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With a story with well developed (in some cases, "well developed" in every sense of the word) characters, a plot filled with twists and turns, and just enough raunch thrown in to offer the perfect balance, Syndie does it again!


From a vicious attack in a rain soaked alley to sunbathing on an exotic foreign beach, this story is filled with shifts and changes that keep your interest. And speaking of changes, one you will especially like involves the feminization of a spoiled rich brat. Other men who learn that women are not to be trifled with include and arrogant club owner and a business owner who is nothing more than a dirty old man.

Women who take care of each other—in every way imaginable. Men who are punished both physically and fiscally. More of Syndie's unique insight on gender transformation. Syndie's fans and followers will not be disappointed with this one.


The Beginning


Sadly too many women are forced into prostitution out of necessity. With no job, no money, and no hope, they find themselves in desperate straits. Often the first few encounters only embolden them with a false sense of control and security. But the reality is that the streets can be a dangerous place for even the most seasoned veteran. Unfortunately this reality often only sinks in when these young women are vulnerable—unable to defend themselves and unable to escape.

The predators know where to find their prey.
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The young woman realized all of this in the back of her mind. The rain was pouring down and she was on her knees in a dark alley.

"Suck it bitch," her tormentor demanded and grabbed her by the hair. He roughly jerked her head towards his crotch. His pants were around his ankles and as he drew her near there was little she could do but open her mouth, comply, and hope for mercy.

She tried her best, but what she did not yet understand was that this man would not be satisfied with any sexual performance. What fueled him was the need to control and humiliate women. Wrapped deep inside his twisted mind were motives that no sane or rational person could even begin to understand.

She gaged and pulled back. He slapped her—just one more hard slap in the series of many she had already endured. Even though she knew it was a lost cause, she tried to move a bit hoping that if she could please him he would let her go. Her knees were raw and bleeding from the asphalt and the scattered broken glass in the alley. Tears streamed down her face, but they were lost in the torrential rain.

"You worthless piece of shit," he spit at her. They had only met a half hour before in a nearby bar, yet he his years of hatred and frustration were temporarily focused on her alone. "The world is better off without sluts like you around."

He reached down and his strong hands encircled her throat. She knew that the end was near.

Then suddenly there was another taunting voice. This one feminine.

"Such a stud," the voice teased. "Can't get it up unless you are picking on some defenseless young girl? What a pitiful way to try to pretend to be a real man."

The hands left the woman's throat. Both she and her tormentor turned to see a figure standing nearby. This new person was obviously a woman and was less than ten feet from them. Neither had noticed her approach in the midst of their own tussle.

The man backhanded the young woman on the pavement. With is pants around his ankles he could only shuffle, but he assumed his approach would be enough to intimidate the new comer. He was a large muscular man who was often violent with women and loved to watch them cringe. They had always cringed and flinched before. But this new one was different; instead of cringing, she stepped forward to meet him.

As was mentioned before, predators know where to find their prey. What they don't often realize is that there are other predators more dangerous than themselves that they should learn to respect and fear.

He made a wild swing that missed. The other figured stepped in and made a quick slashing movement.

The blade of the switchblade was razor sharp. The man barely felt the slice at first. In fact, the first thing he noticed was that the sensation of cold rain water flowing down his leg seemed to be replaced with the feeling of spreading warmth over his legs. He looked down.

On the ground was a good portion of his cock and balls, taken with a single slice of the dangerous blade. Blood was flowing profusely and he could see it pulsate and run thicker with each beat of his heart.

Then he fainted. His body lay on the ground with his body losing more blood each second.

The newcomer reached towards the woman on the ground and offered a hand to help her up.

"Let's get you taken care of," she told the recently tormented woman.

"I just needed a few dollars for some food," the woman began.

The second woman put her arms around the first.

"There are better ways to make some money sweetie," she assured the first one as they walked from the alley.

As they left the alley there were two men standing to one side. They had heard the screams and while they might be down and out they were decent men. But instead of helping, they had become witnesses to what had just happened.

The woman with a knife pointed over her shoulder as she passed the men.

"If you could get him in a dumpster with the rest of the trash, the rain should wash away any traces he was ever there. And he probably has a wallet. He won't need that anymore. You guys split whatever cash is in it and take care of yourselves. Ditch the credit cards and anything else in his pockets someplace else."

She was right about the man on the ground having no further need of his wallet. While blood still oozed from his massive and devastating wound, the rhythmic surge in flow of the blood that once indicated his heart was beating had stopped.

The two women made their way up the street, the second supporting and comforting the first.


