “Honey, is what we’re doing right?” 
 
    This surprised Elize. “Mom?” She was admonishing as much as anything else. “Of course it is. He needs this!” 
 
    “But he is a boy under it all.” 
 
    “Is he?” 
 
    “He’s got a penis. He’s a son.” 
 
    “But he likes what we’re doing. He likes being a girl, and it’s making him a better person.” 
 
    “Yes, but—“ 
 
    “Mom,” Elize interrupted her mother. “You and I know that when Danny was sick, when he was born, he barely made it. But it also took something from him. He’s never acted like he’s got much testosterone, and he took after Daddy in a way, being mean. Maybe God didn’t mean for him to be a him. Maybe God just set him on a path to really find himself.” 
 
    “You sound like you’re almost jealous.” 
 
    Elize blinked, then, “I guess I am. But maybe that’s why I’m helping him so much. It just feels right to…to convert him. 
 
    Elizabeth mused, “Convert. Like transition or transform. I used to read about things like that and…and I thought mothers were being silly. but now…now I find the shoe is on the other foot. And…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, know this, Mother. Danny is a better person as a girl than he ever was as a boy. Maybe when some time has passed he’ll decide to go back to being a boy. Maybe not. But we’ve set something in motion and it would be unfair not to pursue it to the end. It would be unfair to Danny.” 
 
    Elize was almost glaring, and Elizabeth suddenly chuckled. 
 
    “Well, with that said, my nylons are in my top drawer. I’ve got extra and I’ll buy some more. Let me know if yo need anything else.” 
 
    “Okay, Mom.” Elize suddenly kissed her mother on the cheek. Then, almost as if she was embarrassed by this show of affection, she ran out of the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “These are the prettiest fakes I have ever seen in my life.” 
 
    “It’s almost as if his hands were made for them.” 
 
    The girls oohed and giggled as they applied lacquer to his fingernails. Danny’s hands were now totally feminine. He stared at them in wonder. 
 
    “Be careful when you wipe yourself,” said Tammi. 
 
    They laughed about that, then Elize entered the room. She was holding a pair of nylons. 
 
    “Lift his dress, girls.” 
 
    Laura and Tammi lifted Danny’s pinafore and they could see the garter straps hanging from the corset. They could also see the little point of his cock pushing his panties. 
 
    “Wow,” said Tammi. “That is cute.” 
 
    “I told you. It’s just like a little clitoris.” 
 
    “A big clitoris,” quipped Tammi. “Small penis but big clitoris.” 
 
    Elize had rolled up the nylons and was snapping the snaps over the nylons. Danny’s legs were sleek and sheet. Then he jerked. Tammi had touched his penis. 
 
    “Oh, that’s so cool.” 
 
    “Stroke it.” 
 
    Tammi did. 
 
    Danny gasped. 
 
    “Don’t let him cum, though.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “He’s Elize’s brother.” 
 
    “Well, that doesn’t make any sense, but—“ 
 
    “We want him to be as horny as possible. We’re talking about who gets to deflower him.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “What do you think about that?” Tammi asked Elize. 
 
    “We should have a lottery, charge money for tickets. He could use the money to buy things like make up and jewelry.” 
 
    Tammi and Laura looked at each other and were immediately excited. 
 
    “There’s probably a hundred girls in school that would go for that.” 
 
    “Buy as many tickets as you want if you want a bigger chance.” 
 
    “Really?” asked Danny. The eager tone of his voice cracked them up and the girls all laughed hysterically. When they calmed down Elize said, “You know, this has got to be the best secret in the world. If any parent finds out about this…” 
 
    “Right. And…senior class only?” 
 
    “Yes. We don’t want any statutory charges if somebody finds out. So 18 and above only.” 
 
    “What about college girls?” 
 
    “Nah. Let them find their own virgin.” The all snickered at that. Everybody knew that by the time a girl entered college they were never a virgin. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get organized on this. We’ll treat it like a business. We only talk to girls we agree can be trusted to keep their mouths shut. We keep records, but we keep them hidden, and if a parent ever questions any of us we have to make story that will hold.” 
 
    “All right, and…” Laura turned to Danny. “Are you okay with this?” 
 
    “Uh, sure!” But he was looking at her with longing, and she understood instantly. 
 
    “Oh, honey, I’d love to be the one to pop your cherry, and I’ll buy extra tickets. Lots of tickets.  But if I’m not the one to de-virginize you, then I’ll be the second one.” 
 
    “Well, okay.” 
 
    Laura reached up under his dress and grabbed his penis. “And, get used to it, everybody is going to want to feel your cute, little cock. Everybody is going to need to want to feel the merchandise.” 
 
    Danny nodded. He wanted Laura, but he simply ‘wanted.’  
 
    “Okay, enough chit chat. Stand up, Danny. Let’s see how your nylons look.” 
 
    Danny stood up and they all stood back and inspected him. 
 
    “Oh, perfect.” 
 
    “I wish my legs looked that good.” 
 
    “Danny, you ‘da girl’.” 
 
    Danny blushed. 
 
    “Okay, shoes!” 
 
    Elize ran into her room and back. She was holding high heels. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” chortled Laura. 
 
    Danny sat on the bed and put the high heels on. They were shiny black and open toed. His pretty red toenails could be seen. The girls buckled the little straps around his heels and the shoes were firmly in place. 
 
    “Okay, Danny boy.” 
 
    “Danny girl,” said Laura, beaming at him. 
 
    “Take your baby steps.” 
 
    Danny stood up, and almost fell over. He flailed and the girls held his arms.  
 
    His feet felt totally stretched out. It wasn’t comfortable, but it wasn’t bad, either. He took a step and his ankles wobbled. His knees were shaking, and his hips felt like they were on a hill. 
 
    “Small steps, baby bro,” advised Elize. 
 
    He walked across the room, held up by the girls. He walked out into the hallway and grabbed the railing with one hand. Supporting himself he walked down the length of the hallway. Every step got easier. He turned around and came back, taking his hand off the rail every once in a while. 
 
    “Let’s go downstairs and show Mom.” 
 
    The girls helped him down the stairs. That was awkward because of the extra height of the heels, but he made it to the bottom of the stairs. At that point Elizabeth came out of the kitchen. “What in the world is all this…Danny!” She noticed his extra height and looked at his feet. She smiled. “Oh, my. That really looks good.” 
 
    Danny grinned. His cock had gone down a little while he was walking down the stairs, but now it was back up again. Seeing his mother in the blue robe, her nipples, and having her compliment him…it was the nicest thing that had ever happened to him. 
 
    Elizabeth walked around her son. “Wow. That really is amazing. 
 
    Danny just kept grinning wider and wider. 
 
    In the back of his mind, in spite of his smiling, was the thought: spanking. 
 
    But this wasn’t the moment to bring it up. Besides, he wasn’t totally convinced. He was going to have to do some looking on the internet to find out what spanking really did for a guy. 
 
    Or for a girl. 
 
    And he wondered whether it would make him more feminine. 
 
    Then his mother frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What, Mrs. Montgomery?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not being critical, but…” 
 
    “Out with it, Mom.” 
 
    “He needs make up.” 
 
    There was a moment while the girls figuratively slapped their foreheads and murmured, ‘Of course!’ ‘We were so busy we didn’t think…’ 
 
    “Danny, have a seat at the dining table. Elize, go get his make up kit. Girls, gather around.” 
 
    Two minutes later they were all seated at the table, chattering and watching as Elizabeth opened up the kit. 
 
    “Now I know you girls will know most of this stuff, if not all, but I’ve worked as a beautician…so this is how you cleanse his pores.” 
 
    Elizabeth used little sponges and scrubbed his face. “You all know this is how you get rid of the grease in his pores.” 
 
    When she was done Danny felt like his face was fresh and finally breathing. 
 
    “Now, the primer. When you apply this you should follow certain lines…” She applied the primer to his face. It removed imperfections, smoothed his face out, made it seem somehow rounder. 
 
    “Now then…when you…” 
 
    Elizabeth went on and on, taking her time, and the girls all watched carefully. All of them were accomplished at make up, but this was lessons from a pro. 
 
    “After the foundation you need to put color back on his face. The foundation is like a canvas, but now you have to paint your masterpiece.” 
 
    She brushed on blush and began working on his eyes. She plucked his eyebrows, making very nice arches over his eyes. She very careful colored the eyes, making them just dark enough to make his eyes pop, just light enough that he wasn’t sluttish. 
 
    “Now, girls, who wants to work on his eyelashes?” 
 
    There were volunteers and Danny marveled, and reached new heights of horniness, as they curled his lashes and added mascara. Finally, they were done. 
 
    “Okay, the pièce de résistance, let’s let Danny do this himself.” 
 
    “Don’t you think she should do it?” blurted Laura. 
 
    Elizabeth was silent and considered the girl. She looked at Danny. “Would you like to be referred to as he or her?” 
 
    Danny really didn’t know. He hadn’t thought about it. He finally said, “Whichever you feel I am.” 
 
    There were nods at his statement, and Elizabeth realized that this feminization was maturing her son. Or daughter. 
 
    “Lordy,” murmured Elizabeth, “I really don’t know, but…I’ll just address you as the whim moves me, and you let me know what you like or don’t like.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” 
 
    Elizabeth almost cried at that point. He was maturing so rapidly. Yesterday he had been a rude, little creep. Now he was thinking, figuring things out, and was considerate of what other people thought. 
 
    But she held the tears in and handed Danny the lipstick. 
 
    Danny looked at the little, golden tube. 
 
    “It has plumping agents in it, so your lips will sting, but they will also grow a little plumper.” 
 
    Elize took a small mirror out of the make up kit and held it for him. 
 
    Danny turned the base and a pillar of red grew out of the tube. 
 
    The girls started chanting. 
 
    “Go! Go! Go!” 
 
    Danny held the lipstick to his mouth, watched the mirror, and rolled the red over his lips. 
 
    The girls cheered, and Danny smacked his lips like he had seen his mother do. 
 
    His cock set an all time record for being hard. No, he wasn’t big, but if hardness had counted for anything he had a world class dick. 
 
    Elizabeth sat back and stared at her son. Her daughter. So beautiful. And he was becoming polite and considerate. Once again she blessed petticoat punishment for the changes being wrought in her son. 
 
    The girls were all hugging him, and he looked happier than she had ever seen him. 
 
    “So what are you girls going to do now?” 
 
    “We’re off to the mall, Mom.” 
 
    “Aha!” Elizabeth raised her eyebrows. “I should have known.” 
 
    “Can we get his ears pierced?” 
 
    The girls all looked at her with begging eyes. She almost laughed, then said, “I would say that’s up to him. No tattoos, though.” 
 
    “Oh, you spoil all our fun!” teased Elize. “We were going to have a big spider tattooed on his cheek, like it was crawling out of his eye.” 
 
    “Ack!” shrieked Elizabeth. 
 
    With that the girls gathered purses, and one was handed to Danny. It held lipstick and a compact and not much else. It looked so cute hanging on his shoulder by a long strap. 
 
    “Okay, Mrs. Montgomery, we’ll see you later.” 
 
    Elizabeth bid the girls good bye. The front door closed and she watched the quartet of young ladies saunter down the front walk. They were all so pretty, and Danny was the prettiest. He looked awkward, but that would pass with time. 
 
    She dried an eye, and the girls were around the hedge and out of sight. 
 
    What a day. What a day. 
 
    She headed upstairs to get dressed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    The four girls, actually three girls and one boy, walked along the sidewalk. It was a mile to the mall, and Danny was glad they had let him wear Mary Janes. They weren’t comfortable for a long hike, but they were ten times better than heels. 
 
    As they walked they discussed Danny’s deflowering. 
 
    “A dollar a ticket,” said Tammi. 
 
    “Five dollars a ticket,” responded Laura. 
 
    “They settled on two dollars a ticket. High school kids would eagerly buy as many tickets as they could, but they weren’t rich.  
 
    Next was whether they should film it or not. 
 
    “Danny and whoever are going to need a video for memories.” 
 
    “And if the police ever get the video we all go to jail.” 
 
    It was decided that there would be no videos. 
 
    Then the subject of where and when came up, and that was easily handled. Danny’s room when Elizabeth was at work. 
 
    Danny was dazed by all this talk. He was going to lose his virginity, but it sounded like such a big production. He didn’t say anything, however. He knew he was lucky and he should just let it happen. 
 
    They reached mall and crossed the big parking lot. There were a zillion cars and the girls picked their way through the endless rows and entered the mall. 
 
    They were on the far end, where the food court lay, and they sauntered through the mall. They stopped at kiosks and tried on sunglasses. Danny liked the sunglasses, he could see they really helped his look, but it seemed a shame to cover up his eyes after they had been made up so well. 
 
    They wandered through dress shops, holding dresses up to their fronts and snickering or admiring as the look affected them. 
 
    They spent a long time in a shoe store arguing over sandals, and Danny finally walked outside and looked at the mall. 
 
    Thousands of people, and none of them knew he was a boy. They thought he was a girl. They looked at him and didn’t see a tough kid who was a bully in training, they saw a gentle girl who got along with people. 
 
    He turned and looked up the mall. To one side was a gaming store. It was filled with boys looking cool. Their pants low, their sweat shirts baggy, laughing and smoking and being…cool. 
 
    And Danny realized that was it not for the girls, and this petticoat punishment, he would be down there. Swaggering like he really was tough. Acting cool. What he thought was cool. 
 
    But was it really cool? He didn’t see any girls there, so who were they trying to impress. 
 
    And he thought about it: these guys weren’t interested in girls, or grades, or anything but immersing themselves in a make believe world. 
 
    For the first time in his life Danny thought about who he was, and he didn’t like what he was seeing. 
 
    He had been an imaginary tough guy sniping imaginary enemy soldiers and thinking that made him important. 
 
    Yet…wearing these sissy clothes made him feel a lot more real. For the first time in ages he felt like he was encountering real emotions, actually living life. He hadn’t done that since he played in Little League. 
 
    What had happened to him? 
 
    What had—he spun around. Arnold and three of his friends had come out of the gaming store. They were walking like they owned the world, and they were walking towards him. 
 
    Danny dodged back into the shoe store and sidled up to the girls. Elize looked at him and knew something was up. “What?” 
 
    “Arnold and his friends,” he whispered. 
 
    She nodded. “Don’t worry. They won’t come in here. We’ll just wait them out.” 
 
    “He might not have even seen me.” 
 
    “I’m proud of you, bro. That’s pretty brave avoiding a fight.” 
 
    Danny blinked, on one hand that made no sense. How could he be brave for running? On the other hand, it was responsible to avoid a fight. While the girls finished talking about sandals and other things he waited, and he started to understand some of what Elize had been talking about the other night. 
 
    Fighting didn’t make a man, being kind, and that meant responsible…that made a man. 
 
    Finally, enough time had passed, the girls were ready to hit the food court, they sauntered out of the shoe store. Giggling and joking they walked down the mall. They walked around a kiosk, Laura and Elize on one side, Danny and Tammi on the other. When they were furthest apart, and the view blocked by the kiosk, Danny suddenly felt something hit his foot. His right leg got tangled behind his left and he went down in a belly flop. 
 
    Tammi gave an eek and was pushed to the side. 
 
    Danny rolled over and looked back. 
 
    Arnold stood over him, “I thought that was you, sissy. You thought you could hide, but it’s time we settled up.” he rubbed his nose. “You hit me, and now I’m going to get some payback.” 
 
    One of his friends was behind Arnold, and his other two friends were keeping Tammi from coming forward. 
 
    “Leave him alone!” She yelled. 
 
    Danny got up. He had dirt on his sleeves and he brushed himself off. 
 
    “Well, sissy? You gonna fight?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Arnold slapped him. “How about now.” 
 
    “Real men don’t fight, Arnold.” 
 
    “Hah! Look who’s talking about real men.” 
 
    “Elize! Laura!” 
 
    On the other side of the Kiosk the two girls looked around and saw Arnold. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” mumbled Elize, and she began pushing through the crowd. 
 
    Arnold sneered and punched Danny in the belly. Danny bent over and knelt on the ground. The punch had been hard, but he wasn’t hurt, just had to breath for a second. 
 
    “How about now, sissy?” 
 
    Danny struggled to his feet. “Nope.” 
 
    Arnold looked ready to come in again, but Elize and Laura arrived. Arnold’s third friend grabbed Laura and held her back. 
 
    Elize got between Arnold and Danny. 
 
    “Get out of here you fucking bully!” 
 
    Arnold laughed, put his hand on Elize’s face and shoved. 
 
    Elize went back, but Danny went forward. He punched Arnold right square in the nose, and it was a beaut. Arnold sat right on his butt and grabbed his nose in surprise. Blood leaked out, and Arnold brought his hand up in surprise. He saw the blood and stood up. His eyes were filled with rage. It didn’t help that somebody in the crowd yelled, “He’s getting his ass kicked by a girl!” 
 
    And the mall police arrived at that instant. One of the mall cops hooked Arnold’s arm as he punched, the other one moved the kids to the side and yelled for the crowd to keep moving. 
 
    “He hit me!” yelled Arnold. 
 
    “Who? That little girl?” The mall cop was chuckling, and that Arnold all the madder. 
 
    “That’s a guy! It’s a sissy!” 
 
    The cop looked at Danny, who was following the other kids to the side of the mall. “Well, that sissy sure punched you. Now knock it off or I’ll get the city police down here and we can see about assault and battery.” 
 
    Arnold struggled to get free, and finally the two cops moved all the kids, plus Danny and Arnold, down to their mall location. It wasn’t a big office and the kids all sat and stood and glared at each other. 
 
    Elize kept sniping at the boys who had followed Arnold. “Pretty brave the way you grabbed me. Do you grab girls all the time?” 
 
    That pissed the boys off and shamed them at the same time. 
 
    Laura laughed at Arnold. “Your nose is big and red. Did you run into a girl?” 
 
    The other girls were snickering. 
 
    “Knock it off, kids,” one of the mall cops said, though he was chuckling. 
 
    Elizabeth wasn’t chuckling when she arrived. None of the other parents seemed to happy, either, though Arnold’s father looked around as if he was ready to hit somebody. 
 
    “I’m in charge of these girls. Their parents are at work, but we all live in the same neighborhood and I will be responsible.” 
 
    “Who hit you?” the older Arnold, his name was the same, asked his son. 
 
    “He did!” Arnold pointed at Danny. 
 
    At that moment Elizabeth moved in on Danny. “I thought you were changing. And you get in a fight. What am I supposed to do? Nothing. seems to work.” 
 
    “Mom!”  
 
    “Mrs. Montgomery!” 
 
    But Elizabeth was too pissed off to hear the girls. “I trust you, I provide for you, and you can’t get over your male bullshit.” To swear she had to be really mad. 
 
    Danny just sat and looked at her. He felt guilty because he had hit Arnold. Even though there was nothing else he could do. 
 
    Six feet away Arnold Sr. was berating Arnold Jr. “You let a girl hit you?” 
 
    “But it’s not a girl! He’s a guy!” 
 
    Arnold Sr. turned and glared at Danny. “Are you a man?” 
 
    Elize said, “Fuck you, fat ass.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s mouth opened in shock, but before she could say anything the police walked in. 
 
    Two no nonsense cops. Not mall cops hired to provide presence but having no real authority 
 
    “Okay,” said the senior of the cops, a sergeant. “I want one person to tell me what happened. No one else will talk or I will cuff you and put you in the back of the police car while the adults sort this out.” 
 
    That put a damper on the chatter. 
 
    Elize raised her hand. “I can tell you what happened. I saw it and I was involved.” 
 
    The cop looked around and nobody objected. Arnold Sr. looked like he wanted to say something, but he managed to hold still. 
 
    “Okay, young lady. Speak up.” 
 
    Elize stood up. “We girls, and that’s my brother,” she pointed at Danny, who immediately turned eighteen shades of red, “we were walking through the mall. Danny punched Arnold,” she pointed at Arnold, “at school. Arnold decided to get back at Danny. He slapped him, and he punched him, and Danny refused to fight. He got in big trouble for fighting before and he doesn’t want to fight anymore. But Arnold kept pushing, and when I stepped between them and told Arnold Danny didn’t want to fight Arnold pushed me in the face. That was when Danny hit Arnold. He was defending me.” 
 
    Her words had come out in a rush, but they were intelligible and they told the story. 
 
    The cop looked around. Everybody was silent. The girls nodded. The boys hung their heads. 
 
    Then Arnold Sr. said, “Did you really push her face?” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t—“ 
 
    Arnold Sr. slapped Arnold Jr. on the back of the head. 
 
    “None of that!” The sergeant moved in quickly. 
 
    Elizabeth was confused. She had been sure, but the way Elize had described it…“Do they have video?” 
 
    The cop nodded. “Now that’s an idea. George, can you pull the video up for where the fight occurred? 
 
    The mall cop named George nodded and sat down behind a computer. 
 
    Arnold Sr. and Elizabeth crowded in behind the cops. 
 