On the House


Clint had owned The Double D Club for twenty years now. It was not fancy or big, but it was his. And, as he nuzzled and licked the pair of large, firm breasts willingly offered to him, he could not help but think that ownership did indeed have its perks.


Reluctantly he pulled back and sighed. His eyes roved over the soft, tender flesh and the dark, perky nipples of his favorite waitress, Tammy.

"It is just about 5 o'clock," he observed. "We'll be unlocking and customers will be showing up soon. You better get ready."

Nonchalantly Tammy pulled the top of her outfit up from around her waist. She slipped her ample breasts into the tight, clinging top and gave a wiggle to make sure things settled into place.

"So you like my new outfit?" Tammy asked with a grin.

Clint leaned back in the swivel chair in his office, clasped his hands behind his head, and looked at Tammy admiringly.

The dress was nearly floor length and flowed around her legs like a swirl of fog trying its best to hide her body, but at the same time offering a teasing certainty of what was there. It was a light blue color that made her smooth, darkly tanned skin both noticeable and desirable. Her long blond hair flowed over her shoulders and as she turned to strike a pose for Clint, the slit along one side of the dress opened showing long, sensual legs.

The material was little more than gauze, providing a filmy sheen. Neither Tammy nor her dress made any particular effort to hide her very sexy body.

Clint's eyes moved from the sharp outline of her nipples and down to the teasing view of her dark bush of pubic hair.

"Baby," Clint said. "The clothes you usually wear are like an invitation, but that dress isn't just inviting—it's begging. The customers probably won't be able to keep their hands off of you."

Tammy giggled, "I sure as hell hope they can't! The more they grab and feel, the more turned on I get."

Then she casually added, "And they tip a lot better if you give them a bit of a show and let them feel you up a bit."

[image: ]

Clint couldn't help but think that they also tended to buy a lot more to drink, both to get more chances to cop a feel as well as to shore up their courage with the fuzzy blur of an alcoholic fog. The thought of all that money coming in was almost as exciting as Tammy's willingness to let him play a little on the side. Damn, if only his other waitresses would have the same attitude he'd be rolling in both pussy and money.

"You know," Clint observed, "If you aren't careful some guy is going to attack you out there."

Tammy smirked, "If he's got a big cock and knows how to use it, you won't see me putting up much of a fight sweetheart."

"You let that get started and things won't settle down until every guy in the house has taken a turn fucking you."

Tammy headed towards the door, but stopped to turn and wink at Clint.

"Just as long as they all leave nice big tips…"

Then she was out of office door with a sway of her hips and a swirl of thin fabric.

Damn, Clint though. She had only been working for him around two months but he sure as hell wished he could find a half dozen like her. That Paula he had hired about the same time was such a prude. Tammy and Paula were as different as night and day.



The first thing Tammy noticed when she walked out the door was Greg the bartender looking her way with a scowl on his face as he wiped the glasses with a rag. She strode up to the bar.

"That fucking bastard taking advantage of you again?" Greg asked in a low tone as she came near.

"Honey, you don't worry about that. I can take care of myself," was Tammy's flippant response.

Greg was shaking his head in frustration as Tammy walked away and Paula approached.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"Clint is just messing around with Tammy. What the fuck does she see in a sleazy ass like him?"

Paula shook her head, "I don't know honey, but don't let it worry you. After tonight we won't care anymore and they'll both probably look at things a bit differently in the future."

"I'm glad you're not like her," Greg said with a look of open admiration for Paula. "The thought of him touching you would make me sick."

"Yea, well you work on keeping yourself healthy because tonight is going to be a busy night for you and I."

With that she turned and walked away.



Soon the regular crowd began to filter in. The early crowd typically consisted of a few couples who came in to eat.
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Around 6:30 Clint came out of his office and made the rounds. It gave him something to do and a few of the people seemed to look up to him because he owned the place. That always did his ego good.

By about 8:00, the crowd was almost totally male and most of them were both drunk and horny. They continued to order drinks which just made them even more drunk and more horny. Most of the waitresses were seasoned veterans and deftly avoided the groping hands as they dropped off each round of drinks. Although Paula was new, Clint noticed that she was as smooth at avoiding the men's grasp as most of his long-time waitresses.

On the other hand, Tammy didn't seem to give a damn. Guys would grope her ass or tits. As long as they slipped her a decent tip, she would let it go with a laugh. Some men even wanted a little bit more in the dark corners of the bar. Tammy would let a few of the regulars discreetly run their hands up under her dress for a quick feel. These guys knew the drill. They might work a finger or two into Tammy's furry muff, but after a minute or so would reluctantly draw their hands back out and drop Tammy another tip. Then she was off with a smile to serve the next customer.