    On the far wall where the girls sat Laura whispered to Danny. “You were brave. I can’t wait to do really nasty things to you.” 
 
    Danny’s looked at her and he wanted to grin. 
 
    “Hell, too bad you’re my brother. I’d suck you off myself.” 
 
    That made Danny blink. He hadn’t thought when he had punched Arnold. He had just reacted to a threat to his sister. 
 
    Behind the console the adults watched the drama unwind. They saw Danny confronted, slapped, punched, and refusing to fight. They watched as Elize arrived and got pushed in the face. Then Danny uncorked his punch and Arnold went down. The shock on his face was obvious even with the grainy quality of the video. 
 
    One of the cops chuckled, “Damn.” Then he straightened his face up. 
 
    “Wait until I get you home,” Arnold Sr. muttered, eyeing his son across the room. 
 
    “Okay,” said the sergeant finally. He was talking to the adults, but the kids could hear him. “It looks like an excitable bit of nothing. I doubt anybody wants to press charges.” 
 
    The adults all murmured in the negative. 
 
    “Then how about we all shake hands and go home.” 
 
    That was agreeable. Arnold even shook hands with Elizabeth and apologized, to which Elizabeth was very gracious.  
 
    “Okay, kids. File out. I’ll take you all home,” Elizabeth announced. 
 
    The boys went with Arnold and headed for the entrance to the mall. Elizabeth and the girls headed for the food court. 
 
    “Oh, damn!” blurted Tammi. “We didn’t get Danny’s ear pierced.” 
 
    Elizabeth, though her children and the girls had been proven innocent, was still not happy. This was not the way she wanted to spend a day off. “Language,” she snapped. 
 
    The girls were silent as they walked through the food court. “I’m hungry,” whispered Laura. 
 
    Elizabeth fixed her with a glare and Laura shut up. 
 
    They walked through the parking lot and got into Elizabeth’s SUV. The doors shut, Elizabeth started up the car and then just sat there. The air conditioning cooled everybody off, and Elizabeth turned to face them. 
 
    “I’m still mad. But I understand what went down, and we can all agree to get over it. I’ll even try not to be angry.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mrs Montgomery.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mom.” 
 
    “But I think you’ll all agree that a little situational awareness could have gone a long way. If you could have avoided Arnold and his friends…that would have solved everything before it happened.” 
 
    The girls agreed, and were properly chastened. Elizabeth backed up and headed for the exit. 
 
    They turned onto the main road and everybody was silent. 
 
    Danny was in the back and he turned to Elizabeth and said, “You swore.” 
 
    The car was silent, it was like the set up to a punch line, it was electric. 
 
    And Danny delivered the punch line. “Fat ass.” 
 
    Nobody moved, nobody said anything, then Elizabeth broke. She snorted so hard she almost choked, then she was laughing. Then they were all laughing. Hysterically. Knee slapping, gut busting, roll on the floor laughter. 
 
    They laughed all the way home. 
 
      
 
    Danny was in his room. He knew he had 24 hours, and probably more, before he could play video games. But, oddly, he didn’t care. He was content to lay on his back and read Grace Mansfield on his cell phone. Elize had downloaded three stories to his phone because he had defended her so bravely. 
 
    He was at peace with himself. He had tried not to fight, and if Arnold hadn’t pushed Elize he would have succeeded. After all those years of fighting and acting like an idiot…it felt pretty good. 
 
    In her room, Elize was working on her computer. She was telling the tale of the great Mall Shoot Out to all her friends. Come this time tomorrow Arnold wouldn’t have a friend in town. She didn’t stop to think that this might have unwanted effects, she was too hyped up for that. Besides, even if she hadn’t said her piece, Laura and Tammi were saying theirs. 
 
    Downstairs Elizabeth was sipping wine and thinking about what had happened. 
 
    Her boy had behaved himself. He had tried to avoid a fight, even though he was physically struck. Now that was progress. She almost wished she could go out and buy him some ice cream or something. But that wouldn’t have been entirely appropriate. 
 
    Laying on his bed, at peace with himself, Danny yet had a problem. He had punched somebody, and even though he was vindicated, it made him think about the spanking he was supposed to ask for. 
 
    But why? 
 
    But he felt guilty, and like only a spanking would help. 
 
    But would it? 
 
    What good would it do if his mother spanked him? 
 
    Even if it was as tough as she described, belts and whips or whatever, so what? What would that do to him? Or for him? 
 
    Yet…it kept bugging him, and his mind kept turning to it. 
 
    Suddenly his cell phone rang. He didn’t know the number and almost didn’t answer, but he did, and he was glad he did. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hey, Danny. this is Laura, can you talk?” 
 
    He sat up and adjusted his panties. The books had given him a boner, and now Laura hd actually called him. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Gosh, you really were brave. I wanted to go kick fat ass Arnold in the fat ass, picking on you that way.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Have you been thinking about who you’re going to lose your virginity to?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Of course you have. I really wish it could be me. I mean, I’ll buy all sorts of tickets, I’ll have a good chance, but there’s a possibility it won’t be me. Is that okay?” 
 
    “I’d really like it to be you. Should I refuse if it’s somebody else?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh. No! Whoever gets you gets you fair and square.” 
 
    “Well, okay.” 
 
    “Besides, we’ll have plenty of opportunity to, uh, do things afterwards.” 
 
    “I’d like that. But you won’t be angry if I have to fuck somebody else?” 
 
    “Nope. This is a golden opportunity for you, and I’ll love you no matter what. Of course, I might act a little funny, but I’ll get over that.” 
 
    And so they talked, for hours, and Danny felt better and better. When he hung up he was on top of the world. Laura had said she loved him.  
 
    It was getting late now, and Danny closed his phone and put it on the charger. 
 
    He undressed, hung his clothes up neatly, and put on his chemise. 
 
    In just two days he had become totally comfortable with girl’s clothes. He looked down at his teeny weeny and grinned. The head was being rubbed by the material and it was bobbing like nobody’s business. 
 
    Heysoos, he wanted to masturbate. But the girls had told him not to. Elize had explained it all, and Laura had told him to save himself for the big de-flowering. 
 
    So he didn’t. 
 
    But he couldn’t stop thinking about a spanking. 
 
     
 
    Sunday morning and once again Danny was up bright and early. He took a quick shower, in the downstairs bathroom so as not to wake anybody. 
 
    He selected panties and underwear, decided not to try the corset today, it was cool, but he decided not to. He pulled on his underwear, wished he could wear nylons again, those were really cool, too, but, again, he decided not to. 
 
    He was thinking about spankings. 
 
    He put on a summer dress, mauve with little white birds that you couldn’t even tell were birds on it. It felt cool and comfortable, and his tits really stuck out. 
 
    He wanted to try the make up, but he figured he should wait for Elize to help him with that. 
 
    Or his mother. 
 
    That was a blinker. He needed his mother to help him. He had gotten so used to being rude that it was a surprise to recognize that he needed her. 
 
    Sure, as a boy he was pretty self sufficient. But as a girl he had to rely on others, and that was teaching him things. 
 
    Dressed, he went to Elize’s room and peeked in. She was sleeping, snoring like a ‘fat ass,’ which made him suppress a giggle. 
 
    He tip toed in and picked up her laptop. Hopefully she hadn’t changed her password. He tiptoed out. 
 
    Inside his own room, laying on his bed, he looked up ‘do boys need to be spanked.’ 
 
    He found an enormous amount of material on petticoating and spanking. Interestingly, the scientific types all said no, and they all sounded like they wanted to be spanked. 
 
    Then there were the others, men and woman who craved spanking. They talked about it like it was a religious experience, how they had changed and realized so many things. 
 
    He read stories and personal experiences. He came across sites with photos and even poems. 
 
    Finally, he closed the laptop and went into deep thought. 
 
    Suddenly his door opened. “Have you…oh, there it is.” Eliza, wearing her sexy negligee again, came in and took her computer. 
 
    “Hey,” he said.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I think I might ask Mom to spank me.” 
 
    Elize stared at him, then she bent over and gave him a big hug. Pressed her breasts against him. Then she went back to her own room. 
 
    He went downstairs and fixed breakfast. He was munching on sausage and waffles when his mother entered the room. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    “Hi, Mom.” 
 
    She went about fixing her own breakfast and he sat and watched her. She was so damned sexy in her robe, and his cock was standing up and saluting. But he was still thinking about other things. 
 
    She suddenly turned around and leaned against the sink. Her robe was half open and he could see her beautiful legs and the swell of her breasts. 
 
    “I swear! I can feel your eyes on my flesh. What the heck are you thinking so hard about?” 
 
    For a long second Danny just sat there, his mouth looking like it wanted to talk, feeling like it wanted to talk. His mother cocked her head and waited. 
 
    “Mom, I got in a fight yesterday.” 
 
    “Yes, but…” at the expression on his face she knew he wasn’t done and she stopped talking. 
 
    “And I got in fights at school and I played hooky and didn’t do my homework. I’ve been rude to you and Elize, and…” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “Maybe I need that spanking.” 
 
    His mother nodded, then came and sat down opposite him. 
 
    “This is a big step. And it’s going to hurt. I will use a hair brush on you this first time, and when you’re done you’re going to be crying and you definitely won’t be sitting down.” 
 
    “I borrowed Elize’s computer this morning and looked up all sorts of stuff about spanking. I know it’s going to hurt—I want it to hurt. I have been so bad…I need…I need to be spanked. 
 
    Elizabeth placed her hand over his. She marveled at his pretty fingernails. He looked so beautiful with long hair. 
 
    And she knew his cock was rigid. 
 
    And she knew that it was rigid for her…and she was okay with that. Boys must go through things to be men. 
 
    “If you’re sure then I will give you a spanking. We should probably do it soon so you have time to recover by tomorrow.” 
 
    Tomorrow, when he went back to school. 
 
    He nodded. “I’m ready when you are.” 
 
    “Okay. Let me eat my breakfast, then I’ll call you up to my room.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Why don’t you go upstairs. Take everything off and put on your chemise. Wait for me.” 
 
    Danny nodded and started to get up, but his mother stopped him. She put her hand around his neck and pulled his head down. She kissed the center of his forehead. He looked down and saw her breasts exposed in her robe. His cock throbbed, then she let him go and he went upstairs. 
 
    He stopped in Elize’s room. She was working on her laptop and she looked at him. 
 
    “I asked for my spanking.” 
 
    Elize nodded and smiled and gave him a thumbs up. 
 
    Danny continued to his room. He took off all his clothes and put on the chemise. He sat on the edge of the bed and waited. He didn’t lay down. He was nervous, but he wasn’t scared. He had been bad, and this would help make up for it. 
 
    After fifteen minutes he heard his mother walk past his room. 
 
    He waited about five minutes longer, then she tapped on his door and opened it. 
 
    He looked up at her. 
 
    “I’d like to talk to you, Danny.” 
 
    Danny stood up and followed her down the hall to her bedroom. 
 
    Elizabeth had a big bed. At the bottom of the bed was a chest, and she sat down on the chest. 
 
    Danny faced her. His Chemise did nothing to cover him. His penis was poking out. His face was red. He deserved this. 
 
    “Please remove your chemise Put it on the bed.” 
 
    He took off the thin garment and placed it on her bed. He was naked and he was so nervous he was almost ready to cry before she even started. 
 
    “Please lay across my lap.” 
 
    She was so formal, and that unnerved him even as it reassured him. 
 
    He lay across her lap. His penis was poking on her thigh and she spread her legs momentarily so his penis could slip between her thighs. 
 
    She picked up the hair brush with one hand and rubbed his bottom with her other hand. 
 
    “I don’t know how long I will spank you, but it will be long. This is therapeutic for me, as well as you. I have a lot of anger in me because of the way you’ve acted.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mom,” he was trying desperately not to blubber. 
 
    She rubbed his buns and said, “It’s okay if you cry. Are you ready?” 
 
    He nodded, gulped, and said, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Danny lurched, was surprised at how much it hurt. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The hairbrush was hard, there was no give, and Elizabeth was a strong, young woman. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Danny wasn’t sure when he started to cry, but when the tears came they came hard. He didn’t cry loudly, he just blubbered and sobbed and the tears rolled down his cheeks. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His legs kicked out, the pain was accumulating and his ass was burning up. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She had one hand holding a leg so he wouldn’t fall off her lap. Her arm kept going up and down, up and down. 
 
    Suddenly he became aware of his penis. It was rubbing between her thighs. It felt heavenly. 
 
    In the middle of all this pain he felt the pleasure, and that was the moment everything changed for him. That was the moment the spanking became more than punishment. It became almost a divine guidance. 
 
    He cried, and his penis wiggled between her legs, and he couldn’t stop, and he wanted more pain….more… 
 
    The spanking continued for a long time, she really did have a lot of emotion stored up, but she finally stopped. 
 
    She sighed, and she placed her hands on his buns and started rubbing them.  
 
    He continued to sob, and she paused and squirted some lotion in her hands. She began to rub again, and this time the pain was leeched out by the lotion. 
 
    She soothed him and soothed him, and finally she helped him sit up. She held him then, and he wrapped his arms around her. His face was against her neck and his tears made her robe wet, but it was okay. Everything was okay. 
 
    Slowly, his tears dried up. Then he was just clinging to her, being held by her. He could feel her breasts against him, and, wonder of wonders, his penis wasn’t hard. It was soft. After these past days of being totally out of control it felt…empty. 
 
    “All right, honey. Time for you to go get dressed.” 
 
    He stood up and stared at her. She was so beautiful. Then he looked down at her lap. There was a big wet spot. “Did I…do that?” 
 
    “You did, honey, and it’s okay. You’ve had your spanking, and when you need another one I’ll give it to you. But for right now, run along. Maybe take a shower and get dressed. 
 
    Danny walked out of the room, and it was hard walking. His ass felt like it was exploding. 
 
    Yet, it wasn’t bad. After all, he had deserved it. Now if he could only figure out how to deserve one without being a bad son. 
 
    He walked into this room, and a moment later he heard his mother head downstairs. 
 
    Then his door opened. 
 
    “Holy heysoos!” whispered Elize. “She really laid into you!” 
 
    “Was it a long time?” 
 
    “God, yes! And I could hear those smacks…they could probably heard them on the next block. 
 
    Danny sniffed and nodded, then he was on his feet, crying some more and hugging his sister. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” he kept saying. 
 
    Elize was surprised, then she smiled and held him. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
 
    Then, when he was once again cried out, she said, “Are you going to be able to go to school tomorrow?” 
 
    “I’m going to have to.” 
 
    “Well, lay down. I’ll get the lotion and give your ass a rub.” 
 
    Elizabeth had already soothed him, but he laid down. That was a world class spanking and he needed some world class soothing. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
      
 
      
 
    What do you think, dear reader? Was that spanking worth it? Is he going to lose his virtue to a girl as yet unnamed? Will Arnold come after him at school? 
 
    The first part of this story is on Amazon as ‘I Feminized My Son.’ Look around for it, and let me know if you would like to hear more about Danny Montgomery and his petticoat punishment. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Danny woke up early on Monday morning. He lay there for a moment, he was going to have to go to school as a girl. He was going to wear female underwear and a dress. He had a wig, and he had a feeling his girlfriends were going to ambush him and make him wear make up. 
 
    The principal had said she was going to make an exception to the dress code so he could come to school.  
 
    Arnold was going to be waiting for him, and he and his friends would show him no mercy. 
 
    He was actually okay with all that stuff, but this would be going to school, not just hanging with the girls. 
 
    Danny’s mind went back a couple of days to the start of this crazy adventure. 
 
    He had hit Arnold and the principal was going to expel him, then his sister came up with the crazy idea of petticoat punishment. Now he was dressing like a girl. 
 
    Oh, man. 
 
    He started to get up, then groaned and lay back down. He had forgotten the spanking his mother had given him. Oh, man, his ass felt like King Kong had used it for a drum. 
 
    Well, he had asked for it. 
 
    His door opened and his sister, Elize, poked her head in the door. “You awake?” 
 
    “I am now,” he groaned. 
 
    Elize chuckled and entered the room. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “My ass. Oh, man. How am I going to do this?” 
 
    “Elize went to his dresser and picked up a bottle of lotion she had left there. She sat down and pulled his covers off and lifted his chemise. She quirted goop in her hand and gently began rubbing his ass. 
 
    “Oh, God! Thank you.” 
 
    “Man, you’re bruised. Mom really whaled the tar out of you.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “I guess you’ll be a good girl from here on out.” 
 
    “Better than being a bad boy.” 
 
    For long minutes her soft hands soothed his injured buttocks.  It felt good, and it also gave him a boner. Finally she grabbed his arm and said, “Let’s go. Moving around is going to be the best medicine.” 
 
    Danny struggled up, and though his butt felt better for her ministrations it still hurt like the dickens. 
 
    “Keep moving. I’ll get your underwear.” 
 
    Danny stood in the center of the room and shifted from foot to foot and swayed. 
 
    Elize opened his drawers and selected panties and bra. She leaned down and helped him put one foot in, then the other. She pulled the panties up his legs and gently pulled it over his butt. 
 
    He groaned, but once it was in place he felt better. 
 
    “Okay, bra.” 
 
    “Are you going to make me wear the breast forms?” He looked at the bra in her hand. 
 
    “Absolutely. You’re going to walk into that school loud and proud. If you’re a victim they’ll laugh at you. If you walk in like you own the place then you will.” 
 
    She hooked the bra in the back and stuffed his breast forms into the cups. 
 
    Danny looked down at his chest. Damn. That was cool. 
 
    Elize went into his closet and selected a blouse and summer dress. “This will be loose on you. Less pressure for your poor ass.” 
 
    “You know,” said Danny as she pulled the garment over his head. “When Mom was spanking me I squirted.” 
 
    Elize paused in surprise. “Like you had an orgasm?” 
 
    “No. I didn’t feel an orgasm, but I leaked semen all over her leg, and afterwards my dick was actually soft.” 
 
    “No,” mocked Elize. “The Energizer Bunny couldn’t get it up?” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “So why are you telling me this.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s just…since this petticoat punishment started weird things are happening.” 
 
    “Like you’re enjoying it. 
 
    He nodded. “There’s that.” 
 
    “Well, that’s interesting, but let’s finish getting ready for school.” 
 
    “Should I wear nylons?” 
 
    “Yep. That’s in the dress code.” Lots of girls wear them, and they look so cool.” 
 
    That was good. He liked nylons. 
 
    “What about make up?” 
 
    “That’s a toughie. Some girls wear a little, and sometimes they get away with it. But they’re going to be inspecting the hell out of you. I would say a little pink lipstick. That’s about as far as I would go.” 
 
    Danny nodded. Make up was weird. He liked it, but he felt funny in it. And his face always felt…trapped. That was the only way to put it. 
 
    “Okay, slick. You can wear athletic—never mind.” She had seen the condition of his sneakers. “Better wear the Mary Janes.” 
 
    Danny managed to slip his feet into the pretty, black shoes and he and Elize headed down the stairs. 
 
    “Good morning, mother.”  
 
    “Uh, hi, Mom.”  
 
    “What are you doing up so early?” 
 
    Elizabeth was taking waffles out of the toaster and she said, “I had to see my two beautiful girls off now, didn’t I?” 
 
    Danny was still awkward around his mother; he was overcoming the bad habits he had cultivated. Still, the spanking helped. It made him shy, but he felt sort of honest now. He had made up for some of the bad stuff. 
 
    The three ate waffles and sausage slathered with syrup. Danny kept wiggling a bit because his ass was so sore, which make Elize grin. 
 
    “Are you ready for the big day, Danny?” 
 
    “I have got about ten million butterflies in my stomach,” he admitted. 
 
    “Ten million!” gasped Elize. “Maybe you’d better wear a corset!” 
 
    Elizabeth chuckled. “It will all work out fine.” 
 
    Soon it was time to leave. Elizabeth offered a ride, but Danny and Elize opted to walk. 
 
    “I want to see Laura and Jenny. We’re going to ride shotgun for baby bro.” 
 
    “That’s sweet. There shouldn’t be any trouble, though. The principal has notified the teachers, the teachers will watch out for you. 
 
    Danny wasn’t so sure. “I don’t know. Arnold really hates me.” 
 
    “Yes, but his father said he was going to give him a good talking to.” 
 
    Danny and Elize looked at each other. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Arnold is crazy. He doesn’t stop just because somebody talks to him.” 
 
    Elizabeth frowned. “Well, just be careful then. And I know it’s hard, Danny, but don’t let him get to you. You really don’t want to get in a fight.” 
 
    “I know.” But inside there was a glumness. He knew what Arnold was capable of. 
 
      
 
    Danny and Elize walked down the street. They each carried a small back pack. Danny’s lips were pale pink and his chest was emphasized by the straps on the back pack. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriends!” Laura and Jenny were waiting for them at the corner. Laura immediately grabbed Danny’s hand and held it. She nudged him with her body and grinned, and Danny felt like his chest was swelling up. 
 
    “So, are you ready for the big day?” 
 
    “Ready as I’ll ever be.” 
 
    “Just stay away from Fat Ass and you’ll be fine.” Fat Ass was the new nickname for Arnold. 
 
    They sauntered happily along the street, chatting about classes and clothes and the various kids at school. Like any school there were cliques and clubs. This didn’t bother Elize because she was so popular. It worried Danny, though. He had been part of the gaming clique, and he wasn’t sure if any of his friends would still like him. 
 
    They came to the back entrance of the school, went through the gate and cut across the big lawn. Other kids were walking, too, and a lot of them stared at Danny. 
 
    Some of the kids actually hadn’t heard about his petticoat punishment and didn’t know who he was. After all, he didn’t look like Danny Montgomery. Now he looked like Danielle Whoever. 
 
    As they reached the asphalt kids took more notice, and several of Elize’s friends came up. Surprisingly, they all greeted him like everything was natural and right. A few of them kidded him, a few of them were a little standoffish, but all were curious, and he had to field an interesting array of questions. 
 
    “How do you like being in a dress?” 
 
    “Sort of cool, actually. My legs feel bare.” 
 
    “Where do you put your thing? Aren’t panties tight? Or are you wearing those stinky, old BVDs? 
 
    “It’s a little tight, but my panties are stretchy so….it’s cool.” 
 
    But the one question, in its various forms, that really got to him was: “Are you really going to have a lottery to see who gets to…” 
 
    But that question was handled pretty quickly by Elize, Laura and Jenny. They laughed at it, then took the girl who asked  aside and told them they couldn’t talk about it, or they would be excluded from the lottery, and all mention of it. 
 
    Still, the question did come up, and Danny was sort of embarrassed, but he quickly picked up on what Elize was doing and he started laughing it off and giving his sister or one of the other two girls the high sign. Here’s one that needs to be quiet! 
 
    Now, the truth of the matter is that where there are girls, there will be boys. There were a couple of boys hanging with their girlfriends, and they were cool and talked to Danny like regular. They were on their best behavior because it was obvious that Danny was part of the girl clique. 
 
    Then there were the boys who sauntered in, did a double take, then tried to figure out what Danny’s deal was. 
 
    At any rate, by the time first bell rang everybody knew that Danny was being ‘petticoat punished,’ and, surprisingly, though Danny got the weird looks, everybody was okay with that. 
 
      
 
    He walked into home room and went back to his desk. Kids stared at him. A couple of the girls giggled. He put his pack on the floor and opened the lid of his desk. The smell hit him first, then his eyes took in what he was seeing. Shit. Somebody had crapped all over his stuff. He didn’t have much in his desk, but…it was bad. 
 
    Kids next to him gagged and a couple of kids came back to see what was wrong. 
 
    Three big turds lay on his papers, and it looked like there was piss, too. One of the turds was soft and gooey and had leeched out. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered again. 
 
    “Okay, children, roll call.” Mrs. Turner was a battleax from the word go. She also didn’t like Danny. And she really didn’t like that, right in the middle of roll call he walked up to the front of the class. 
 
    “In your seat Mr. Montgomery.” She emphasized the ‘Mister.’ 
 
    “I’ve got a problem, Mrs—“ 
 
    “I’ll say you’ve got a problem,” she looked down her long nose at him. “Get back to your seat.” 
 
    “No, somebody took a—“ 
 
    “I said to go back to your seat.” 
 
    Every kid in the class was watching intently. A couple of the boys, friends of Arnold, were snickering. 
 
    “You don’t understand. There’s a big pile of—“ 
 
    “That’s it!” Mrs. Turner spoke harshly. “One more word and you’ will go to the principal’s office! Now return to your seat!” 
 
    Danny stood there, conflicted. He could go back and sit down and let shit drop all over his pretty dress, or he could risk further ire from the bitch. in front of him. 
 
    He sighed. “Mrs. Tur—“ 
 
    “You will go to the office right now!” She pulled out a hall pass and wrote instructions on it. ‘Danny Montgomery to the principal’s office. Talking back in class, refusal to follow instructions, causing a disturbance.’ 
 
    She handed the slip of paper to him with a glare. 
 
    Danny took it, looked around at the kids, then turned and walked out of the classroom. 
 
    As he opened the door one of Arnold’s friends, it had to be one of Arnold’s friends, gave a wolf whistle. The class erupted in laughter. 
 
    His face red, Danny walked slowly up the hallway. He was upset, it wasn’t his fault, he couldn’t sit at that desk, but what could he do? 
 
    And somewhere during that long walk to the principal’s office, kids staring at him from windows, his mind chattering about how unfair life is, something happened. 
 
    Elize had said to walk in loud and proud. He had been scared, worrying about what kids thought of him. Yet…he didn’t really know most of the kids. He was a gamer, not popular. So what did he care what they thought? 
 
    His back started to straighten up. He stopped worrying. He was in trouble…and what else could they do to him? 
 
    By the time he reached the administration offices his back was straighter than if he had been wearing a corset. His fake tits were thrust out. Loud and proud. He walked into the office. The staff stared at him. The few parent’s ignored him because they thought he was a girl. 
 
    He handed the hall pass to the Principal’s Assistant and said in an assertive voice. “Danny Montgomery to see Principal Andrews.” 
 
    The assistant was a middle aged woman, grey hair, a little chubby, but she responded to the command in Danny’s voice. Without a word she stood up and went into the principal’s office. 
 
    Only a moment, and the PA came out and ushered Danny in. 
 
    Principal Andrews was staring at the hall pass and biting his lip. He looked up at Danny, then reached for the phone. He was going to call Danny’s mother. 
 
    “Principal Andrews. I—“ 
 
    “That’s enough Danny. I’ve given you more than enough chances.” 
 
    “But somebody went to the bath—“ 
 
    “Shut!” 
 
    Danny shook his head at the terse command. 
 
    “Mrs. Montgomery, I’m afraid Danny has gotten in trouble for the last time.” 
 
    For a half a minute the principal relayed Danny’s trouble to his mother. Then he suddenly handed the phone to Danny. “Your mother would like to talk to you.” 
 
    “Hi, Mom.” his voice sounded meek. 
 
    “Danny, what did you do?” Yet she didn’t sound mad. She just sounded concerned. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mom. Somebody took a shit in my desk.” 
 
    Principal Andrews suddenly opened his mouth, his eyes, and his brain. He leaned forward and started to say, “Wha…” 
 
    “I tried to tell Mrs Turner but she wouldn’t listen. She just sent me to the office. I tried to tell Principal Andrews but he wouldn’t listen, either. I’m sorry, Mom. I’m really trying.” 
 
    “Okay, Danny. I believe you. I assume Principal Andrews has heard you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Silence for a split second, then, “Put him on the phone.” 
 
    Principal Andrews took the phone, and he looked like he didn’t want it. 
 
    “Mrs. Montgomery. I‘m sorry, I just heard what Danny said and it’s obvious that I must investigate this matter fur—“ 
 
    Danny could hear his mother’s voice as she interrupted him. 
 
    “I know that Danny has been trouble. But he’s behaving differently, and he needs your help.” 
 
    “Believe me, Mrs. Montgomery, I will get to the bottom of this and give you a call back within fifteen minutes.” 
 
    He put the phone closer to his ear and Danny could hear no more, but within 30 seconds the Principal had hung up the phone and sat back. 
 
    “Danny, it looks like I might owe you— 
 
    Danny started to cry. The tears came hard and fast and he was glad he hadn’t worn mascara. It would have run all over his face. 
 
    “Danny!” Principal Andrews handed him tissues and made comforting noises. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Danny blubbered. “I know I’ve caused a lot of trouble. But I’m trying!” He was almost wailing now, and the outer office was silent and all ears. 
 
    Danny cried for a couple of minutes, then he got himself under control. He sniffed and said, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Principal Andrews was stunned and shocked. Danny was behaving totally differently.  Usually the boy sneered and made rude comments. Now he was soft and…and…he was acting like a girl! 
 
    “Are you all right now, Danny?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s go see what happened to your desk.” 
 
    Danny followed the Principal out of the office and down the hallway. 
 
    Homeroom was in session when they walked into the classroom. 
 
    “Good morning Mrs. Turner.” 
 
    “Good morn—“ 
 
    Principal Andrews walked past her, past the surprised faces of the kids, and went to Danny’s desk. He opened it up. Sighed, and motioned to Mrs. Turner. 
 
    Mrs. Turner took one look inside the desk and stepped back and grabbed another desk for balance. Her face turned totally white and she looked at Danny. “I’m sorry. I didn’t…I—“ 
 
    “It’s okay, Mrs. Turner. I did the same thing. I jumped to a wrong conclusion. It’s Danny Montgomery so it must be trouble. But it looks like the leopard is changing its spots.” 
 
    “Danny, I’m sorry.” 
 
    Danny mumbled, “It’s okay.” 
 
    Principal Andrews took out his cell phone and called the front office. “Margaret, please have John Havers report to room 108. Tell him it’s…” he paused and eyed the desk. “Tell him it’s a hazmat spill. No. No police. John will be able to handle it. 
 
    The kids were now totally goggle-eyed. 
 
    Andrews turned to Mrs. Turner. Please tell John I want this desk replaced. He can throw this one out. 
 
    As he spoke he was tapping numbers into his cell. 
 
    “Mrs. Montgomery. You and Danny have my most sincere apologies.”               
 
    Kids were gasping and they had big grins on their faces. This was better than the time Jane Hastings threw up on Miss Turkle’s chair. 
 
    Having apologized profusely, Principal Andrews went to the front of the class room and faced the kids. 
 
    “All right. Somebody is going to get caught. A rumor will be heard, an eyewitness will be found. Somebody will be caught. When they are caught they will be expelled from school…permanently. OR…” he held up a finger. “He can confess right now and suffer a three day suspension. Now, speak up or suffer the consequences.” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    “Looking around the room Danny didn’t see any guilty looks. Even Arnold’s friends looked at each other helplessly. 
 
    Principal Andrews waited a moment, then, “Very well. Be warned.” 
 
    He turned to Mrs. Turner. “I apologize for the interruption.” And he stomped out, a very upset man. 
 
    Mrs. Turner’s mouth was open. She looked at the kids, closed her mouth, and looked at Danny. 
 
    “Please sit in the empty seat by the window.” 
 
    Danny picked up his pack and took the seat. 
 
    “Now then, let’s get back to your education…” 
 
      
 
    “He actually said ‘hazmat?’” 
 
    Jenny and Laura stood with Danny at break. 
 
    “He did, and man, it was stinky. Somebody has a bowels problem. 
 
    The girls snickered. 
 
    “Man, I wish I could see it.” 
 
    Elize hurried up. “I heard, it’s all over school! Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Then he opted for the more polite, “Yes. He called Mom, though.” 
 
    The girls listened to his words raptly. 
 
    “She went to bat for me. She wasn’t even mad.” 
 
    Elize smiled exultantly, then turned to Jenny, “How’s the lottery going?” 
 
    “Word is definitely out. We’re having trouble keeping the lid on it.” 
 
    “Oh, man. We have to keep this silent, or…” 
 
      
 
    Across the quad Arnold was standing with his buddies. He had a huge grin on his face. “So they don’t know who did it?” 
 
    “No. Did you?” 
 
    Arnold shook his head. “Not a chance. I’m too smart to be that stupid.” 
 
    He was, of course, lying through his teeth. 
 
    The group of boys looked across to where the girls were gathering around Danny.  
 
    “That guy has the luck of a fuck,” muttered one of the boys. 
 
    Arnold frowned. Yes, Danny had luck, but that luck was going to run out just as soon as he got him alone. Danny had hit him twice, and now kids were treating him like he was the bad guy. Girls looked at him with disgust, and wouldn’t talk to him, and…he had even heard somebody call him ‘fat ass.’ He didn’t know who, it had been shouted out from a group of kids, who all snickered when he looked at them, but…it was aimed at him. 
 
    So those bitch girls must have relayed what Elize called him at the mall. 
 
    Probably Elize herself. The bitch. 
 
    “So what you gonna do about Danny?” somebody asked him. 
 
    Arnold smiled. “Nothing. It’s all over.” 
 
    The kids doubted him, but they didn’t cross him. They all knew that Arnold had a bad temper. 
 
      
 
    At lunch Danny had a problem. Which bathroom to use. He had to go, but he couldn’t go in the girl’s room, and he didn’t dare go in the boy’s room. 
 
    He actually thought about going behind the school and pissing in some bushes, but that was too risky. He was actually making progress, kids were liking him, and the teachers had apologized to him, he couldn’t risk that. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” he asked Elize. 
 
    “Go to the office. Pee in their toilet.” 
 
    Danny blinked. So simple. And there was even a better solution. The janitor’s room had a bathroom with no symbol of boy or girl on it. He went to the room and took care of matters, and left. The janitor wasn’t even there. 
 
    Zippity do dah! One more problem solved.  
 
    He was returning to the cafeteria, walking up the center hall, but when he turned the corner he came face to face with Arnold. 
 
    He backed up and put his hands out. “No fight, man.” 
 
    Arnold just grinned. He didn’t raise his hands or swing, but he stepped closer and whispered, “I did it.” It was obvious he was referring to the mess in Danny’s desk. “And I’m going to do it to you.” 
 
    Then he walked past Danny, chuckling. 
 
    Danny stared after him. Man. that kid was…and it clicked in his mind. Arnold was like him, before he started wearing dresses. 
 
    Stunned by this epiphany, Danny continued up to the auditorium. 
 
    When he sat down, which he did gingerly because his butt was still sore, Laura whispered to him. “You need to go up on the stage. Don’t let anybody see you.” 
 
    Puzzled, Danny waited until the monitors were looking the other way, then he moved up the short flight of stairs. 
 
    He stood in the darkness. An electrical panel for the lighting was against the wall. The stage was bare except for one chair, and it was gloomy. Only a bit of light got past the heavy curtains at the front of the stage. 
 
    What the fuck? Why was he here? Was this some kind of joke? 
 
    Then a shadow slipped across the stage from the stairway on the other side. 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danny was stunned. It was Leslie Wielder. She was the prettiest girl in school! She never talked to him! Now she came up to him and whispered, “I’m going to buy a ticket, but they said I could feel the goods first.” 
 
    Danny’s mouth was open, but in the darkness she couldn’t see how stunned he was. 
 
    “Lift up your dress.” 
 
    Danny looked around, then lifted his dress. 
 
    Leslie pulled his panties down and snaked a hand in to grab his dick. 
 
    Danny gasped. 
 
    Leslie’s hands were warm and soft. She was standing so close to him her breasts were pressed against him. He couldn’t feel them much, because his own breasts were in the way, but…man! 
 
    She rubbed his penis up and down and giggled. “This really is small. Not only will whoever gets you get a virgin, but they’ll get the smallest weenie in the world.” 
 
    Danny had come prepared, however. As she stroked him and felt his balls Danny said, “I looked it up on the net. The optimum size penis for giving a woman orgasms is 5.2 inches.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “Are you 5.2 inches?” She asked as she felt his balls. 
 
    Danny grinned and did what men have been doing since they first discovered their penis wasn’t as big as the next guy’s. “Pretty close.” 
 
    He was actually four inches, and even that required a little ‘stretch’ of the imagination. 
 
    “Wow!” In the gloom of the stage she went all dewy-eyed with admiration. “Can I suck on it?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sure.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I know you’re not supposed to cum…” 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    “…so I’ll stop when you get close.” 
 
    She was on her knees now and she managed to get his whole prick in her mouth. She gobbled happily for a second and Danny groaned and his knees buckled a little. 
 
    Sure enough, when he was close she backed off. “Wow. I actually deep throated you.” 
 
    Danny grinned and grabbed the heavy curtain for balance. 
 
    She kissed him then, and ran for the stairs. Danny tucked his weenie into his panties and straightened out his dress. He was at the top of the stairs, ready to go into the cafeteria, when he heard, “Danny?” 
 
    Cyndi Jansen came running across the stage. Another knock out, big boobs, a Miss America face, and rumored to be the best piece of ass in school. 
 
    “Over here,” he called out low. 
 
    She found him and didn’t waste time. She hugged him and kissed him, then she felt his boobs. “Wow, these are really nice! Don’t you wish you had real ones?” 
 
    Danny nodded. “I have a bad case of boob envy. Can I feel yours?” 
 
    “Of course you can!” 
 
    He touched her breasts as she lifted his dress and began feeling his cock. 
 
    “Wow, it really is small. How much does it squirt?” 
 
    “Not much,” Danny admitted. “But I can squirt three times in one day.” He said this last proudly. 
 
    Wistfully, Cyndi sighed. “I sure wish I could fuck you right now, but…the other girls said you were off limits until whoever wins the lottery does you. Do you want to fuck after the lottery? If I don’t win, that is?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes.” He was close and she giggled and let go of him. “None of that now, Danny boy. No cummie until the lottery!” 
 
    Danny sighed. “Sorry, it’s just that Leslie Wielder was just up here and she got me all excited.” 
 
    “That skank!”  
 
    “I thought you guys were friends?” 
 
    “Oh, we are, but I want to win you. I’ve already bought five tickets!” Danny was recovered a little bit, so she dropped to her knees and began sucking. 
 
    Danny groaned and held her head. Man, he was so close! Her mouth was so warm and moist! And her tongue was doing things to the head of his penis… 
 
    “No, no!” she admonished, grinning as she got to her feet. “I’m going to go buy more tickets.” 
 
    Danny was alone again. And horny. He tucked his weenie in and straightened his dress and headed for the stairs. 
 
    “Danny!” called a voice from across the stage. 
 
      
 
    Danny staggered down the stairs and went to the table where Elize and her friends were sitting and talking. 
 
    They took one look at him and grinned. 
 
    “Oh, poor Danielle,” said Laura. 
 
    “Geez, bro. You look like you can hardly stand up!” 
 
    Danny sat down and put his head in his hands. “I’m not going to make it to the lottery.” 
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
    “Yes, you will,” grinned Elize. “We told the girls you aren’t to be allowed to cum. You’ll make it.” 
 
    “What if my balls explode?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that be cool?” blurted Jenny. “I can see the headlines now. Boy turns into a woman and his balls explode.” 
 
    They all looked at her and giggled. Even Danny. “I don’t…no.” He shook his head. 
 
    “So how many tickets have we sold?” Laura asked Elize. 
 
    “Over a hundred, and this is just the first day. I figure we can sell tickets for a couple of weeks, then buda boom!” 
 
    Danny grinned. 
 
    “You know how many kids are asking for a video? They think if they don’t win they should be allowed to at least see it.” 
 
    Elize leaned back and contemplated. “I don’t like it because it’s dangerous. If that video gets out…” 
 
    “We could have them wear masks.” 
 
    “That’s an idea.” 
 
    “We disguise the bedroom, have them wear masks, and people have to pay extra for the video.” 
 
    “Or we take one video and I show it to people without letting them have a copy.” 
 
    “That’s still dangerous. Any record is dangerous. 
 
    Elize nodded. “Then the best idea is to have them wear masks.” She turned to Danny. “Can you do it while wearing a mask?” 
 
    “I don’t know. That’s sort of embarrassing.” 
 
    “Not wearing masks is embarrassing. This will protect you from embarrassment,” Jenny said. 
 
    Finally, they agreed on wearing masks. If it didn’t work it didn’t work, but they were betting that Danny would be so horny he wouldn’t fail to squirt. 
 
    “Okay, that all said and done…” Laura stood up. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Up on the stage. I didn’t get my chance to feel the prize.” 
 
    She sauntered off to laughter and gibes. 
 
    “Better get up there, Danny,” Elize said. “You don’t want to disappoint.” 
 
    Danny and Laura met on the stage, and while he didn’t cum, she took him further than he had previously been taken. She stroked him, sucked him, then rubbed his butthole with her finger. 
 
    Danny came as close as it was possible, but Laura drew back just in time. 
 
    The bell rang and they ran for class. They were sweaty and disheveled, but they were happy.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The day passed slowly and Danny became an accepted part of the school scene. He used the bathroom in the janitor’s room and nobody caught on. And, wonder of wonders, he was finding it easier to stay focused on his schoolwork. 
 
    He didn’t volunteer anything, but for some reason he was focused, and when he was going over his notes that night Elize complimented him on his organization and thoroughness. 
 
    And Arnold, in spite of the dire looks, kept his distance. He had to, because Danny was always surrounded by girls. 
 
    And the girls were finding any chance they could to feel him up. Walking to class somebody would grope him. Hands patted his ass, girls ‘accidentally’ bumped into him. 
 
    He was harder than hard all day long. 
 
    Finally, the end of the day came, and he found himself walking home with the girls.  
 
    He felt good. 
 
    His ass didn’t feel so bad, and he just sauntered along, holding hands with Laura. 
 
    “What if you have to fuck Joanna Barso?” 
 
    Joanna was the ugliest girl in school. 
 
    “Oh, wow.” 
 
    Laura giggled. 
 
    Jenny asked, “What if one of the teachers got into the lottery. Would you fuck Mrs. Turner?” 
 
    “No! And you can’t make me!” Everybody laughed. 
 