Tammy could easily bring in a few hundred dollars of tips in an evening. She knew just how to work the system and how to play the men for suckers.

Paula wasn't able to make half of that but it didn't bother her. She glanced over at Greg behind the bar and had to smile. In a few days she'd be on a nice beach somewhere else and this would all be behind her.



At 9:00, what was charitably called "the show" began. There was a bit of pole dancing, a bit of singing, and lots of skin. Liquor flowed as the audience let out cat calls and made rude comments to the women who put on a show.

Most of the women in Clint's show were well worn. They had been doing this for years. Their talent was not in entertaining the audience. For the most part, they just wanted to find the guy who was willing to buy a bit of fun after the show. With some luck, it would be a guy who would blow his wad in a half hour and they could go back to their drinks, drugs, and spaced out comas. 
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Clint was okay with that as long as the audience kept buying drinks and at least behaved themselves a bit while they were still in the bar. What they did once the show was over and they began to leave the bar was their own business.

Paula paused while the guys were all ogling one of the girls on the small stage up front and started talking to the bartender, Greg.

"You know what to do?" she asked.

"Yes, I know what to do."

"Okay, just be careful. If we stick to the plan and we'll both wake up in the morning a lot richer than we are right now."

Greg was not overly smart, but he was a big husky guy. He worshiped the sweet and quiet Paula and the thought of what they were going to do this evening excited him.

"I want to get you away from all of this," he said in an earnest voice and with a subtle wave around the room.

"Baby, I want to get me away from this also," she told him with a parting wink.



Tammy continued working the floor, delivering drinks and flirting with the crowd.

One man asked if The Double D Club had gotten its name because of her. She gave the guy asking a pout. "Maybe you need glasses," she said. "Can't you tell I'm bigger than that? Double D is the smallest size Clint hires."

She gave her breasts a shake and the thin fabric jiggled as things settled back in place.

"And honey, I'm the biggest girl in here!"

She did take a quick glance in Paula's direction as she walked away. Paula was the only woman in the bar who was any competition at all when it came to the size of her breasts. But everyone knew that Paula was a cold fish who was having a thing with Greg the bartender.



It was the first Friday of the month. Everyone who worked there knew what that meant even though they knew not to discuss it.

About 10:45 Clint came out and shot the bull with Greg a bit. Clint knew Greg didn't like him, but Greg was a decent bartender and didn't have the sticky fingers trying to get away with stealing a bit here and there. As long as Greg did his job, Clint wasn't going to push things. He also knew that Clint was sweet on Paula and couldn't help but give him a hard time.

"Do you think Paula's tits are real or does she stuff her bra?" Clint asked.

Greg seethed. "I wouldn't know," he muttered.

"Oh," Clint said. "I thought maybe you would."

After a bit more chit chat, Clint told Greg, "Give me a bottle of bourbon. There's a game tonight."

Greg opened the cabinet behind the bar and pulled out a bottle of some of the best stuff the bar had. He handed it to Clint who walked back towards his office. But in the small alcove, instead of turning left into his office, Clint turned right into another room.

If Clint had seen the look in Greg's eyes as he had walked away he might have suspected something was going on.



About 11:00 the men entered one by one. They were well dressed and sober which made them stand out from the regular crow. Some walked straight back to the small alcove and went into the room Clint had entered earlier. A few stopped for a drink at the bar before going back. Clint knew the drill and didn't even charge them as they took their drink and headed for the back room.

There were five of them total. After the fifth one was gone Paula stopped by again.

"Looks like the pigeons made it to the roost for their poker game," she observed.

She could tell that Greg was nervous and discretely put her hand on his and whispered, "Just a few more hours and we'll be out of here with plenty of money and with each other."

Greg cheered up a bit at that. He had never done anything like this before, but if this is what it took for him and Paula to be together and be happy he would do it.



Tammy carried a drink towards a man setting in a booth that was in the shadows of the room. He was playfully waving a $100 bill as she walked up. She put a little extra sway in her walk as she delivered the drink.

She began to sway her hips as he worked a hand through the convenient slit in the side of her dress. His hand caressed her fuzzy mound of pubic hair and then a finger began to probe at the moist slit of her pussy. Tammy was a bit worked up and wet, so the man's finger slid in easily. She began to work her pelvis back and forth riding the man's finger.