    “What if we opened the lottery to boys.” 
 
    Danny’s jaw dropped and the girls again laughed. “I’m not fucking a boy! How would I do that, anyway? I don’t have a pussy!” 
 
    “You could always bend over. Do that anal sex thing. I heard that’s how Alice Widders does it.” 
 
    “That’s silly! Why would Alice take it up the butt?” 
 
    “So she doesn’t get pregnant.” 
 
    “That would hurt,” muttered Danny. 
 
    “Not so,” Elize grinned. “Or why would gay people do it up the butt?” 
 
    The argument about anal sex lasted until Danny and Elize reached their street, then they peeled off and said they would see the other girls later. 
 
    They were silent as they walked to their house. They were each thinking. 
 
    “Can I read more of your Grace Mansfield stories?” 
 
    “Sure.” Then, “Danny?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Are you aware that you’re walking differently?” 
 
    “I am? How?” 
 
    Just differently. Like…like us.” Us meaning her and Jenny and Laura. 
 
    “Come on. Really?” 
 
    “And I’ve got a theory.” 
 
    “What’s your theory?” 
 
    “Well, we all know you don’t have the biggest dick in the world.” 
 
    “The girls seem to find it attractive.” 
 
    Elize grinned. “Yes, they do, but the point is that your package is small, and now you’re wearing panties that lift it up, press it into your crotch.” 
 
    Danny nodded. It felt good, but he was pretty well jammed up down there. 
 
    “So you’re walking like you don’t have a pair. You don’t have to worry about your big, old nuts getting squashed between your thighs.” 
 
    “What about the fact that I’m a bit overbalanced topside?” 
 
    She looked at his big fake knockers. “That, too.” 
 
    “So what am I supposed to do? Wear tighty whiteys and let my balls and dick hang?” 
 
    “No, no! You misunderstand me. I think it’s cool. It’s sexy, and it fits. If you were walking around like you had a pair you wouldn’t be able to pass as a girl. At least, not as much.” 
 
    “So what are you telling me to do?” 
 
    “Learn how to move like a girl in all things.” 
 
    “Heck, I thought I already was. I can’t pick up things the right way with these finger nails. I have to bend a certain way so I don’t show my underwear. What else is there?” 
 
    “Really?” She looked at him and was amazed. 
 
    “Yeah. Yes.” 
 
    “Danny, there is a world of ‘girl-ism’ that you need to learn.” 
 
    “Girl-ism?’” He raised his sculpted eyebrow at her. 
 
    “The study of girls and all things girls.” She giggled. “I just made that up.” 
 
    He laughed. “Pretty good. So I need to take a course in girl-ism.” 
 
    “You do. From hand gestures to walking to flirting…” she looked at him wryly, “well, maybe not flirting. But you have so much to learn. Aping me, Laura and Jenny isn’t enough.” 
 
    “So what do I do?” 
 
    “First, watch me and Mom. Then watch the girls in school and everywhere. And ask questions, take advice. “Like when you move your head there has to be a little swish to it, like a sort of a surfer. You have to realize that you’re on stage and everybody is watching you. You have to play to them.” 
 
    “Is that what you do?” 
 
    “Of course it is!” She acted surprised that he even asked. “Look, women rule the earth.” 
 
    “Ha!” He couldn’t help but snort his laughter. That was such a ridiculous notion. 
 
    “You really don’t see it?” 
 
    “”Men are in charge of businesses. Men are soldiers. Men do things women can’t do.” 
 
    Elize started to grin wider and wider as he spoke. 
 
    Women own over 40% of the businesses, and that is a rising rocket. Women can be soldiers, but men do the dying part. And there are things that women can do that men can’t.” 
 
    “Name one!” Danny burst out. 
 
    “It would be trite of me to mention having babies, but we are, in addition to being business owners, teachers, secretaries, lawyers, judges, nurses, doctors and just about everything else under the sun. Even Grace Mansfield, your favorite writer, is a girl. 
 
    That shut Danny up. 
 
    “Think about it. Think about how many women are checkers at the store, own beauty parlors, everything.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    Elize didn’t say anything. They were in front of their house now and stopped in the driveway. 
 
    “Well, maybe, I mean, oh shit. Uh, crud!” He looked at her anxiously hoping he wouldn’t get 24 hours of not playing video games for swearing. 
 
    Funny, he didn’t even play video games now, but he still didn’t want the punishment. And he realized that he didn’t want it because…just because. It was part of being a good person. A good girl. 
 
    And he didn’t even think about being a good boy. 
 
    Then it hit him. “You know, yesterday I would have said that’s stupid and you’re an idiot. But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But now I wear a dress. Today I made more friends than I ever made in my life, and it’s because I wear a dress. I’m not saying I totally agree with you, but I certainly won’t argue until I have more facts. 
 
    Elize blinked in surprise. “Is this my baby bro talking like an adult?” 
 
    “Nope,” he announced. “It’s your baby sister.” 
 
    Eliza laughed and slapped his ass, then winced when he groaned. “Sorry.” 
 
     
 
    That afternoon, for the first time in three years, Danny did homework. He even asked Elize for help on his math. 
 
    His mother came home and he greeted her with a hug. 
 
    He helped fix dinner and he complained when he had to do the dishes with his long fingernails, which got him a laughing ‘boo hoo’ from Elize and Elizabeth. 
 
    After dinner he was in his room reading Grace Mansfield when he heard the doorbell, then voices. 
 
    Grinning, he went to his door and saw Laura and Tammi coming up the stairs. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. 
 
    “Hey, yourself,” Laura trotted down to him and kissed him on the lips and whispered, “I want to win the lottery.” 
 
    Then she and Tammi went into Elize’s room. 
 
    Danny started to move back into his room, then he saw his mother sitting on the couch downstairs. She was looking up at him, her head tilted slightly, her lips pursed. She had seen Laura kiss him. 
 
    He shrugged, and she laughed and went back to reading a book. 
 
    Danny sat in his room and read his book. This was a really hot one. Some guy had dressed up like a girl and been caught by somebody on the internet. He was being forced to do the craziest things, and it was so fucking hot! He glanced at the title. ‘The Sissy Ride,’ and it was billed as ‘THE’ classic of feminization. Man, it was. He adjusted his dick in his panties and kept reading. 
 
    And Elize and Laura and Tammi filed in. He closed his cell phone and sat up. 
 
    “We are going to give you a crash course on girl-ism.” 
 
    “Okay.” And he was intrigued. Also, he was finding that he liked hanging out with the girls. They talked about boys too much, but they talked about a lot of stuff that he never thought about as gamer. 
 
    “Now, then when you walk you want to walk on a line. If you want to overstate your ass, then let your feet cross over a bit.” 
 
    Laura demonstrated, then turned to him. “Go on. Try it.” 
 
    Danny walked across the room. “It feels like my ass is swaying all over the place.” 
 
    “It’s only moving a little. Now cross your feet when you walk and see what happens.” 
 
    Danny did, and it felt like he was moving his butt from one side of the room to the other. 
 
    “Take a look,” Elize held up her cell phone. She had been taking a video. 
 
    Danny looked at the video and saw what they were talking about. He had to loosen up on the straight line. His hips were male hips and he had to retrain them. 
 
    They had him walk for fifteen minutes, constantly offering advice, and finally he passed their inspection. 
 
    “Now sit down in that chair.” 
 
    He plopped down, and winced because of his butt. 
 
    “When a lady sits down she should have enough self-control that if somebody pulled the chair out at the last second she wouldn't fall.” 
 
    Danny grinned, he loved to pull the chair out from under guys. Then he sobered. It was funny to a gamer, but not funny to a girl. 
 
    He practiced sitting down, and that was easy. His butt still had a touch of soreness so he was quite willing to slow down and be willing not to hurt his butt. 
 
    “Okay. Pass,” blurted Laura. “Let’s talk about hand motions.” 
 
    Hand motions took a while. The reason because Danny would overemphasize everything. 
 
    “No! No! That’s not a girl, that’s a guy trying to act like a girl!” 
 
    Still, by the end of the night Danny was getting pretty good. 
 
     
 
    “Mom, we’re going to walk Tammi and Laura home. Back in fifteen.” 
 
    “Okay, girls.” She smiled and realized that she had included Danny in that ‘girls.’ 
 
    It was dark in the night and once again Laura held Danny’s hand. There was a little breeze and their skirts lifted up and they giggled and acted like Marilyn Monroe on a subway grate. 
 
    Then they played tag. Finally they arrived at Laura’s house and she and Danny stepped into the shadow of a large tree. 
 
    She kissed him deeply and felt his boner. 
 
    Danny kissed her back, and suddenly she pushed him away and laughed. “You girls go on. I’ve got to teach Danny how to kiss like a girl.” 
 
    “Be right back, sis,” said Elize, and she and Tammi headed down the street. 
 
    “Now, kiss gentle. Take your time.” 
 
    She showed him, and the pause and the hesitation made him even more excited. 
 
    “You try it.” 
 
    He did, and he did well because Laura was gasping when he drew back. 
 
    “Oh, Danielle, that is the way.” 
 
    For a long minute they practiced on each other, then Laura went down on him. He held his dress up and she cupped his balls and sucked on his shaft. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he muttered. 
 
    Then the lights went on at her front door and the door opened.  
 
    Laura pushed his balls back in his panties and he dropped his dress. 
 
    “Laura? Is that you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mother.” 
 
    “You aren’t with a boy there, are you?” 
 
    “No, Mother.” 
 
    She stepped out and pulled Danny. Danny blinked in the light. 
 
    “Oh, okay. You come in now.” 
 
    “I will. One minute while I say good bye to Danielle.” 
 
    Laura’s mother closed the door and Danny and Laura giggled. 
 
    “She thought I was a girl.” 
 
    Laura pushed him back under the tree and kissed him again. “Of course she did. Everybody thinks you’re a girl. And when we’re done with you…you’ll think you’re a girl.” 
 
    And they kissed again. 
 
      
 
    “How’s it going, sis?” 
 
    “Pretty good,” Danny fell in step with Elize. 
 
    “You haven’t cum yet, have you?” 
 
    “Oh, God! I want to, but…no.” 
 
    “Good girl. Save it for that special some one.” 
 
    “Whoever she is,” Danny added. 
 
    They giggled and ran home. 
 
      
 
    The days passed. Danny went to school dressed as a girl, and sometimes it seemed that that was all he had ever been. He studied with the girls, he wore make up and his corsets on the weekend and they hung out at the mall. He got his ears pierced and each of the girls gave him a set of earrings. He was very proud when he wore his earrings to school. 
 
    Not much was heard from Arnold. Danny saw him every once in a while, and when their eyes met Arnold would sneer, and Danny knew he was still planning on doing something. But what he didn’t know. 
 
    The lottery was picking up steam. Over a thousand tickets had been sold, and the girls were now talking about when this planned event should happen. 
 
    Danny helped around the house much more. He gave up arguing with his sister. He learned how to do his own fingernails and he kept them in tip top shape.  
 
    And he was getting better at make up. He watched shows on the internet that taught make up, he even watched a couple of cooking shows. His first effort, an apple pie, was met with an uncomfortable silence, and Elize finally broke the news. 
 
    “Stinks, sis. But keep going. It’s just a matter of work and practice.” 
 
    His mother merely gave him a “Good Effort. Next time will be better.” 
 
    Most important, his mother and sister referred to him as daughter or sister, and more and more girls were calling him Danielle. 
 
    He had mixed feelings on that. He was, under it all, and in spite of all joy, a boy. But…he liked being a girl more. He was Danny, but…but Danielle was becoming more and more a part of  him. 
 
     
 
    “Well, Danny, are you ready for the big de-flowering?” 
 
    Laura, Jenny, Tammi and Elize were all in his room. They were speaking in low voices because they didn’t want Elizabeth to hear. 
 
    “Am I? Boy!” 
 
    “Girl!” corrected Tammie, and they all giggled. 
 
    “We figure next Friday. Mom’s got a seminar and she’ll be gone all day until nine at night.” 
 
    “Are you going to film it?” Danny asked. 
 
    “Yes,” answered Laura. 
 
    Danny sighed, and felt a shiver run through him. He was not only going to lose his cherry, there was going to be a permanent record of it. 
 
    “So who’s the lucky girl?” 
 
    “We want you to draw the winner. We’re going to have the drawing on Monday. We’ll invite a few girls over after school, before Mom gets home, and make a party of it.” 
 
    “All right,” gulped Danny. 
 
    “One question, do you have a rubber?” 
 
    “A condom?” 
 
    “Yes. A condom.” 
 
    Outside the door, to the left, Elizabeth stood, her mouth open. They were going to raffle off Danny’s first sexual experience! 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll get one.” 
 
    Elizabeth recognized her daughter’s voice. And what did Elize know about condoms? 
 
    “Okay. That’s about it. You guys ready to go?” 
 
    Elizabeth tip toed to her room and closed the door. She held her breath and listened as the kids all came out. 
 
    “Just a second, I’ll tell Mom. Looks like she’s already gone to bed. 
 
    Elizabeth literally dove for the bed. She got herself under the covers just in the nick of time. 
 
    Elize opened the door and whispered, “Mom?”  
 
    “Mmm, yes?” 
 
    “We’re going to walk the girls home.” 
 
    “Okay dear.” 
 
    Her door closed and she lay under the covers, her mind going a mile a minute. 
 
    They were going to raffle off her son’s virtue. Yes, he was her son, and sons required less looking after in sex because they didn’t get pregnant, but she also considered him her daughter, and that made her automatically worry. 
 
    As soon as the girls had left the house she ran to Danny’s room and started looking, and stopped. Danny wouldn’t raffle himself off. No. This had to be Elize. 
 
    She ran to Elize’s room and began looking through notebooks. She found her evidence almost immediately, and her eyes bulged. 
 
    There was a list of ticket buyers, hundreds of girls, and they had all paid a couple of dollars a ticket, and most of them had bought more than one ticket. 
 
    Totally stunned, Elizabeth put everything back in order and retreated to her own room. 
 
    What was she going to do? She couldn’t let this thing happen, but…but what? She decided that she wanted to bust them when they were choosing a winner. 
 
    But…she didn’t want any other parents to know. This was scandalous. It was shameful, and she didn’t want to embarrass anybody. So she would bust them, and make them return the money and hopefully nobody would ever find out. 
 
     
 
    Unaware of how their plans had come undone, the girls walked down the street. They chattered and yakked and giggled and pinched each other’s bottoms and did the things that wild and crazy young girls did. 
 
    Danny and Laura went under the big tree and made out while the other went on, and when Elize came back for her sister Danielle was red in the face, aching between the legs, and hornier than a goat in a sheep pen. 
 
    They walked home slowly, discussed various things, usually related to Danny losing his virtue, and were unaware that their mother was on to them. 
 
    The week passed And the weekend. 
 
    Elizabeth acted normal, concealed her knowledge of the lottery. 
 
    Danielle worked hard to bring up her grades, and was succeeding. 
 
    Teachers were marveling at the change in the former demon of their school. 
 
    Elize counted money and giggled and congratulated herself on her successful lottery. 
 
    And Monday arrived. 
 
    And the only day worse than Monday would be Tuesday. 
 
     
 
    Danielle got up early. She wore a wide skirt and a blouse that buttoned up the back. It really made her fake tits stick out, and one could even see a trace of the nipples through the material. She put on nylons and admired her legs. She slipped into her Mary Janes, and wished high heels were allowed at school. Finally, she picked up her purse and headed downstairs. 
 
    “Hello, girls.” Elizabeth greeted them cheerfully. 
 
    They hugged their mother and sat down for breakfast. 
 
    It was a cheerful breakfast. Elizabeth seemed in a good mood. Neither Danielle nor Elize realized that their mother had a secret and was gloating. 
 
    They went to school and everything was normal. Everybody was happy, kids talked about the weekend, teachers handed out assignments, and it was a fine day. 
 
    The only bad news for Danielle was that when he came out of the janitor’s room at noon he saw Arnold. Yes, he was going away, but Danielle didn’t like seeing him anywhere. 
 
    The whole school was happy. The teachers didn’t have a clue, but a couple of hundred girls were snickering and hoping that their number would drawn that night.  
 
    There was even a phone network set up so kids could share the name of the winner as soon as it was drawn. 
 
    After school every went home, took the bus, walked, and began their after school activities. 
 
    The boys played football in the big field. The cheerleaders practiced their yells, and grinned at each other. 
 
    Danny Montgomery was going to get fucked tonight! 
 
    The chess club met in room 314. The drama club was in full tilt in the auditorium, the heavy curtains drawn back and lines being projected throughout the large room. 
 
    Teachers graded tests, or put the tests in folders to take home. 
 
    Principal Andrews met with Superintendent Vickers, and the subject, of all things, was how successful petticoat punishment had been with Danny Montgomery. 
 
    All in all, it was a normal Monday. 
 
    Danielle and Elize walked home with their friends and were full of excitement. They were going to have the drawing this very afternoon. 
 
    In addition to Elize, Tammi, Laura and Jenny there were six other girls. They had been chosen from the hundreds to make sure the lottery was on the up and up. 
 
    Ten girls entered the house and made their way upstairs. Elizabeth’s car wasn’t there, and she was supposed to be at work, so they all filed up and crowded into Danielle’s room. 
 
    Danielle sat on her bed, the center of attention. These were the most beautiful girls in school, and they were all there for him. He tried not to grin, but he couldn't keep the smile off his face.               
 
    “Okay, girls,” Elize took charge. “It’s time for the drawing. Are you ready?” 
 
    Everybody nodded and chattered excitedly. 
 
    “Okay. I put every ticket into his bowl,” she held up an old fishbowl with little, yellow stubs in it. “I’m going to blindfold Danielle and she’s going to choose one. She will hand the winning ticket to me and I will read it. Is that okay?” 
 
    Everybody murmured agreeably. 
 
    “Okay.” Elize put the bowl down on Danielle’s dresser and picked up a black scarf. She wrapped it around Danielle’s head and tied a small knot.” 
 
    “Can you see anything, Danielle?” 
 
    “Nope,” she answered cheerfully. 
 
    “Okay. Is everybody ready?” 
 
    Everybody nodded and muttered, then there was silence. 
 
    Elize held the bowl in front of Danielle and said, “Reach forth, Danielle, and find your special lover.” 
 
    Danielle reached out and found the bowl. She reached in and pulled out a ticket. 
 
    Elize took the ticket and held it for everybody to see. 
 
    Danielle took off the scarf and stared. 
 
    Everybody was on edge, waiting to find out who Danielle’s first fuck would be. 
 
    “The winner is—“ 
 
    “Freeze.” 
 
    All heads pivoted. Elizabeth stood in the doorway. 
 
    It was probably louder in outer space. Every girl was busted. Every girl knew it. Elize’s heart sank. Danielle just sagged. She had been on top of the world, and now…now… 
 
    “Place that ticket in my hand.” 
 
    Elize moved forward and deposited the yellow stub in Elizabeth’s outstretched hand. 
 
    She looked at the ticket, made a ‘humph’ sound, and looked at her daughter. 
 
    “If I ever hear of anybody that knows who is on this ticket…you will be in more trouble than you can imagine. Give me the bowl.” 
 
    The bowl was passed to her, and she placed the ticket into the bowl and mixed the thing up. 
 
    She eyed the girls, each one, memorizing their shattered and frightened faces. She handed the bowl back and said to Elize, “I expect that each one of these ladies will receive a full refund.” 
 
    “Yes, mother,” Elize whispered. 
 
    Elizabeth spoke to the girls. “If I ever hear any whisper of this night I will speak to each of your parents. I have a full list of the ringleaders, and Elize will give me the bowl, with all tickets, when she is done refunding. This whole night, this stupid affair, selling my son’s virginity, you should be ashamed.” 
 
    Nobody said anything. Everybody looked at the carpet. 
 
    “You may go now.” Elizabeth stepped into the hall and the girls filed silently out.” 
 
    When everybody was gone Elizabeth said, “To your room, Elize. I will talk to you later. Right now I want to speak with Danny.” 
 
    Elize shrunk out of the room. Her friends would still talk to her, but she was diminished, reduced, and she knew it. 
 
    Elize out of the room Elizabeth sat down next to Danielle. 
 
    “Anything to say for yourself?” 
 
    Danielle shook her head. 
 
    “I won’t lecture you on how wrong this all was. And I actually don’t blame you. I put you into this mess. I enforced petticoat punishment, and that opened the door to a lot of unfortunate things. But you are a boy, and perhaps it’s time for you to take the lessons you learned and go back to being a boy.” 
 
    Danielle looked up, stricken, “Mom!” Her heart was breaking. In five minutes she had gone from the hero of a hundred girls, all who would willing fuck her, and even pay for it, to being a schmuck. 
 
    “I will be going down to school tomorrow and talking to Principal Andrews. Since you don’t have any boy clothes this will be your last day as a girl. Do you understand?” 
 
    She nodded, and Elizabeth suddenly hugged him. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. I’m sorry this had to end so badly.” 
 
    She stood up and left the room. A minute later Danielle heard her Mother yelling at Elize, and she really didn’t want to be in that room. 
 
      
 
    Elize and Danielle were somber at breakfast, and Elizabeth accepted that. She smiled wanly as her children left for school. 
 
    Everything had turned out perfectly, exactly as she planned. So why wasn’t she happy? 
 
      
 
    “Man, we’re so busted.” 
 
    “Mom’s never talked like that before. I didn’t even know she knew how to swear.” 
 
    “Fuck. And this is my last day as a girl.” 
 
    Elize looked at him. 
 
    “Dammit! I don’t want to be a boy! I like being a girl!” 
 
    Elize sighed. “And I like you as a girl. But, like you said, we’re so busted.” 
 
    “I’ve never been so busted in my life. 
 
    Laura and Jenny met them at the corner and they continued to school. 
 
    “We’re really in trouble. Do you think your mother is going to tell on us?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” answered Elize. “I think she wants this on the down low. No scandal.” 
 
    “Well, that’s something.” 
 
    “Can you guys help me return the money?” 
 
    “Sure,” both Jenny and Laura answered. 
 
    “Well, there’s one good thing to come out of this.” 
 
    The others looked at Laura. 
 
    “If nobody gets to fuck Danielle then I get to.” 
 
    Danielle felt her heart lift a bit. 
 
    “But we need to wait a while. Let everything cool off.” 
 
    “Are you still going to come over?” asked Danielle hopefully. 
 
    “When the heat dies down,” answered Laura. 
 
      
 
    They arrived at school and went their separate ways. After a moment, however, Laura caught up with Danielle. 
 
    “Danielle?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I said that stuff so they wouldn’t be suspicious. I don’t word to get out.” 
 
    “Word of what?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you today.” 
 
    Danielle’s heart soared. Suddenly she could hardly breath. 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “Do you still go down to the janitor’s room to pee?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Well I happen to know that Johnny and his crew are all going to be working on that water sprinkler at the baseball field. It’s an all day job, and they even set up a porta potty for them.” 
 
    Danielle couldn’t keep the grin off her face. “Then…lunchtime?” 
 
    “Lunchtime,” she agreed. 
 
    They parted, and Danielle’s heart had more than soared, it had blasted off and gone around the moon. 
 
      
 
    With so many sad girls the day went slowly and glumly. There was no joking in the halls. Girls sat down at their desks and did their work. 
 
    Elize and Laura and Jenny were busy handing out refunds and making short explanations.  
 
    Lunchtime came, and Danielle and Laura looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    Danny left the cafeteria first, and nobody was surprised, they were all so gloomy, to see him leave. 
 
    A minute later Laura stood up and left. 
 
    Danny turned into the hallway where the janitor’s room was. He walked to the door and opened it. nobody there. 
 
    A minute later Laura hurried in. 
 
    They were breathing hard and staring at each other. They had fixed grins and they came together and kissed. They kissed and they kissed, exploring each other’s moist lips. 
 
    Danielle felt Laura’s tits and ran his palm over her nipples. Laura groaned. She had been waiting for this. From the first day she had seen Danielle in a dress she had known this was going to happen. She was going to fuck Danielle, and not only was he going to lose his virginity, she would lose hers, too. 
 
    There was a stack of blankets in one of the closets and Danielle laid one on the floor. They were in a side room. It was a small room used for eating, and they lay on the blanket and made out. 
 
    Danielle lifted Laura’s dress and she pulled her panties down. He felt her bush, ran his fingers over her slit. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whispered, her heart pounding, feeling her body heat exploding. 
 
    Danielle lifted her own skirt and pulled down her panties. 
 
    His little cock was stiff as could be. 
 
    “Oh, this is going to be good,” Laura whispered. 
 
    Danielle pulled her blouse apart and kissed Laura’s tits. He sucked on her nipples. 
 
    Laura reached down and felt his cock and balls. 
 
    “We better do this before I cum.” 
 
    She nodded and fit his cock to her pussy. 
 
    It was small, but it just fit inside. He wouldn’t be able to do much back and forth, he might fallout, but he could grind it in and ream her pussy. 
 
    He felt her moistness, her warmth, her heart and soul. He raised his head slightly and froze. Her face mouth was open to scream, her eyes were terrified… 
 
      
 
    Arnold watched Danielle leave the cafeteria. Arnold knew Danielle was going to the janitor’s room where she went to the bathroom. Arnold was about to follow the twerp when he noticed Laura leaving the cafeteria. She was trying to act nonchalant, but Arnold wasn’t fooled. He knew she was following Danielle. 
 
    Arnold waited a half a minute, then left the cafeteria. He headed for the janitor’s room and saw Laura enter the room. 
 
    He looked around, nobody was there and he sauntered towards the room. 
 
    He listened, he looked. He didn’t know why Laura would be in the janitor’s room, but he had a suspicion. The way these bitches mooned over that sissy was disgusting. 
 
    Arnold paused at the door, took some deep breaths, then turned the knob and entered the room. 
 
    There was nobody in the room and he frowned. Then he heard them from the far side room, the little kitchen place. He was wearing steel toed boots and he walked lightly, trying to make sure they didn’t make a sound. 
 
    He heard them grunting and groaning, he peeked into the room. 
 
    Laura saw him. Her eyes opened up, she opened her mouth to scream. 
 
    Without thinking Arnold took a step and a hop and dropped kicked Danielle right in the balls. 
 
    There was a popping sound and Danielle screamed, then she just went limp. 
 
    “Take that, you fuck!” Arnold snarled. 
 
    Laura was trying to cover up, trying to crawl out from under Danielle. She was sobbing and terrified. 
 
    “He ain’t so much now, is he.” 
 
    Arnold turned and left the room. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Dear Reader, this can’t end here! How badly is Danielle damaged? Is his manhood totally messed up? Is Arnold going to get away with this terrible act? 
 
     
 
    The first part of this story is on Amazon as ‘I Feminized My Son.’                
 
    The second part of this story is on Amazon as ‘I Made My Son a Crossdresser.” 
 
      
 
    The exciting conclusion to this tale is coming soon! 
 
      
 
    Gracie 
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    PART SEVEN 
 
      
 
    My, my, Danielle thought. The world sure is wonderful. 
 
    He was laying on a cloud in heaven. He could hear harps playing and he thought, I must be asleep. 
 
    He rolled onto one elbow and looked around. 
 
    Laura, Elize, Jenny and Tammi were playing little harps. They were sitting on the clouds like they were sitting on chairs, the clouds forming to hold them. 
 
    “Hi girls,” Danielle said. 
 
    The girls just smiled at him. They were all in white, satiny robes. 
 
    Then he heard a chorus of voices singing hymns. He rolled over and on the other side of him his mother was conducting a choir consisting of the girls from school. They, too, were in white, satiny robes. 
 
    All the girls who had bought tickets in the great ‘de-flower Danny Montgomery lottery.’ 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    Elizabeth looked at him and smiled, but she didn’t speak. 
 
    That made Danielle sad. She was much too young to die. 
 
    Then she heard voices arguing. The voices were of Gods, and they were mumbling. They all wore doctor’s clothes. 
 
    Danielle sighed. This had all started when she was a boy, when she, as a he, did nothing but get in trouble. Then his mother had used petticoat punishment and the world had changed for her. Now she got good grades, had friends, and was happier. 
 
    “Hey, Danny.” 
 
    Danielle pushed himself up on his elbows. Arnold was standing at the end of his bed. 
 
    Bed? 
 
    “I really got you, bro.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    I messed you up good.” He was snickering. 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “Because I don’t like you!” 
 
    “But why don’t you like me?” 
 
    “Because you’re a sissy!” 
 
    Danielle sighed, laid back down and ignored him. 
 
    Again she heard the far away voices of Gods. She was sort of curious, it sounded like they were arguing over her. But she was suddenly more tired than curious, so she went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “He should be coming around now.” 
 
    Danielle thought she was in his bed at home. 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danielle frowned. She was looking for that cloud. She wanted to sleep some more. 
 
    “He’s going to be groggy, he’s on some pretty powerful drugs.” 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danielle frowned and shook her head. 
 
    “Call him Danielle.” 
 
    There was a moment when she felt his mother frown. But what was his mother doing in her bedroom? And there were other people here, too. What was— 
 
    “Danielle?” 
 
    Danielle opened her eyes. 
 
    His mother’s face was there and she smiled. “Good morning, Mom.” 
 
    “Oh, Danny!” Her face came down and Danielle felt it on her chest. Her mother was crying. 
 
    “Hey, sis,” Elize came into the picture. She smiled and placed her hands on his mother’s shoulders. “Come on, Mom, let the doc do his job.” 
 
    She guided Elizabeth back, away from the bed. Elizabeth kept saying, “He’s awake. He’s awake.” 
 
    Then a doctor hovered over Danielle. 
 
    Puzzled, Danielle looked around. She was slightly surprised to find that she wasn’t in her own bed. She was in a hospital room. White walls, a TV in the high corner, a machine above him making lines and bumps. And the doctor. And a nurse. 
 
    “What am I doing?” 
 
    The doctor looked into her eyes, felt her head, then moved down and was looking at her groin area. 
 
    “You’ve had an accident, Mr. Montgomery.” 
 
    Danny frowned. Mr. Montgomery was his father, and his father was a bastard. She didn’t want to be associated with her father. 
 
    “What kind of an accident.” 
 
    “You’re in the Johnson Medical Center and I’m Doctor Kinder.” 
 
    “Are you kinda kinder?” Danielle quipped, then she asked, “What kind of accident.” 
 
    The doctor had the sheet pulled back, and Danielle wanted to sit up and see what he was doing. 
 
    The doctor made a couple ‘ah hmmm’ kind of noises. 
 
    “What kind of accident?” 
 
    The doctor replaced the sheet and stood next to Danielle and took her pulse. Which was ridiculous because she was on a machine that was already taking her pulse. 
 
    After ten seconds the doctor smiled and finally answered her question. 
 
    “You were in an altercation at school and were kicked in the groin. There was some damage, quite a bit, actually. Your situation down there was…your childhood illness stunted the growth of your reproductive system, and this latest trauma has introduced permanent damage.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The doctor then went into technical jargon which basically said Danielle wasn’t going to have babies. Her balls had been crushed beyond repair. Midway through the doctor’s explanation Elizabeth started sobbing and Danielle could hear Elize comforting their mother. 
 
    When the doctor was done Danielle said, “Oh.” That was all. Then: “I’m tired.” 
 
    The doctor gave a wan smile and patted his hand. “Then you should go to sleep.” 
 
      
 
    Danielle awoke. Period. Not like the floating out of the clouds she had experienced earlier, but a sudden opening of the eyes and the concept/thought ‘here I am.’ 
 
    She was in a hospital room. The curtains were open and she could see low mountains in the distance. She could hear the low mutter of voices outside the room.  
 
    Elize was sleeping in a chair next to the bed. 
 
    Danielle looked down at her groin. She remembered the doctor talking, and she saw the bulge of bandages around her hips. She pulled the sheet off and looked. 
 
    Her legs were still pretty, hair hadn’t really started growing back yet,  but she had a virtual bag around her groin. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Danielle looked to where Elize was smiling and sitting up. 
 
    “Hey!” Her voice was a croak. She swallowed, but there was little moisture and her throat hurt. 
 
    “Water, sis. Hold on.” 
 
    Elize took a plastic cup with a straw coming out of it and held it to Danielle’s lips. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good,” Danielle worked the liquid around in her mouth, swallowed it in bits, and the pain in her throat began dissipating. 
 
    “Thought you were going to sleep forever.” 
 
    “I feel weird.” 
 
    “They got you on lots of drugs. You’re as high as a drunk kite.” 
 
    Danielle laughed, and that hurt, so she groaned. 
 
    Elize put the cup on the rolling table and sat on the edge of the bed. “So how much do you remember?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I…I was with Laura and…man, Arnold kicked me, didn’t he? I didn’t see him, but what the doctor said…” 
 
    “It was Arnold. He’s in jail now.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Elize nodded. “Dumb fuck went back to class like nothing had happened. Laura went to the office, she was hysterical, but they finally figured out that something had happened and they checked and found you.” 
 
    “How long have I been out?” 
 
    “Two weeks.” 
 
    “Two weeks?” Danielle’s eyes opened wide. 
 
    “Be glad. I’ve seen pictures of your poor, mangled manhood. They kept you in an induced coma. They actually operated on you three times. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    Elizabeth entered the room, saw Danielle awake and rushed to the bed. “Honey!” She started crying again and kept brushing Danielle’s hair. 
 
    “Hey! I’m not wearing a wig!” 
 
    Elizabeth blurted a laugh. She kept kissing her face. 
 
    “Yeah, they cleaned you up,” said Elize. “Your own hair is coming in nicely.” 
 
    Danielle felt her head. Yes. Her hair was thicker, but it was nowhere near as long, and as nice, as the wig. 
 
    “Hunh. Well…” 
 
    She looked at her fingers. “What happened to my nails?” 
 
    “They stole them from you,” snickered Elize. 
 
    “You don’t need a wig or nails anymore. You’re my son, and you’re back.” 
 
    Danielle felt weird at that, but she didn’t say anything, just looked at Elize, who gave a mild shrug. 
 
    “You know you’re a hero at school, don’t you?” 
 
    “What? Me?” 
 
    “Of course, you. Every girl has a picture of you. All anybody does is talk about you. Even the guys are sort of weirded out by what happened.” 
 
    “So what’s going to happen to Arnold?” 
 
    Elizabeth pulled a chair up, but didn’t let go of Danielle’s hand. 
 
    “He’s in jail right now,” said Elizabeth. 
 
    “What are they going to do about him?” 
 
    Elize: “His father has got a bunch of lawyers, they’re trying to sue the school district, saying everything is your fault.” 
 
    “My fault?” 
 
    “Yep. Don’t ask me about their logic, cause they ain’t got any. Anyway, it looks like Arnold might get out on bail, but he’s not going to be coming back to school. He’s been expelled.” 
 
    Danielle thought about that. One of her classmates in jail. Arnold was an idiot, of course, but still…in jail? 
 
    “What about, uh…Laura?” 
 
    His mother straightened up a bit, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
    “She’s downstairs. She and Jenny and Tammi have been holding a vigil since this started. Her parents took her home once and she showed up an hour later. Her parents gave up after that. Apparently her parents aren’t fond of you.” 
 
    Danielle was afraid to look at her mother. 
 
    “Raping their daughter like that.” 
 
    “Elize…” 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay. Everybody knows what you guys were doing. Impossible to hide. Her parents are pissed, but every girl in school is envious. You want to see her?” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “No, tomorrow, dummy.” 
 
    Danielle looked at her mother. “I do…but I want to see her alone.” 
 
    “Danny—“ 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    And Elizabeth gave in. 
 
    “I’ll go get her.” Elize hopped up and left the room. 
 
    Elizabeth said, “I suppose we should talk about what you were doing, but I don’t know what to say. On one hand you were doing what every young man does at some point. As a parent I’m upset, but…you were both eighteen“ 
 
    “But now that my balls are all fucked up there’s not much point.” 
 
    Elizabeth opened her mouth to speak, shut it. Her face was all twisted up. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    “Danny, you don’t understand…you don’t have your testicles anymore” 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later Danielle had calmed Elizabeth down. Which was funny. Danielle was the one with no balls, and his mother needed the consolation. 
 
    When Laura entered the room Elizabeth just cast a dire look at her, then left the room. 
 
    “Oh, Danny,” Laura hugged her. 
 
    “That’s Danielle, please,” she murmured into Laura’s hair. 
 
    Laura gave a sad laugh. “Danielle.” 
 
    They hugged, and they kissed, and finally Laura was sitting in the chair Elizabeth had occupied, holding Danielle’s hand and watching her raptly. 
 
    “I’m sorry things didn’t work out.” 
 
    “I’m double sorry,” Laura whispered. 
 
    “I guess you’ve heard that I’m not really a man.” 
 
    “Elize told Me and Jenny and Tammi. Nobody else knows. You can go back to being a boy if you want. My understanding is that the doctors offered to give you a couple of plastic balls, and you’ve still got your penis.” 
 
    “Hunh! What if I don’t want to go back to being a boy.” 
 
    Laura was silent for a moment. “Whatever you want I’m here for you.” 
 
    “But I can’t be a husband, and we’d be shunned as Lesbians.” 
 
    Laura giggled. “Lesbians don’t get shunned these days.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s funny, as gamer Danny I would have shunned Lesbians. But as Danielle I’m tired of a world that doesn’t get along.” Danielle sighed. “Well, I guess we’ve got a lot to talk about. But I understand if we’re done.” 
 
    “We’ll let time figure that out. Can the other girls come in?” 
 
    “Are they up here?” 
 
    “Right outside.” 
 
    “Yes! Please.” 
 
    Laura went to the door and motioned and Tammi and Jenny filed into the room. They looked embarrassed, and relieved, and happy to see him. They hugged her and stood around the bed and suddenly everybody was laughing and chatting and it was just like it used to be when they all met in Elize’s room, or Danielle’s room. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll still get erections. They won’t be as strong, or maybe last as long, but the loss of testicles does not mean an end to your love life.” 
 
    Danielle was sitting in the doctor’s office with her mother and Elize. Elizabeth hadn’t wanted Elize to be there, but Danny had insisted. “You have the adult viewpoint, Mom, and the doctor has the medical viewpoint. But Elize has the real viewpoint.” 
 
    Which made Elizabeth groan, but she wasn’t about to fight Danielle on this point. There were simply too many decisions to be made, too much life to sort out. 
 
    The doctor continued: “We can implant plastic balls in your sack, so it will look like you are still normal.” 
 
    At a look from Elizabeth the doctor added, “Don’t misunderstand me. We are talking cosmetics here.” Back to Danielle, “We can even put a pump and flexible shaft in your penis to enhance your erections. The field is quite advanced these days, and there are many options.” 
 
    “So Danny can still get it up.” 
 
    Danny frowned at Elize, who just laughed and said, “Or Danielle can get it up.” 
 
    “Elize!” 
 
    “No, Mom. I want to her what she says.” 
 
    “But that was rude!” 
 
    “What? Calling me Danny? Or calling me Danielle?” 
 
    And there it was. The thing that had bothered Danny for the week since she had woken up. 
 
    “But you are Danny!” 
 
    “No. No, I’m not. I’m a guy with mangled nuts who likes being a girl. I’m more Danielle than Danny ever was.”  
 
    Elize laughed, “That is the weirdest thing you ever said.” 
 
    Danielle grinned. “I guess. 
 
    “But Danny…” 
 
    “Please, Mom, call me Danielle.” 
 
    Elizabeth looked like she wanted to protest. 
 
    “What’s the big deal, Mom? You were okay with petticoat punishment, and now it seems like it was a pretty good idea. I’m happier.” 
 
    “Well, I just…you’re my boy!” Elizabeth started to cry. 
 
    The doctor pushed a box of tissues forward and Elizabeth started drying her eyes. 
 
    After a minute Danielle said, “Sure, but I’m not much of a boy, and I won’t be much of a man. I can never have children, My love life may not be much, and I like wearing female clothes. I—“ 
 
    “Danielle?” 
 
    Dannielle looked at Elize, who shook her head. “It’s tougher on her. Let her get used to it.” 
 
    She was right. Elizabeth was having a terrible time listening to his matter of fact recital. 
 
    Danielle nodded and said to the doctor, “What were you saying?” 
 
    The doctor went on about the latest in prosthesis, and after a minute Danielle stopped him. “Doc?” 
 
    “Yes” 
 
    “Do you do breast implants?” 
 
      
 
    Danielle felt a huge sense of relief as she entered the house. She was walking gingerly, though the doctor said she was fine. The doctor had also admitted that the mental effects might hang around for a while. 
 
    Elize brought in a bag with Danielle’s stuff in it. 
 
    “Are you okay? Danielle?” Elizabeth had had a rough time, but she had finally started calling Danielle by the name which she preferred. 
 
    “No.” She turned to Elizabeth who immediately looked concerned. 
 
    “I don’t ever want to do housework again, or go to school. And I want a million dollars. I want my own car and an unlimited bank account. I want—“ 
 
    Elize started laughing, and Elizabeth realized that she was being made fun of. She tried a rueful smile. “I’m sorry. I know I’m a worry wart.” 
 
    “Worry as much as you want, Mom,” Danielle said, and she hugged her mother.  
 
    That first day home was unique, a golden, glowing moment in Danielle’s mind. After having been kicked, put in a coma, suffered operations and having a pair of plastic balls inserted into her nutsack, to be in her own room, to be able to watch TV and read books, to just be in the home she knew and loved, it was heaven. 
 
    She immediately went up to her room and put on panties and a bra. Elize had brought her falsies home and she put them into her bra and felt so natural. She slipped into a housedress, tied a thin belt around her midsection, and looked at her make up. 
 
    She decided not to, because her mother was having such a rough time.  She went to Elize’s room. “Can I wear your fuzzy slippers?” 
 