After a few minutes she plucked the bill from the man's hand and carefully pulled away.

"If you are feeling generous later, maybe we talk some more," she said as she walked away.



Midnight was closing time and as it approached the drinks slowed down and men slowly trickled from the bar. The dancers who had provided the evening's entertainment were figuring out who would bet the highest bidder for their company that evening and making some not-so-discrete arrangements to meet them after closing.

A bit before closing time, Tammy went back to the alcove and quietly knocked on the door before entering the room the back room. Inside was a table and around it were Clint and the five men who had entered earlier. On the table were stacks of cards and of money.

"How is it going?" she asked the men.

One who she knew was a dentist was smiling and told her, "Just great!"

The look on Clint's face was nowhere nearly as happy.

"Anybody want a drink?" he asked as he stared hard at the cards in his hand.

A few ordered drinks, but when Tammy she looked at Clint he paused.

"Shit," he said. "The way my luck is going I'm going to have to get a bit more cash from the safe before long. I'm damn sure not going to quit while I'm behind."

Tammy smiled at him.

"Let me get the drinks and then I'll come set with you and be your good luck charm!"

With an exaggerated sway of her hips she made her way out the door.



Tammy walked towards the bar. She noticed Greg and the new girl Paula talking and saw Paula quickly pull her hand away from Greg's when she noticed Tammy approaching.

Tammy rattled off the drink orders to Greg and while he was mixing the drinks she jokingly said, "Our boss isn't doing so good tonight."

Paula and Greg looked at her questioningly.

"I think he's going to have to dig into the safe later if he wants to stay in the game," she said as she put the drinks on a tray and walked back towards the room.

Greg and Paula looked at each other. The bar was nearly vacant now and the waitresses were cleaning up for the night. Some would go home while others had rendezvous set up for when they left. But whatever their plans were, most were eager to finish and leave.

Paula whispered, "When everyone is gone, you go hide in his office and wait."



Like normal, Greg left the night's take on Clint's desk and then headed to the front door. But this evening instead of letting himself out he stayed inside the now dark bar.

He reached out and found Paula's hand in the dark. She gave his hand a squeeze.

"Okay, now we wait," she said in a whisper as they walked back towards Clint's office.



Tammy had pulled up a chair and was setting beside Clint.

"So are you still in?" one of the men asked Clint.

"I'm going to have to go grab some more money," Clint said in disgust.

The men around the table chuckled at Clint's obvious frustration.

Tammy put a hand on Clint's arm.

"He's in," she said. "But instead of cash, if he loses I'll give you a blow job that's worth more than the hundred bucks you might get out of him."

Clint wasn't really surprised, but Tammy's candid offer stirred something inside him.

"Baby," he said. "You are a class act. Remind me to give you a raise!"

Tammy's hand ran down to Clint's crotch and felt him.

"I think I've already got a rise out of you," she said with a smile.



Greg waited in the darkness of Clint's office. In his hand he held a large revolver. He wasn't used to guns and it made him nervous. The door was open and he could hear the men talking in the next room.

Unfortunately, what he had just heard probably meant a change in plans. Instead of needing cash to raise the bid, Clint was using Tammy instead.

"Shit," he whispered.

In the dim light he looked at Paula.

"I guess we have to do this the hard way," she told him.



Clint was raking in the cash. He had won so Tammy's oral talents weren't called on for this hand.

"Well," he said as he looked at the dentist. "I guess you'll be wanking your own meat tonight."

He couldn't help but gloat a bit. Actually this was working our great because now maybe he would use some of his haul to pay Tammy for some one-on-one time later on.

But a few hands later Clint's luck began to fade. Once more Tammy offered herself up, but this time Clint held a losing hand.

A man who was a somewhat prominent politician held the winning hand and chuckled as he pushed back from the table, unzipped his pants, and let them fall around his ankles. His cock was at attention in anticipation of what was about to come.

The men all looked at Tammy as she shrugged and wiggled out of her dress. Standing naked in front of the men, she slowly turned and gave them a bit of a show.

"Okay honey," she told the eager winner as she kneeled in front of the chair and reached out to take his cock in her hands. "This is your lucky night."

She licked her lips seductively and muttered, "Mmmm, why don't you make it my lucky night to and feed me a load…"

As she began to lean forward to take him in her mouth, the door of the room suddenly burst open. The politician and every other man around the table swiveled their head towards the door and looked in surprised shock at Greg standing in the open doorway.



Greg and Paula quickly entered the room. Greg was holding a revolver and Paula was close behind him. For nearly a minute, all the eyes in the room focused on the gun. That was plenty of time for Paula to use the camera she held to take a few pictures.

When that was done, Paula tossed an empty backpack she had been carrying towards Tammy.

"Put all the money in there you slut," Paula said.

Tammy looked like she was about to protest but then picked up the backpack and began filling it with the money from the poker game.

"When that's full," Greg added and pointed the gun towards Clint, "you're going to open the safe and we'll take whatever is in there. Add that to tonight's take from the bar and I'm sure it will be a nice little haul for our efforts."



Clint slowly regained his senses.

"What the hell are you doing," he asked?

Glaring at Greg he added, "There is no way I'm going to let you get away with this you fucking bastard!"

"The pictures should give us a little insurance that you won't do anything drastic Clint," Greg said. "Illegal gambling in the back of your bar, a local politician caught with his pants down, and a bunch of other upstanding citizens of the community all here in the middle of the action."

Greg's confidence grew. "I don't think you'll be able to do one fucking thing about this Clint."

"We are going to take the money and we are going to leave," Greg explained. "You will never see or hear from us again and we'd like that to be mutual. Other than you Clint, these guys just came here to play poker tonight. One way for you gentlemen to look at things is by realizes that you all just lost."

Greg smiled as the others scowled back at him. He brought out several pairs of cheap handcuffs and handed them to Paula.

By now Tammy had the money in the backpack and the men around the table knew they were in a bad situation. Tammy was the only one who seemed to retain her composure.

She walked towards Paula with the backpack held in front of her. Her eyes stared at Paula's breasts.

"Well," Tammy said," I guess that stuffed bra of yours was enough to get a job here and get the bartender all hot for you."

Paula's face flushed red with anger as she looked at Tammy standing there naked and with total composure and confidence.

"You're wrong," Paula snapped. "You're wrong and I'm going to prove it." Paula began to unbutton her blouse and quickly tossed it to the side. Then she undid her bra freeing her massive breasts.

Paula and Tammy stared at each other as the men's heads swiveled between the two women giving them a free show.



Greg was old fashioned and believed that it was proper to court a woman and build some kind of relationship before engaging in sex. He and Paula had kissed a few times, but he had kept his hands off of her for the most part.

Now he stared at the woman who had showed him a way to break free of the day-to-day bonds of a job that was going nowhere and offered him both herself and excitement.

"Shit," said Greg. "You are even bigger than Tammy."

Unfortunately Clint's scheming eyes noticed Greg's distraction. Seeing his chance, Clint made a leap towards Greg. Tammy caught the sudden motion out of the corner of her eye and shoved the money-filled backpack forward into Paula.

Paula lost her footing and fell backwards as Clint reached Greg and let loose a perfect upper cut. There was the pop of the impact against his chin and Greg's head snapped back. Then he dropped to the floor, out cold from the punch.



Clint grabbed the gun and held it. He looked down at his unconscious bartender and then over at Tammy standing over Paula who now was lying prostrate on the floor.

Clint smirked at Paula.

"Grab a pair of the handcuffs and slap them on this scum," Clint told Tammy as he pointed towards Greg with the gun.

Then Clint's eyes moved to Paula.

"Baby, as I see it, you only have two choices. You play nice with us and you walk away from this. Hell, if you play really nice I might even let you keep your job."

Paula starred back with hard eyes, "And if I don't play nice?"

"There are several other pairs of handcuffs," he pointed out. "I don't mind using them on you. A girl with some spunk putting up a fight might actually be kind of exciting."

Then Clint's eyes grew hard. "You make me take it the rough way and I promise you that you will regret the decision. I'll leave you tied up back here for a week and let the drunks take their turns using you for twenty bucks a pop."

The men around the table stared as the drama played out in front of them.

Paula cringed and it looked like she was near tears, but she also understood. Already naked from the waist up, she undid her skirt and wiggled so that it fell in a heap around her ankles. Then she peeled off the pair of lacey panties she was wearing.

Poor Greg was unconscious on the ground instead of getting to see those panties she had picked especially for him. The men around the table all looked with admiration at the pussy and ass that had those panties had recently covered.

Tammy walked up to Paula and began to mock her.

"Okay Miss Goodie," Tammy said. "Now we'll see if you can treat a man like real woman."

Tammy grabbed Paula by the arms and pushed her towards the poker table. At the edge, she eased Paula backwards. Paula laid on the table with her legs hanging over the edge as Tammy looked down at her fluffy bush.