    Elize studied Danielle with a raised eye “As long as you don’t get any cooties on them.” 
 
    Danielle smiled. “I promise.” She slipped on the slippers and headed downstairs. She had to get her mother accustomed to Danielle, and give up Danny. 
 
    She lounged that first day, and through the weekend, but by Monday she knew it was time to get back to school. 
 
    School, which she had hated as a boy, but loved as a girl. 
 
    She walked along the sidewalk with Elize. Jenny and Laura met them at the corner. Laura grabbed his hand right off, and the quartet sauntered down the street towards school. 
 
    And Danielle was a hero. Or heroine. Right from the get go kids were coming up and chatting, asking questions, hugging her. 
 
    Home room, and Danielle walked into the classroom and sat down. No poop in her desk this day. Kids were still crowding around her and Mrs. Turner had to ask for everybody to be seated a number of times. 
 
    Roll call was made, and Danielle was welcomed to class. As Danny. 
 
    “Mrs. Turner?” 
 
    “Yes, Danny?” 
 
    “I would prefer to be called Danielle now.” 
 
    Mrs Turner had a rough time in her mind, but she was professional enough not to show it. This was her troublemaker, politely asking to be a girl. She nodded. “Of course, Danielle.” 
 
    After roll call announcements were made, and Mrs. Turner talked about study habits, now that finals were almost upon them. 
 
    Later, while the class worked on their assignment, Mrs. Turner called Danielle up to her desk. 
 
    “Danielle, I hate to say it, but your grades weren’t very high, and now that you’ve missed a month of school I’m afraid you’re not going to be graduating with your friends.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    Mrs. Turner blinked and looked at the class. She wanted to ask who had said that, but everybody was staring at her fixedly. 
 
    “This is a private conversation and…” 
 
    Karen Newland interrupted her. “I’m going to tutor Danielle.” 
 
    Mrs. Turner opened her mouth to speak, but Anne Gault said, “I’m going to help.” 
 
    “But… 
 
    Then girl after girl was clamoring, proclaiming she was going to tutor Danielle. 
 
    Even a couple of the boys said they would help. 
 
    Mrs. Turner stared at the class. Never, in her whole, long and tired life, had she seen a class act this way. 
 
    “Do you know how much work that’s going to be?” 
 
    “If you don’t graduate Danielle I won’t go to the graduation.” 
 
    That started a whole new series of proclamations. 
 
    Finally Mrs. Turner threw up her hands. “Okay. I’ll give you one week. If Danielle hasn’t shown significant progress then…” she shrugged. 
 
    Everybody cheered and the girls gathered around Danielle and began making plans. Soon there was a schedule with assignments. The subjects that needed work, which were virtually all of them, were assigned to the kids who were doing well in those subjects, and the game was on. 
 
      
 
    “Everybody’s going to tutor me,” said Danny. He and Laura were walking a few yards behind Elize and Jenny. They were holding hands. 
 
    “That’s amazing. I know you’re going to graduate.” 
 
    “It won’t be for lack of help,” he said. 
 
    “Danielle? Danny?” 
 
    A look of puzzlement crossed Danielle’s face. To be called Danny again, and by Laura. 
 
    “We started something, and we got interrupted.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” suddenly he was in the pits. “That.” 
 
    “I want to finish it.” 
 
    He looked at her. “But I’m not really…I’m not a man!” 
 
    “Danny, you are as much man as woman right now. But Elize said you can still get hard ons…” 
 
    “Just not big ones. And I wasn’t very big to start with.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I want to try. To be stopped like we were…that wasn’t fair.” 
 
    “But I don’t think—“ 
 
    “Your mother’s at work, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then let’s go to your room and fuck.” 
 
    Danielle’s heart was once again soaring. He had thought about this so much. 
 
    “Well, we could…” he stuttered. 
 
    She laughed. “We can. We will. But we have to hurry. Your tutors are going to be showing up.” 
 
    The quartet often hung out at Danielle’s house, so Elize wasn’t surprised when Jenny and Laura turned onto their street with her and Danielle.  
 
    And she wasn’t surprised when Danielle and Laura went past her room and into Danielle’s and locked the door. 
 
     
 
    Laura sat on Danielle’s lap and they kissed.  
 
    “It’s okay for me to sit on you like this?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” and they kissed some more. 
 
    Danny was back in heaven. He felt the softness of her lips. They tasted each other’s lipstick, he felt her boobs, and she slapped his and they laughed. 
 
    Then they were taking off their clothes. 
 
    Danielle had a couple of little surgical lines around his groin, but nothing to speak of. Laura spent her time tracing the little raised lines, however, and that was good. 
 
    Danielle was afraid she wouldn’t be able to get it up, but with Laura’s attentions, and eventual blow job, her dick started to get hard. 
 
    “That is so cute,” Laura bubbled, massaging Daniele’s dick with her fingers. 
 
    “I’ve thought about having it removed.” 
 
    “No! I want you to keep your dick!” 
 
    “Even small and useless?” 
 
    “Danielle, if you have that pump up rod thing put in your dick, can they make you bigger?” 
 
    Danielle blinked. “I think they can.” 
 
    “Well,” Laura smiled and pushed him back on the bed, “Then there we go.” 
 
    She sat on Danielle, her pussy against Danielle’s little cock. Danielle gasped, and Laura reached down and guided Danielle’s cock into her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Danielle whimpered, and tears began to leak out of her eyes. 
 
    “It’s okay, Danielle. Stop crying, Oh, that feels so good!” 
 
    Laura pivoted and wiggle and pressed down. 
 
    Danielle thrust her hips up, and their contact was such that she was in no danger of falling out. 
 
    For a long minute they groaned and ground and Danielle felt Laura’s breasts and sucked the nipples. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I think…I think…oh shit!” 
 
    Danielle lurched upward and spurted. It wasn’t much semen, but it was something. 
 
    “Oh, Danielle!” Laura hugged her. 
 
    For a moment they rested, then Danielle asked, “What about you?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine.” 
 
    “No. You didn’t cum.” 
 
    “I’ve cum before.” 
 
    Danielle wiggled out from under Laura, turned her and laid her sideways across the bed. “Just lay back. I’ll get you off.” 
 
    At first Danielle had thought she was going to just use her fingers. But once she got started, once Laura was moaning and moving her hips, Danielle’s face was so close, and there was only a little sperm in Laura’s pussy…Danielle bent down and began licking Laura as she fingered her. 
 
    Laura gasped and lurched and jerked, then she started to cum. She gave a series of little yelps, almost like she was protesting, and her hips began to spasm uncontrollably. 
 
    Danielle held on, kept eating her, and the orgasm washed over Laura. Lifted her up to heaven and threw her back, splattered, on the bed. 
 
    They lay there, suddenly tired, and they grinned at each other. 
 
    “That was wild!” commented Laura. 
 
    “I can’t believe I came. The doctor said that was possible, but…” 
 
    “Wow!” They hugged, then Danielle sat up. “The doorbell.” 
 
    “Your first tutors!” 
 
    “Come on, let’s get dressed.” 
 
    Quickly the two girls put on their underclothes and dresses, then a splash of make up. Just in time. 
 
    Knock, knock. 
 
      
 
    Danielle wanted to fuck Laura again, but he wasn’t given a chance. Girls began parading through his bedroom during all his waking hours. And they weren’t there to fuck. 
 
    “No, Danielle. A squared plus B squared is C squared. Take a square of paper and cut it from corner to corner. See?” 
 
    Elizabeth listened outside the room as the girls talked him through algebra. They were smart, and they were efficient, and, most important, they were patient. 
 
    “He was called ‘Useless’ Grant for a reason, Danielle. Just because he was a great war hero didn’t make him a great president.” 
 
    Elize sat and read a book and marveled. Danny was picking it up. Slowly but surely…maybe he would make it. 
 
    “Indigenous means it is native to the area!” 
 
    It was late at night and Elizabeth turned over and tried to sleep. She was tired, having 24/7 tutors was tough, but Danielle seemed determined. 
 
    “No, use a semi-colon. Do you see how the two thoughts are related?” 
 
    Laura and Elize listened from Elize’s room. It was late at night, past midnight, but Laura didn’t care. Her parents were upset, but she didn’t care. She just wished she could go in and be with Danielle. 
 
      
 
    “I have never seen anything like it. Those girls walk him everywhere. During lunch, on the way home, I even caught one of them in the janitor’s bathroom with him.” 
 
    Principal Andrews tilted his head and thought. He asked, “Is Danielle going to make it?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Well. In all my years of education, this has been the strangest one of all.” 
 
      
 
    Graduation came on the 6th of June. It was a Thursday afternoon. Four o’clock, and the graduating class was sitting in folding chairs in the auditorium. Parents overflowed the auditorium behind them. 
 
    Student after student, clad in black robes, stepped up to receive a handshake and a diploma. 
 
    There were occasional shouts and hoorahs, a few parents dabbed their eyes, but that was nothing compared to the cheer that arose when Principal Andrews said into the microphone. “Danielle Montgomery.” 
 
    That was the moment everybody threw their caps into the air. 
 
      
 
    “So where are you going to school?” asked Laura.  
 
    She and Danielle were laying on Danielle’s bed. They had finally managed to get together again. She was sated, and Daniele was happy that she had been able to sate her, and Danielle wasn’t feeling too bad herself. 
 
    “My grades, up until this year, suck. So I’ll probably go to the community college.” 
 
    “Oh, that’ll piss my mother off.” 
 
    “Why?” Danielle leaned back and looked at her. “Why would where I go to school piss your mother off?” 
 
    “Because where you go, I go.” 
 
    They lay and hugged and enjoyed the peace and quiet of looking at a summer off. 
 
    “Is it good when you cum?” asked Laura. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Danielle grinned. 
 
    “Are you going to get a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Didn’t Elize tell you?” 
 
    “Tell me what?” 
 
    “Next week. The doctor says he can elongate me to six inches.” 
 
    “Wow! Will I be able to handle that?” She giggled. 
 
    Danielle stated drily, I don’t think you’ll have any trouble. And the Doc says that a couple of years, with skin stretch and all, I can have it upgraded to seven inches, maybe even eight.” 
 
    Laura laughed. “No! No! It’s the Revenge of the Monster Dick!” 
 
    They laughed, and Danielle said, “And the other big news…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Mom has agreed I can have hormone treatments, and if I want them, I can even get breast implants.” 
 
    Laura spun around and sat up and looked at him. 
 
    “That is a real wow. Are you going for it?” 
 
    Danielle lay back and contemplated the beautiful Laura. She thought about how this year began. How she had been a gamer, and a creep, and how she mistreated his family and people in general. 
 
    She thought about petticoat punishment, and what it had done to her, and for her. 
 
    And, oddly, she thought about Arnold. 
 
    Arnold, who had kicked her so hard she had been maimed. 
 
    Arnold, who was due for sentencing. 
 
    “Come on,” she suddenly leaped from the bed. 
 
    In a second she was out of the room. She had to talk to his mother. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “Before I pronounce sentence…” Judge Thompson looked out at the court room. Arnold was sitting in a chair at the defendant’s table. He was looking mighty glum in his jail house clothes. “…it has been brought to my attention that the victim in this case would like to speak to the court. Danielle Montgomery?” 
 
    Danielle was nervous as she walked up to the front of the courtroom. She was wearing a mauve skirt and wore a simple blouse with a short jacket. Her hair was layered and long enough that there was no doubt that she was a girl. She took her place at a podium that had been set up for her. 
 
    “Thank you, your honor. I just wanted to say that there are a lot of ignorant people in this world. I was one of them. Thanks to a loving mother and sister I no longer count myself amongst these people.” 
 
    Danielle turned to Arnold. “Arnold, you’re an ignorant person, but I can’t look down on you because I was no better than you.” 
 
    She turned back to the court. “The thing that changed me was petticoat punishment. Being a girl, or a boy, that’s a choice. But when a person is guilty of ignorance he, or even she, should be made to walk in the other person’s shoes. It’s the only way they can understand what it is they are doing, and what makes them ignorant.” 
 
    Danielle took a deep breath. 
 
    “Your honor, instead of sending Arnold to some prison where he will be abused, where he will become not just ignorant but a criminal, I would recommend that he be given a sentence of petticoat punishment. Society needs more understanding and less ignorance.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later, the judge still considering what sentence to impose on Arnold, Elizabeth and Elize, Danielle and Laura, stopped at an ice cream store. They ordered cones and sat at a small, round table and licked and thought about the morning. 
 
    “I’m proud of you, Danielle. That was a very gracious thing you did this morning.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not all me. Elize was the one who told me that the mark of man was how kind he was. And that’s got to apply for women, too, right?” 
 
    Elize grinned and offered a fist bump over the table. 
 
    “So you kids are going to the community college?” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. Montgomery.” 
 
    “Heck, Laura. Why don’t you call me Elizabeth, or even Mom. You seem to be part of the family.” 
 
    Everybody was smiling, so Danielle decided the time was right. “And, Mom?” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “I’d like to go ahead with everything. I’m scheduled for the big weeny,” they all chuckled at that, “But I want breast implants, and I want to start on hormones.” 
 
    Elizabeth nodded. “Well, I guess I’m going to have three daughters.” 
 
    Elize frowned and said, “There’s only one problem with that.” 
 
    The other three looked at her. 
 
    “I want more ice cream.” 
 
    Amidst chuckles, they all decided to have more ice cream. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you will never guess what I did.” 
 
    Henry Coates looked up at his wife and grinned. “You invented a cure for cancer?” 
 
    Henry was a handsome fellow, a little slender, a bit round in the face, but with a wry sense of humor. 
 
    “Oh, come on, really guess.” 
 
    Henry looked at Julie and sighed. She was a babe, his wife was. She had a statuesque body, perfect measurements, 36 by 24 by 36. Long, blonde hair, which she kept up because she worked in a lab, and deep blue eyes. 
 
    “Okay. You, uh, invented a new food for dogs.” 
 
    “You’re not taking me seriously!” 
 
    “Honey! I have absolutely no clue as to what you did! I haven’t seen you since this morning, I’ve had my head in the computer all day…why don’t you just lay it on me.” 
 
    She sat down on the couch next to him, took the newspaper out of his hands and tossed it aside and took his hands in her own. “I’m a lab rat!” 
 
    He blinked. He knew her lab invented things, and he knew they had lab rats, but… “You’re a lab rat?” 
 
    “I am. I will be making an extra two hundred a month, and—“ 
 
    “Wait! You mean you’re actually taking an experimental drug?” 
 
    “Didn’t I just say that?” 
 
    “No,” he frowned. “You didn’t.” 
 
    “Oh, well, I am, and they’re going to pay me two hundred a month and all I had to do was take three pills. Simple dimple. And…” 
 
    While Julie blathered on Henry tried to control his upset. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” he finally broke in. “What kind of a drug are you taking? 
 
    “It’s a new chemical, been thoroughly tested, and here is the good news, it’s going to make my boobs bigger.” 
 
    “Wait! What?” 
 
    “It’s a specially made formula to help women lactate. It’s been working 100%, no ill effects, they’ve tried it on everything, and now they want to try it on me.” 
 
    “You’re going to produce milk? With your boobs?” 
 
    She huffed, “Didn’t I just say that?” 
 
    And it was a mark of how upset Henry was that he didn’t really register that. 
 
    “So you’re going to breast feed.” 
 
    “Not really. I’m just going to lactate. I’’ produce milk for a month or so and then the effects will go away..” 
 
    “And what if you keep lactating?” 
 
    “Oh, silly. None of the test subjects kept giving milk after three months.” 
 
    “But what if you do.” 
 
    She blinked. “Well, that would be…gosh.” 
 
    “Honey, this is dangerous. Humans shouldn’t be guinea pigs. You have no idea what untested drugs can do to you.” 
 
    “But it’s tested out perfectly so far. And I’ve already signed up, and I took my pills today.” 
 
    Henry stood up and started pacing. He thought about lawyers. He thought about side effects. 
 
    And, to be fair, he thought about how he loved big boobs, and how cool it would be to have his wife…bigger. 
 
    She was already big, and he loved that, but…what if she did get bigger? 
 
    “Okay. three months? On three pills?” 
 
    “Three months is what the test subjects experienced.” 
 
    “That’s pretty powerful.” 
 
    “I know, but this will help women who have trouble lactating. This is very important, and I’ll be helping new mothers everywhere. Please, honey, say it’s okay. I want to do this, I agreed to do this, and it’s for a good cause.” 
 
    “Let me see these pills.” 
 
    “I don’t have them with me. They’re at work.” 
 
    Henry frowned. “Well, it sounds risky to me.” 
 
    “Oh, so you don’t like extra money,” she pouted. 
 
    “I never said that. I—“ 
 
    “Then you don’t like me taking the initiative.” 
 
    “You know that’s not—“ 
 
    “Henry,” she gasped, “you don’t want my boobs to give milk! You don’t want my boobs to get bigger!” 
 
    Henry rolled his eyes. “Honey, I would love that. It’s just…I don’t like the idea of you putting strange chemicals into your body.” 
 
    “But these are tested. They aren’t strange. Wanna fuck?” 
 
    Henry blinked, and knew he had lost the argument. When Julie wanted to get her own way she always laid that on him. As if sex was a logic he couldn’t refute. 
 
    Of course, him being a horny bastard, he couldn’t refute it, and that was sort of logical.. 
 
    Julie giggled. “Come on, big boy. Why don’t you come on into the bedroom and let’s play with my milk bags.” 
 
    “Honey!” he tried, but she grabbed his hand and tugged him. 
 
    “Unless you don’t want to play with them.” 
 
    Henry felt his cock rise. He thought about her boobs. And she hefted them to make sure he knew what she was offering. 
 
    Julie led him into the bedroom, pushed him onto the bed and started doing a strip tease. She hummed stripped music and took off her blouse and tossed it into his face. 
 
    He grinned and threw the garment aside. 
 
    Next went the skirt. She unzipped the side, shimmied out, which made her large boobs jiggle so delightfully, and threw the skirt at him. 
 
    “You bitch,” he laughed. 
 
    “La de da…dum dum…” she reached behind herself and undid her bra and came close to him. She looped it over his head and ran it back and forth around his neck, then she left it draped there as she danced back into the center of the room. Her breasts went around and around and up and down and his eyes stuck to them. 
 
    “It’s panty time, lover!” She pushed her panties down and when they reached her ankles she kicked them into the air. He snagged them and held them to his face. 
 
    “Mmmm, tasty.” 
 
    “Ooh, you’re nasty.” 
 
    She came to him and undid his shirt, he leaned forward and she pulled it off him. Then she went after his zipper. In a moment it was down and she was pulling his slacks off him. 
 
    “Oh, baby, what’s that I see in your panties.” 
 
    “These are BVDs, not panties.” 
 
    “Oh, you want to wear my panties.” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    She moved forward then, pushing him back on the bed, and she clambered over him. 
 
    He relaxed, his cock was sticking straight up, and she moved her slit over it. She reached down and spread her labia and started sliding her juicy snatch over his rock hard cock. 
 
    She started to slide down, and stopped. Just his head was in her pussy and she held herself up, put a finger to her lips and said, “Oh, wait a minute, you’re mad at me for that lab thing. 
 
    He groaned, and laughed, and said, “You are so bad.” 
 
    “Then you’re not mad?” 
 
    “God, no. Now stop torturing me and get on with it!” 
 
    She slid down, and their eyes opened. It was a perfect fit, and her pussy was slick and hot. She put her hands on his pectorals and began jouncing up and down. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “Honey, you’re going to love it when I start lactating. I’ll even let you nurse. Would you like that? Baby Henry needs his milk….right from the spigot.” 
 
    He reached up and pulled her down enough so he could place his mouth on her tit. 
 
    “Oh!” she yelped. 
 
    He growled and sucked and gave her nipple another nip. 
 
    She fell on him then, and he flipped her over and took the dominant position. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he muttered. He was no longer thinking about her being a lab rat. Now he was only thinking about how much he loved being in her. 
 
    She wrapped her legs around him, squeezed, and he slithered into her, rubbing the veins of his cock against the sides of her vaginal canal. 
 
    She squealed, humped him harder, bit his ear, and he could feel her pussy muscles squeezing his cock. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” He grunted. 
 
    “It’s a hole and you’re fucking it,” she gasped. 
 
    Then he felt his insides start to click, he felt that surge of urge that presaged the orgasm. 
 
    “You’d better hurry,” he said. “She’s about to blow.” 
 
    “Oh, God…yes.” She twisted her hips and pulled on his cock, and that put her over. 
 
    “Yes…yes…Ohhh!” 
 
    She locked up, her pelvis felt rigid, and his cock was trapped, but that was okay. His cock began to spew right after her, and he kept pumping and pumping, filling her with seed. 
 
    Satisfied, they collapsed. Held each other. 
 
    She said, “I’ll be careful. It’ll be all right.” 
 
    He knew she was talking about the drug experiment. 
 
    Later, after she drifted off, he still thought about it, though. Taking drugs was a serious thing, and an experimental drug was really serious. Well, nothing to do about it now And he drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Life went on. Henry thought about her taking the experimental pills a bit, then he forgot about it. Nothing was happening, there was nothing to talk about, and…life went on. 
 
    Henry worked on the internet. He was a data base specialist and companies stood in line for him to work on their databases. So a month passed and he always had his head filled with computerese, worked  on algorithms, and played a little golf on the weekends. 
 
    Julie went to work at the pharmaceutical company every day. As a test subject she had to have her blood sampled frequently, and she had to pee in a cup every day. Outside of that little routine everything pretty much stayed the same. She analyzed data, spun test tubes, filled out reports. She knew the work was boring for most people, but she really enjoyed it. It kept her attention focused and she stopped even thinking about the drug test. 
 
    A month after being on the program Julie came home and said, “Party tonight! Randy Jackson and his wife are throwing an evening barbeque. Swimming, naked women, drinking, naked women, orgies in the bedroom, naked women!” 
 
    Henry gave her the eye. “In other words it’s going to be a boring bunch of scientists talking about how exciting a test tube is but you want to make sure I go so you’re giving me the sex talk.” 
 
    “Damn! You know me well!” 
 
    “Well, I’m in the middle of a problem and—“ 
 
    “Wanna fuck?” 
 
    “Goddamn it!” he howled. “That’s not fair!” 
 
    “Nope,” she grinned. “We have to be there by six.” 
 
    At 5:45 they walked out the door and got into the car. Henry was in shorts and tee shirt. Julie was in a red, silk cheongsam with a porthole on the chest. The porthole gave an amazing view of her mountains and Henry marveled. “Man, that dress makes your bust look big!” 
 
    “I can’t eat tonight,” she said. 
 
    “Huh? Where is the logic? I tell you your boobs are beautiful and you decided to starve yourself.” 
 
    “No, it’s just that the dress is a little tight and I don’t want to turn into one of those large ladies who was to waddle everywhere.” 
 
    “Henry side glanced her as he started the car. “As long as you have those bazoombas you can be as fat as you want.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, you say the—Mooo!—nicest things. I—mooo!—wouldn’t worry about me geting—Mooo!—fat, though. I—“ 
 
    “All right,” he laughed. “You got me. You do have the best boobs in the world, however.” 
 
    “I know. Wanna fuck?” 
 
    He stepped on the brakes and the car lurched to a stop. 
 
    “After the party?” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch,” he chuckled, and they headed down the street. 
 
    The party was a wild and crazy affair. It was mostly scientists, and after being cooped up in labs all day the scientists were ready to frolic. 
 
    Jason Landers liked to fill a syringe with vodka, then ‘vaccinate’ oranges. 
 
    Betty Wenders walked around in a bathing suit and tried to engage her fellows in profound conversations concerning the interaction of erudite molecules with negative flanders, or something like that. Henry didn’t know, and he doubted anybody else knew because Betty in a bathing suit was definitely a distraction. 
 
    Sandy Elizabeth got drunk and started groping all the men. Finally, the women bundled her into the bedroom to sleep it off, and a Lesbian get together ensued, and without bathing suits. 
 
    Henry ate a hot dog and drank bourbon and Coke. He had to admit this thing was fun. Especially when Betty groped his package. Thank God Julie didn’t see that. 
 
    There was some dancing, a corner of the patio was taken up by the political group. The argument du jour was whether stem cells could enable men to give birth. A hot subject if there ever was one. 
 
    Henry was dancing with Julie, enjoying the jiggle against his chest, as she was enjoying the rub of the bulge in his pants, and he felt wetness on his chest. 
 
    “Damn, I’m horny!” her eyes glinted at him. 
 
    “Must be in the water,” Henry glinted right back. “I feel the need to insert a meat package somewhere.” 
 
    “In the hole hotel?” 
 
    “Just for the night, mind you.” 
 
    They danced, and giggled, and were jostled by other dancers, and Henry suddenly looked down at his chest. “Damn,” he said, looking down. I must have spilled something.” 
 
    Julie laughed and they moved off the floor and he grabbed some napkins. 
 
    “Can’t hold your liquor, eh?” 
 
    “I can my liquor just fine, but…you got some spill on you, too.” 
 
    Julie looked down and blinked. Her red, satin material hid the spill, but it was obvious in the light that somebody had splashed her. 
 
    “That damn Jedidiah! If he brought a squirt gun to—“ she stopped. 
 
    Feeling the abrupt change in Julie’s attitude, Henry stopped blotting his chest and looked at her. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    Julie was inspecting her whole front now, and he saw it. The spill of liquid was down her front, emanating from her breasts, and her nipples! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “You’re lactating!” Henry whispered. 
 
    Rumors at parties are viral. No sooner had Julie bid goodbye to Georgina Jackson than Georgina noticed the spill on the front, knew what it meant, told Shiela Burkson about the successful lactation drug, and Shiela told Tammi and Tammi told Jenny and Jenny told…and Wanda Hilton caught up to Julie and Henry at the door and exclaimed, “Is it true? Are you lactating?” 
 
    Her voice was loud enough that a couple of couples started whispering. And she didn’t need to ask because Julie’s front was now seeping milk. 
 
    Wanda guided Julie into the bathroom where she borrowed a towel and blotted Julie’s breasts. 
 
    “Wow, you are really lactating.” They talked for a minute, and Julie agreed to show up at the office an hour early so they could do tests. Then Wanda pressed the towel to her front and said, “Take this. I’ll tell Georgina you’ll return it later.” 
 
    Henry and Julie walked down the front walk, Julie holding the towel to her boobs. 
 
    “Wow! You’re really putting out the milk.” 
 
    “And it’s really making me horny.” 
 
    “I’ll get the car, you just stay here.” 
 
    A minute later Henry drove up and Julie got in. 
 
    “I’m not going to be able to sleep in bed,” she said. “I’ll ruin the mattress.” 
 
    “I’ll set up the pads off the patio furniture. Did you ever think you’d produce this much milk?” 
 
    “Nope. I wish they’d only given me one pill.” 
 
    Henry shook his head and tried not to stare. He had to stay on the road. 
 
    They arrived home and Henry set up a temporary bed. Julie went into the shower and soaped her boobs. Now that she was really examining herself she realized that she had grown a cup size. No wonder the dress had been tight. 
 
    She stepped out and dried off, then put on a nursing bra she had bought just in case. She slipped pads into the front of the bra and went into the front room where Henry had set up her bed. 
 
    “How’s it going?” 
 
    “I think the milk is slowing down, but that was awesome. It was actually shooting out of my nipple like a squirt gun.” 
 
    Henry grinned. Nice bra. Makes you look real big. 
 
    Julie bit her lip. “Henry?” 
 
    “Yes, wonder cow?” 
 
    She slapped him, tried not to laugh, and said, “I have to tell you, this thing is really making me horny.” 
 
    “And that’s good, right?” It was obvious that from his viewpoint it was good. 
 
    “But I feel like such a cow!” 
 
    “I guess I better be careful with the jokes.” 
 
    “Well, I started it, but…yes. But are you okay with making love with me in this condition?” 
 
    “Honey, even if I wasn’t, my cock is.” 
 
    She laughed weakly. 
 
    “Here, lay down. I’ve laid out sheets over the plastic—it can get sweaty, you know—and we can change the sheets if they get wet.” 
 
    “Thanks, honey.” 
 
    Then, eyeing Henry, Julie slid her panties off and got down on all fours. “Take me from the rear,” she smiled at him. 
 
    “Are you embarrassed?” he asked as he ripped his clothes off. 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    “Well, get over it.” 
 
    Henry liked the doggy position, and he knelt next to her and kissed her while he massaged her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, God. I can’t believe how horny this has made me!” 
 
    “Me, too,” Henry actually gulped, he was so excited, then he perched behind her and fit his cock to her pussy. 
 
    She lowered her shoulders and arched her back to present her pussy and give him easy access. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she sighed. “This has been like the itch you can’t scratch.” 
 
    “And now you’re finally getting it scratched.” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    Henry pushed up against her buns. He knew his dick would be rubbing at her G spot. She should cum in no time. And she better, because he was already feeling it. 
 
    They fucked, rutted like sex pigs, and Henry inadvertently hugged her. It was a normal motion, a comfortable feeling, and he squeezed her tit. 
 
    “AHHH…” 
 
    Henry stopped moving. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Do that again!” she almost screamed. 
 
    Henry plunged deep and squeezed her boob. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” 
 
    Henry plunged again, and Julie pushed her butt against him. “Squeeze my titties! More!” 
 
    Henry began squeezing her breasts, left, then right, then left. 
 
    “Take my bra off!” 
 
    Normally Henry would have quipped, ‘But I’m not wearing it,’ but now she was so intense, and her body was jerking all over the place, that he just worked the clasp and the bra dropped off. 
 
    Her breasts hung down, almost to the floor, and she groaned. “When you squeeze my tits it causes a contraction in my vagina. It makes me cum.” 
 
    Henry didn’t need further explanation. He jammed his cock in, hard, and he reached around and squeezed her tits. Hard. 
 
    Milk spurted out, dripped out of his hands, literally poured onto the sheet and the plastic liner under it. 
 
    “Oh….yes! Again” 
 
    Henry fucked her and fucked her, and the milk poured and poured. 
 
    Julie kept lurching and spasming. Orgasm after orgasm. Short, sharp, hard. 
 
    Finally, she was done. She collapsed on her belly and Henry drew out. Henry’s dick was done. He had cum, and she had kept fucking him,  and he had grown hard again, but now it shrank and just laid there. 
 
    “Wow,” Julie moaned. 
 
    “Double wow!” Henry laid next to her on his back. 
 
    “I’ve made a mess,” she looked away from him, and he picked up on her mood. 
 
    “Are you embarrassed.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then looked at me.” 
 
    She turned her face towards him, and was embarrassed, and moved towards him and buried her face on his chest. 
 
    He just laughed. “No need to be embarrassed. It was all for science, anyway. Right?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    They got up and Henry replaced the sheets, then they both laid down. Henry was going to sleep on the couch, but instead they just cuddled and drifted off. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, shit,” Julie said. 
 
    Henry opened his eyes and looked at her. 
 
    “I’m getting horny again.” 
 
    He grinned, but said, “Sorry, babe. You totally fucked me out.” 
 
    “You’re sorry? I’m sorry!” 
 
    She sat up and looked at her breasts. They might be a touch bigger. Yes, just a touch, and milk was drizzling out of. her ducts. 
 
    “What can I do?” 
 
    She looked at him, a lost, little girl look, and said, “Can you use your fingers?” 
 
    “Of course I can. Here, let’s put some pillows and, yeah, turn like that. Okay, here we go.” 
 
    Julie was laying on her belly, two pillows under her and her breasts out to the side. They were flattened, but the nipples were accessible, and they were leaking. She spread her legs and Henry put his hand down between her buns and started rubbing her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she moaned, and she immediately started cumming. 
 
    Henry grinned and worked his hand. He rubbed her clitoris and inserted a couple of fingers and finger banged his wife. 
 
    Julie humped and humped and the milk flowed. 
 
    “I know there’s connection between the erogenous zone of the breasts and the vagina, but this is really something.” 
 
    Julie grunted, let the quick, hard orgasm pass, and muttered, “I love it, but…it’s too much, too.” 
 
    “Are you putting out as much milk?” 
 
    “No,” she admitted, “but this horny state is persisting.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. I may not be able to play the piano again, but we’ll satisfy your itches.” 
 
    “Honey, I have to go to work, but I’m picking up a dildo on the way home.” 
 
    For a half hour they fucked her pussy and milked her tits, and she finally calmed down. 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” Julie said. “I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t… you know.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I might put out advertising however, get some business cards. ‘Henry Lancing, Masturbator Extraordinaire.’ 
 
    Julie pulled up her nursing bra and put fresh pads in it. “Can you make some toast or something while I get ready?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Julie headed for the bedroom and Henry began making breakfast. By the time she was ready for work he had a plate of toast, a couple of sausages and a glass of OJ. 
 
    Julie chomped and chewed quickly. She drank the OJ in almost a single gulp. “I must need to replenish fluids.” 
 
    Henry just chuckled. He was getting off on all the sex he was getting. 
 
    “I’ll be home as soon as they finish with me,” Julie tossed over her shoulder as she headed out to the garage. “Be ready.” 
 
    Henry fist pumped the sky as he went into his computer room. 
 
      
 
    At work Julie was hustled into the labs right away. Wanda and the other technicians had showed up early, and they poked and prodded, took samples and fetched Julie coffee. 
 
    Her milk was drained, her boob size was measured, and her milk was drained again. 
 
    “Is this flow ever going to stop?” 
 
    “Absolutely. The test subjects had increased flow for a month, then everything went back to normal.” 
 
    “That’s good. I love it, but…it’s making me horny.” 
 
    Wanda made a note on an iPad, and muttered, “Female viagra. That’s good. We can make a lot of money off that.” 
 
    And the tests went on. 
 
      
 
    At home Henry tapped the keyboard, figured out algorithms, and fixed data bases. He lost track of time—what he thought was fascinating other people would find boring—and before he knew it was lunch time. 
 
    But where was Julie? 
 
      
 
    Julie was being retested. And tested again. And then she was tested. Milk poured out of her, her boobs were measured, and they were getting bigger, and she was getting tired. 
 
    So much milk took a lot of energy. 
 
     
 
    Henry called her company, and Wanda came on the line and apologized but Julie was right in the middle of it and we’ll call you. Click. 
 
    Henry frowned. 
 
      
 
    Dinnertime, and he was ready to go over to the company and force his way in. They couldn’t keep his wife from him that way, then the phone rang. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Oh, thank goodness. I am so tired.” 
 
    “Julie! Are you all right? What the hell has been happening?” 
 
    “My milk production was heavy all day, but it’s finally gone down a bit. They think it might be a 24 hour thing. For 24 hours after you first start lactating your body goes crazy. But it seems to have gone down.” 
 
    “Are you coming home? Or should I pick you up.” 
 
    He heard a yawn on the other end of the phone. “I’ll be home in a half. Can you fix me dinner?” 
 
    “Sure. Just drive carefully and I’ll be here.” 
 
    “Okay, honey.” Another yawn. 
 
    Forty-five minutes later Julie drove into the garage. Henry was right there. He helped her out of the car and into the kitchen. 
 
    “Are you still lactating?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I need to change my pads right now. But it’s almost normal now.” 
 
    She ate bacon and eggs, that was his main dish as a male, and smiled, and yawned, and right afterwards Henry put her to sleep. 
 
     
 
    Henry was a little worried about her lactation, but he realized he was only being the concerned husband. The company had a ton of scientists looking after her. 
 
    She was sleeping on the floor on the made up bed, and he laid down on the couch and drifted off to sleep. 
 
    His last thought before drifting off was, Man, that poor woman! 
 
      
 
    “Henry?” 
 
    Henry awoke instantly. It was dark out, he glanced at the clock on the wall. Three o’clock. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “I need to be milked.” 
 
    Henry rolled off the couch. 
 
    “And fucked…wanna fuck?” 
 
    For the first time in his married life Henry wasn’t thrilled by that phrase. Still, his cock stood up and he did have his duties. 
 
    He took her doggy style again. And she groaned and moaned, and finally said, “Can we do me on my back? My arms are tired.” 
 
    He pulled out and she turned over and faced him. In the darkness he could feel her gentle smile. She was happy, and resigned, and felt wonderful. All the lactation, it caused a maternal feeling in her. 
 
    Henry moved between her legs and began fucking her. He was actually afraid to lay on her with any weight. He didn’t want to hurt her tits. 
 
    Julie humped and held on, and she said, “Squeeze ‘em.” 
 
    Henry pounded into her, placed his hands on her chest and began squeezing. 
 
    Julie sighed and experienced a hard orgasm. Her hips twitched and locked up, and when it was over she said, “That is so hard and sharp. That must be what a man feels.” 
 
    Henry grunted and fucked harder. 
 
    “Henry…why don’t you suck on my tits.” 
 
    He stopped moving. Unbelievable, he hadn’t even thought about that. But he was a tit man, and he was fascinated. He lowered his head and took her distended nipple in his mouth. He began to suck and the milk squirted into his mouth. 
 
    It was a lot of milk, and it was delicious. Mother’s milk, though she wasn’t a mother, and he shifted to the other boob. 
 
    Back and forth he went, right to left to right to left, sucking, and the milk poured forth. 
 
    And Julie kept having orgasms every time he switched boobs. She held his head and felt a golden glow coming over her. 
 
    She was lactating, doing something women had done for a zillion years, and now she knew why. The warm fuzzies, and the bonus of a constant stream of little orgasms. 
 
    Poor Henry, he had cum the night before, and though he was hard, he couldn’t cum. He was empty. 
 
    When Julie realized that she giggled. “You can’t cum, can you.” 
 
    “No,” he grunted. “But it’s okay. I can still do you.” 
 
    “Oh, God! I love it! I’m never going to let you cum again. I’m going to keep you hard and just let you service me, no cum. I get all the orgasms. 
 
    “Oh, you mean bitch,” he grunted. 
 
    For the first time in his life he was fucked out. And frustrated. And couldn’t stop. 
 
    “Shut up and drink my milk!” she pulled his head back down. 
 
    And Henry felt the sweet nectar drizzle swiftly into his mouth, down his throat. Gulp after gulp after gulp.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Time passes. That is a known fact. Verified by clocks and watches all over the globe, time passes. 
 
    Within a couple of days the big rush of milk coming from Julie’s breasts was down to a light seepage. She had to wear the nursing bra, and change the pads every few hours, but she was no longer squirting willy nilly everywhere. 
 
    It was like a regular lactation. A little inconvenient, easily handled, and…time passed. 
 
    After two weeks she was still lactating, but she, or Henry, had to squeeze her breasts to make the milk come out. 
 
    Henry was happy with this because he liked playing with her mammary glands. 
 
    And, he had developed a taste for her sweet nectar. 
 
    He looked forward to waking in the morning and getting a warm cup of milk. A cup of milk before Julie went to sleep helped him sleep. And he had snacks during the day. 
 
    Julie laughed and said, “You’re just like a baby. Maybe I should stay this way and you would never have to eat another hamburger again.” 
 
    “Maybe if your right breast was strawberry and your left was chocolate.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s gross!” 
 
    Henry just grinned and squeezed some more milk out. 
 
    By the third week the milk was just a trickle. Henry was disappointed, but tried to hide it. He had really liked nursing at his wife’s ample boobs. 
 
    The fourth week they dried up and Julie lost a cup size. 
 
    “Well, that’s it, I guess.” Julie looked at the mirror. She was back to regular bras and there wasn’t a trace of moisture on the material around the nipples. 
 
    “Why don’t you volunteer for some more pills?” 
 
    “Oh, ho! Mr. I Don’t Want You Taking Dangerous Drugs!” 
 
    “Well, that was before they became non-dangerous.” 
 
    “You’re a pervert, and don’t deny it.” 
 
    “Of course I’m a pervert.” 
 
    “Well, I wish you could experience some of that endless fountain of milk. That might cure you.” 
 
    “Do you really want to cure me?” 
 
    She reached down and squeezed his weenie. “Nope.” 
 
    “Wanna fuck?” 
 
    “Ha! The shoes on the other foot!” 
 
    “Do ya?” 
 
    “After we go shopping.” 
 
    A couple of minutes later they were in the car and headed for the store. Henry turned on the radio and they listened to Lou Reed singing about walking on the wild side. Neither of them ever really paid attention to the lyrics, so they just hummed along and enjoyed the drive. 
 
    They entered the grocery store. It was past nine and there weren’t a lot of shoppers. They wandered the rows and tossed items into the basket. 
 
    They picked up some eggs. “Eggs always good,” grunted Henry, sounding like a caveman. 
 
    “We need bread, oh, here’s the butter.” 
 
    “Butter good,” grunted Henry. 
 
    Julie laughed at his humor. 
 
    “How about peanut butter?” 
 
    “Pee, and, nuts. Good. Unh!” 
 
    “Stop it you idiot.” 
 
    They walked past the whipped cream and looked at the products. 
 
    “Milk. Mmm. Milk good.” 
 
    “Shut—“ Julie stopped, stopped walking, froze, and stared at Henry. 
 
    “What?” he asked, laughing. 
 
    “Oh, no.” 
 
    Now he was puzzled, and he looked down to see what she was staring at. 
 
    His shirt was wet. Two blotches of moisture centered around his nipples. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Henry…” 
 
    “What the fuck is…oh fuck!” 
 
    “Henry…you’re lactating.” 
 
    They ran out of the store. Just left their half filled shopping cart and ran for it. 
 
    Henry drove and Julie stared at him. The blotches on his shirt were getting larger. “What the fuck…what the fuck!” 
 
    “Keep your eyes on the road.” 
 
    Henry was panicking, but he managed to look up and drive without getting in an accident. Julie grabbed her cell phone. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m calling Wanda.” 
 
    “What for? What the hell is going on?” 
 
    “This has something to do with the pills I took.” 
 
    “But how could a pill you took affect me?” 
 
    “I don’t know…but you’re like I was. Wanda! Henry is lactating!”                
 
    An excited voice on the other end.  
 
    “I don’t know!” Julie answered. “What should we do?” 
 
    She listened, said ‘okay,’ then hung up and turned to Henry. “Go to my work.” 
 
    “Your company? But…why?” 
 
    “Wanda will meet us there. Do you feel all right?” 
 
    “Aside from lactating? Oh, yeah. I’m peachy keenie.” 
 
    Julie ignored that and placed a hand on his arm. “Just take it easy. We’ll get to the bottom of this.” 
 
      
 
    They arrived at Julie’s work place and Wanda was already there. So were two other girls, Jenny and Sandy. 
 
    “Great,” muttered Henry, pulling into a parking place. 
 
    Wanda rushed out to meet them. The girls ran into the building. 
 
    “Henry, Julie, come on.” 
 
    “Wanda! What the hell is happening to me?” 
 
    “We’ll find out, Henry. The main thing is just to stay calm.” 
 
    “Stay calm? With my nipples leaking milk? Im a guy!” 
 
    “I know…I know. But there’s an explanation.” 
 
    They entered the big building and Wanda led the way back to the labs. Henry was still panicked, but Wanda’s reassurances were working. 
 
    The lab was a lab. Clean and sterile and filled with instruments. 
 
    “Have a seat, Henry. We’re going to take readings. We need information.” 
 
    Henry sat down in a chair that looked like a dentist’s chair. The front of his shirt was now sopping. He was leaking as hard as Julie had leaked the month previous. 
 
    Jenny and Sandy checked his blood pressure, his pulse, looked into his eyes and his ears. They stated results and Wanda entered the data into an iPad. 
 
    “Just be calm, dear,” Julie held his hand. “This is what I had to go through.” 
 
    Finally, the tests out of the way, Wanda pulled up a chair and faced Henry. “Okay, there’s obviously been some cross contamination. You didn’t take any pills, the only person you came in contact with was Julie. So…what was the point of cross contamination?” 
 
    Henry knew immediately and without doubt. 
 
    “I drank her milk,” he whispered. 
 
    Wanda blinked, then blinked again as her mind chewed on this data. “I should have known. Well, there is good news and bad news.” 
 
    “Oh, I already know the bad news. It’s all over my shirt.” 
 
    “That’s only half the bad news,” said Wanda. “The other half is that you are going to grow boobs.” 
 
    “What?” Henry’s voice squeaked. 
 
    “We gave the lactating formula to a group of male test subjects. They lactated, and they grew very large breasts.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “But, good news, sort of.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They all recovered, returned to normal.” Then she dropped the other shoe. “In six months.” 
 
    “Six months?” Henry gaped. “I’m going to have boobs for six months?” 
 
    Wanda nodded. 
 
    “Oh, crap! What could be worse?” 
 
    Wanda cleared her throat. 
 
    “Oh, no! What now?” 
 
    “The test subjects all displayed extreme sexual excitement. They were priapic, they started, uh, mating with each other. And—“ 
 
    “Wait a minute! You mean these male subject start doing it with other male subjects?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Henry stared in horror. “You’ve got have an antidote.” 
 
    “Apparently males react more strongly to the drug than females, and…there is no antidote. Not one we’ve discovered, at any rate. 
 
    “No! No! No!” 
 
    Henry was half bent over, his fists clenched.  
 
    “Henry, it’s okay,” Julie said. “I’ll be right there with you. The whole thing. We can get through this.” 
 
    Wanda: “You will be paid as a test subject for the whole time.” 
 
    “I’ll be paid a couple of hundred dollars a week for looking like a freak? I won’t be able to go out! I’ll have to hide in my house.” 
 
    “Henry, it won’t be that bad. You’ll be coming here every day for testing. As a matter of fact, this is invaluable data for us.” 
 
    “Why? So you can make the men of America able to breast feed?” 
 
    “No. It’s just data, but…it helps. And it will help mothers who can’t lactate. Think about it. If we can make a man lactate then a woman will be easy.” 
 
    “Oh, zippity do dah,” Henry cried. “My life is ruined just so some woman doesn’t have to buy formula.” 
 
    For the next hour Henry ranted and raved, and Wanda tried to salvage the situation. Julie held his hand and burped him. 
 
    Finally, they just sort of ran out. Henry was empty, and miserable, and there was nothing left to say.  
 
    On the way home he held a big towel to his nipples and watched as the material was soaked through. 
 
    “It’s okay, Henry. It’s not the end of the world.” 
 
    Henry just held the towel and felt himself leaking. Oddly, in spite of all his grousing, it felt good. And…he had a hard on. 
 
    They arrived home and Henry walked into the house. Wanda followed him into the bathroom. He dropped the towel and got into the shower. As he showered he watched the milk come out of his nipples and cascade down his front to drip on the tiles and run to the drain. 
 
    His nipples were bigger. They were probably bigger before his milk started to leak, but he hadn’t noticed it. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and Julie wrapped him in a beach towel. She had folded it so the majority of the material was across his pectorals. 
 
    She led him out to the kitchen and poured him a drink. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” he asked miserably, and he took a sip.  
 
    Julie was sitting opposite him. She said, “Do you remember what my brother said when he told you to have a nice day?” 
 
    For a second Henry was blank. Then he said, haltingly, “Have a great day…” 
 
    “Or enjoy the misery,” Julie finished. “So enjoy the misery.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Now I have heard you whining and crying all the way home, and I admit you’ve got cause, but it is what it is, and if you insist on being miserable then you’re just going to have to learn to enjoy the misery.” 
 
    “Fuck you brother,” Henry whined. 
 
    Julie snorted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got a boner.” 
 
    “Yeah? So what?” 
 
    “So I had the female equivalent of a boner. I was wetter than a tropical storm in a rain forest, and what did we do about it?” 
 
    Henry heaved a sigh. 
 
    “We fucked. That’s what we did. Now, if you’re anything like me, then you’re going to be horny. Maybe not this instant, though your boner says it is this instant, but by tomorrow, maybe just later tonight, you’re going to want to jump my pussy.” 
 
    “So?” But his voice was lower, more intent. She had his attention now. 
 
    “So if you can stop whining and crying like a little bitch then I just might be in the mood to fuck you.” 
 
    Silence descended on the kitchen. 
 
    Henry sipped his bourbon. He was finally subdued. 
 
    “How do you feel right now?” 
 
    “I feel okay.” 
 
    “Okay? Or good?” 
 
    “I feel…I feel good.” 
 
    She nodded. “I felt good, and better and better, and then I was rabbit in a bunny whore house.” 
 
    Henry stared at her. 
 
    Then he snickered. “A rabbit? In a bunny whorehouse?” 
 
    She shrugged and gave a rueful smile. “It was all I could come up with.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Pretty good.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” She heaved a sigh of relief on the inside. Henry was finally coming around. But she didn’t blame him. When it had happened to her she had been a lot worse than him. 
 
    “So you’re going to give me lots of sex.” 
 
    “I’ll fuck you till your weenie falls off. Then I’ll call our neighbors and have them fuck you. I’ll call every damned woman in town and we’ll fuck you till you’re blind.” 
 
    He nodded. “I’d like that.” 
 
    “I thought you would. Now let me make your bed. I’ll sleep on the couch, just in case I have to roll off and fall on your weenie in the middle of the night.” 
 
    “Start falling, bitch.” 
 
    She grinned. “It’ll happen. Now shut up and pour another drink. It’ll help. 
 
    Julie set up the mattresses from the patio lounges, then laid a sheet of plastic over them. She arranged sheets and blankets and pillows, then she set up the couch for herself. 
 
    Midway through her preparations Henry came out and sat at the dining room table. “I’m leaking like a sieve with a hole in it.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    Julie grunted. “I’ve set up towels next to you, so you can blot yourself during the night. If the pressure gets too bad let me know and I can milk you.” 
 
    “God, I feel like a cow.” 
 
    “How’s your boner, Miss Cow?” 
 
    “Like a bone. I can feel the horniness coming on.” 
 
    “Put it off as long as you can. Once I fuck you you’re going to be out of your mind.”  
 
    He chuckled. “The shoe is going to be on the other foot.” 
 
    She laughed. “You know, I’m sort of looking forward to this.” 
 
    “Have I ever told you you’re a real bitch?” 
 
    She snickered. “Wait a couple of days. I’m curious what you’re going to be calling me then.” 
 
      
 
    They slept for two hours, then Henry woke up. The world was strange, he was wired, his dick felt like a maypole, ready for the maidens to dance around it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. He felt the towel around his chest and it was soaked. 
 
    “Henry?” Julie whispered 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whimpered. 
 
    Julie rolled off the couch. She tossed the sodden towel away and gave him a dry one. His chest was sticky with milk. What was worse was that he wanted sex. Not just wanted sex, but WANTED sex. He could hardly think. His mind was like an apple that had been cored then exploded with a firecracker. 
 
    Julie grabbed his cock and began stroking. “Let’s see if my hand is enough for awhile. Let’s save my pussy for later.” 
 
    He didn’t care. Pussy, hand, a knothole in a tree…he needed relief. 
 
    She stroked and he began to lurch up and down with his hips. 
 
    It didn’t take him long, he was so horny. Within a minute he began to grunt and moan, and suddenly he felt the semen shoot up his shaft and erupt from the head of his penis. 
 
    “There’s boy. You need more?” 
 
    He had just come, but the sexual haze inside his mind made him nod. “Yes…please!” 
 
    Five times he shot his wad, and his breasts leaked all over the towel.  The towel rubbed against his nipples and he groaned.  
 
    After the fifth time Julie tossed the towel and put another one on his chest. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whined, “My nipples.” 
 
    She knew that the material of the towel had rubbed his super sensitive nipples. She kissed him gently and held the towel down. His nipples were bigger, and now it felt like his pectorals were expanding. She hadn’t experienced this because she already had breasts, but she knew it must feel like going through puberty, the confusion, the strange feelings, maybe, probably, the onslaught of hormones. With all that was happening to his body he must be experiencing hormones. 
 
    She jacked him off again, and he was starting to yawn, so she decided to give him one last cum. But now she was curious. When he had fucked her when she was like this she had been blind and unseeing, just victim to her raging senses. 
 
    She squatted over him and lowered herself. 
 
    He gasped and his eyes opened wide. Her hand had been rough and tough compared to this. He groaned and thrust his penis up and she engulfed him, then sat down hard. 
 
    “Tears of pleasure leaked out of his eyes, and his breasts—that was the only way to think of them now—squirted milk. One of his nipples was uncovered and the thin stream arced through the air. 
 
    “Come on, honey,” she murmured, and she began to rise and fall, corkscrewing her pussy down the length of his shaft. 
 
    Now Henry was in heaven. Before he had felt pleasure, and every fuck, every squirt of milk from his nipples, felt good. But now he was reaching new peaks, new crescendoes. 
 
    Julie reached down and pressed on his breasts. She knew he would sleep better if his boobs were empty. She pushed—yes, they were bigger—and the milk squirted into the air. The liquid got onto her face and into her hair. She just laughed and pushed down on his tits as she pushed down on his cock. 
 
    “Oh, God!” wailed Henry. “Oh, God…Oh, God!…Oh, God!” The orgasms washed over him until he wasn’t even aware that he was. He was just existing in a golden cloud of squirts. 
 
      
 
    Two more hours of sleep and Julie made herself move. Her pussy was truly and totally fucked, in the best sense of the word. She groaned and looked at Henry. 
 
    He slept, but his mouth was moving, mumbling. She couldn’t make out what he was saying, however. 
 
    “Henry, honey. Time to wake up.” 
 
    His hands immediately went to his chest. The towel was soaked. His penis was straight out. 
 
    “You want me to milk you before we go to work?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She pressed on his chest. His squirts were thicker than hers, and there was more of them. His boobs were half grown, little mountains on his chest. 
 
    For fifteen minutes she kept palpating his boobs. More and more milk, and finally he was done. 
 
    She got him up and into the shower. She got him out and handed him a nursing bra. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “You need this honey.” 
 
    “I can’t wear this!” 
 
    “Then everybody will see your leaky tits sagging on your chest.” 
 
    He looked down at his chest and tried to keep a sob in. He had tits. Not huge, but this was only the first day. 
 
    She helped him into the bra, put some pads in and handed him some panties.” 
 
    “Why can’t I wear my tighty whiteys?” 
 
    “Because you’re going to feel a bit restrained. Look at your cock.” 
 
    He did, and it looked like an angry, red monster. 
 
    She helped him put on the panties and it helped. He was covered, and his dick wasn’t all bent up and out of shape. He’d have a bulge, but…the panties worked. 
 
    He got into shorts and pulled on a loose sweat shirt while she got dressed. He kept looking at his bulging chest in the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, man,” he kept saying. “Oh, man.” 
 
    “Oh woman, you mean,” she quipped. 
 
    “Not funny.” 
 
    “Everything’s funny if you can enjoy the misery.” 
 
    “Ha ha,” he said, miserably. 
 
    By the time they reached the company he needed to change his breast pads. Then commenced a morning of tests, tests, and more tests. 
 
    Henry suffered through the tests, they weren’t that hard, anyway, and he was done by noon. Which was good. His breasts were not only full, they were hot, fevered, the nipples turgid and wanting to be sucked.  
 
    His cock was like a lighthouse. 
 
    Julie was watching him carefully, and she rescued him at lunch time. She talked to Wanda, and Wanda nodded, and Julie collected Henry and walked him out to the car. 
 
    Henry was dazed, and he felt like gold. He was feeling that maternal glow that being milked gave. 
 
    “Be patient, Henry,” Julie said as she put the car into gear. 
 
    Henry wasn’t patient. His tits were getting bigger, hotter, and he reached a hand into his shorts and started stroking himself. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he moaned as Julie pulled up to a stop light. His hand was working hard and his breast pads were squishy with milk. The girl in the next car stared at him as he arched his back and came.  
 
    Julie took off like a jackrabbit with a carrot up its ass when the light changed. The woman in the other car wasn’t following them, it looked like she had been laughing, but Julie wasn’t taking chances. 
 
    She pulled into the garage, dragged Henry from the car and pushed him into the house. 
 
    Henry was dazed, laughing hysterically, and he collapsed on his bed. He wasn’t even aware of who he was, let alone where he was. 
 
    Julie pulled his pants off and sat on him. 
 
    Henry immediately lurched into action. His hips bucked and he humped and he moaned, “My tits! My tits!” 
 
    Julia leaned over and pressed her hands on his boobs. They were getting bigger. After a morning of being poked and podded they were probably 70% of what they would be. 
 
    Henry’s bucking tossed her into the air and she braced her self and came down. Her pussy opened up and her hands pressed on his tits. More milk squirted out. He was in the middle of that first day now; he was in a fever heat of sexual desire and squirting milk. His dick was throbbing, and he began to cum, and cum, and cum. 
 
    Unlike Julie his orgasms weren’t hard, sharp little jolts. They were a constant orgasm, swelling into peaks, receding a bit, and swelling again. 
 
    Julie took it as long as she could, then she got off him, placed his hand on his penis, and let him jack himself. 
 
    “Heysoos wept,” she muttered, watching him pleasure himself. 
 
    She didn’t know how she was going to last through this. 
 
    Then she had an idea. When things had gotten too bad for her she had used a dildo. Of course, he didn’t have a pussy, but…he had a man pussy. 
 
    She ran for the bedroom and retrieved the dildo she had used. It was big and black, had large veins raised along the sides. She lubed it up and ran back to the living room. 
 
    Henry was pounding away. Semen was drooling out in a constant stream. His breasts were leaking like buckets without bottoms. 
 
    “Let go!” she slapped his hand away from his penis and pushed his legs apart. 
 
    “Julie…Julie?” He looked around in his daze, seeing her without seeing her. 
 
    She pushed the dildo into him and he froze, then lurched up, then suddenly rolled onto his side in a semi-fetal position. He began to suck his thumb happily. The sperm and the milk pooled and streamed and…he looked relaxed, happy. Still dazed, but not frenetic. 
 
    Julie sat back and sighed in relief. She stared at Henry as he happily burbled away. Who would have thought? 
 
      
 
    Henry came out of his daze at nine o’clock, 24 hours almost to the minute since he had first lactated. He looked around. The house was quiet. He felt like he was taking a shit, but that made no sense. 
 
    “Julie?” he called weakly. 
 
    Julie was sitting in the kitchen reading from her laptop. She had spent an interesting couple of hours reading about men with breasts. 
 
    There were men who had gynecomastia. This was a simple condition of growing breasts, and there were various ways of dealing with it from surgery to acceptance. Sometimes men grew out of it, sometimes they wore constrictive clothing, and sometimes they just wore bras. 
 
    Then there were trans men, trying desperately to grow breasts. If her company had anything to say about it they would soon have their chance. 
 
    And there were others. 
 
    “Julie?” 
 
    She heard Henry and she jumped up and went into the living room. 
 
    “Hey, honey. You okay?” 
 
    “I’m hungry. And thirsty. And I feel like I need to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    She smiled and told him to lay on his side. He did, and she pulled the dildo out of him. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry, honey, but it kept you calm.” 
 
    “A dick up my ass did?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Why don’t you clean up. Take another shower. I’ll be in in a minute.” 
 
    She went into the kitchen and washed the dildo, then she headed for the bedroom. 
 
    Henry showered, and stepped out, and his milk was now just drizzling a bit. 
 
    Julie helped him into the nursing bra. She looked down at his dick. “I can’t believe that’s still hard.” She touched it and he groaned. “Well, let’s get you dressed and fed.” 
 
    Henry sat on the edge of the bed, sort of stupified. He didn’t complain when Julie slipped panties on him. And he just stood there and watched as she helped him into her robe. 
 
    The robe was thin and slick, and his boobs pushed the material out. 
 
    She helped him walk into the kitchen where she poured him a big glass of OJ and started making him dinner. 
 
    “How’s it going, honey?” 
 
    “Terrible,” he muttered. 
 
    “Well, It’s only misery, so make the most of it.” 
 
    “Why did you put that…that thing up my ass?” 
 
    “Just inspiration of the moment. Is your ass okay.” 
 
    He was silent, and she asked, “Henry?” 
 
    He was sitting at the table and tears were sliding down his cheeks and splattering on the table. 
 
    “Henry? What is it.” 
 
    He tried to dry his eyes, he kept wiping moisture off his cheeks, and he blubbered, “It felt good! I liked it.” 
 
    Julie grinned. “Honey, that’s okay. Lots of men like a dick up their ass.” 
 
    “But I’m a man! And Wanda said that males were fucking males!” 
 
    “Oh, honey, you don’t have to worry about that. I can get a strap on and protect you from all those big cocked men.” 
 
    He looked at her reproachfully. “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sort of.” 
 
    “How can you do this to me?” 
 
    “Sorry, honey. But you know…it just sort of happened. How were we to know that drinking my milk would cause you to lactate?” 
 
    He sniffled and wiped his nose. 
 
    “But what am I going to do?” 
 
    “Honey, I told you. Just enjoy it. I can see all sorts of possibilities. We can dress you up all girly, we can milk your tits every day, and I can take advantage of you and show you what it’s like to be a real woman. After all, you liked it when that dick was up your heinie, right?” 
 
    Snuffling, he nodded. 
 
    “Then all we have to do is enjoy it. I’ll pretend to be the manly man for a while, and I’ll fuck you and squeeze your tits. Heck, maybe we can even bottle your milk and sell it. You’re certainly making enough.” 
 
    “But that might infect other people?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that be great? We could hire people to be cows for us. We could milk them and sell their milk and get even more human cows. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “And I’ll tell you what, honey…when we get some sweet young thing going through the first 24 hours, and she needs a dick…you can fuck her. Your dick will be our first company dick. Won’t that be wonderful? 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She sat next to him and pulled his head to her chest. “Now come on, honey. Nurse from my bosom. Maybe I’ve still got a little milk left in me. And when you’re done I’ll nurse from you.” 
 
    His mouth instinctively searched for a nipple and she guided him. As he made sucking noises and her nipple grew hot and wonderful she planned out their future. 
 
    She had to go to the store and get pumps, lots of pumps. And bottles. And then they needed a refrigeration system to store the milk until they could market it. 
 
    But they wouldn’t market it at first. At first they would just seek out people who wanted big boobs, who wanted to experience the joy and wonder of lactation. Then, later, they could talk about recompense. By then she would know how much a gallon of man milk would go for on the open market. 
 
    And woman milk. 
 
    She would be an equal opportunity employer. 
 
    Full benefits for qualified and dedicated milk producers. 
 
    She listened to Henry nurse, and she reached down and squeezed his tit. A stream of milk shot out and she smiled. He had six months of milking, and maybe more. Maybe she could keep him lactating for years. Maybe if she stopped him from cumming, maybe that would translate into more liquid to be harvested from his tits. 
 
    It was a good thought, a clever thought, and she nodded and rocked back and forth. 
 
    And Henry suckled happily. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?”  
 
    “Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
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