Tammy wasn't above having a bit of fun herself and roughly spread Paula's legs.

"I still think I'm bigger," she told Paula. "But that is a nice look snatch you have baby."

With that Tammy spread Paula's legs even wider, leaned forward, and used her tongue to begin exploring Paula's cunt.

Paula moaned and Tammy broke away for a second to tell her audience, "I'll get her nice, wet, and ready for you guys to take turns."

With that she returned her focus to the cunt in front of her. Her eager tongue flicked over Paula's clit time after time. She probed Paula's cunt and savored the flowing juices. The men around the table couldn't help but think that despite her mild manners, Paula seemed to be getting into having her pussy eaten by another woman as they looked on. And there was no doubt that Tammy was having one hell of a good time.

The men began to yell words of encouragement.

"Fuck yeah! Eat that pussy baby!"

"I can't wait to get my turn with that pussy!"

"You can have her pussy. I'm going to fuck that precious tight ass of hers!"

"I'll fuck her face and feed her a load while you guys take good care of her other holes!"

"Look at her tremble and shake. That bitch is about to cum!"

This last observation was true and Paula's body convulsed as she climaxed. Her hands reached behind Tammy's head and held the other woman's warm mouth tightly against her erupting cunt.

Paula seemed to thrash for minutes as she road through the orgasm. When she had licked her fill of Paula's pussy juices, orgasm Tammy stood up.

"Somebody else want to do some eating before that cunt gets filled with a half dozen loads of cum?"

One of the men stepped forward and kneeled so he could eat Paula's pussy.

Tammy smiled, "I'll go get a round of drinks. By the way, after you guys do fill her pussy with a couple of loads of cum, you can watch me eat her out and get her nice and clean for another round."

As Tammy flounced out the door towards the bar she added, "And don't think I'm not going to expect a few of you to dump loads in me also."



At the bar, Tammy quickly poured the drinks. From a place under the bar where she had stashed her purse earlier she pulled out a small bottle. She sprinkled a drop out of the bottle into each of the glasses and then hurried back to the room.

This was one party she didn't want to miss.
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Even though Tammy was only gone a few minutes, the first man had moved aside and the local politician had taken his place with his face buried between Paula's thighs. Paula seemed to have a strained smile on her face trying to act like she was enjoying herself, but Tammy suspected she was repulsed at the thought of this group of men having their way with her.

Tammy began to work her way around the room offering a drink to each of the men.

"Here honey," she told one. "I know you don't have any inhibitions, but if you did this would get you nice and ready for a gang bang."

Some of the men had begun to strip and one was getting ready to approach the table with the intention of getting a blow job from Paula when Tammy handed him a drink.

Paula managed to summon another weak smile as he finished his drink, sat the glass on the table, and began to move his hard prick towards her mouth.

But strangely, one by one the men began to fold and fall to the floor. As Paula reached out towards the man wanting his cock sucked, he also crumpled to the floor.

The local politician was so busy with his head buried in Paula's cunt that he was oblivious to what was happening around him. He made happy cooing noises as he eagerly lapped away.

When Tammy tapped him on the shoulder from behind he assumed it was the next guy wanting his turn and reluctantly pulled away from Paula.

His mind barely registered the other men lying around on the floor before Tammy slugged him over the head with the butt of the revolver.

Tammy held out a hand to help Paula up off the table and the two women smiled at each other.

"You okay," Tammy asked?

"Never better," Paula answered with a smile.

There was a lot to do. They quickly hugged each other and then got to work.



Tammy and Paula struggled a bit getting Greg the bartender out to the car. He was still out cold from the earlier punch.

"Glass jaw," Paula observed as they laid him out on the back seat.

Before leaving they had taken more pictures of the naked men scattered around on the floor.

Clint had never noticed that Tammy's watchful eyes had taken in the combination the few times had had opened the wall safe while she had been in his office "entertaining" him. That safe was now open and empty. The night's proceeds were also tucked away in the backpack that Paula carried.

Both women were dressed now. Driving around naked would undoubtedly have drawn some unwanted attention.

When they got to Greg's house, Paula took the keys from his pocket and unlocked the garage door.

She backed out a car that Greg had secured anonymously and for cash a few days earlier. This was to be his and Paula's getaway car.

Tammy pulled Greg's car into the garage with him still unconscious in the back seat..

She grabbed the backpack with the money and carefully counted out five thousand dollars in hundred dollar bills. She left these in the driver's seat and closed the garage door.

Then she joined Paula in the getaway car and they… Well, they did just what the name implied and got away…


Life Can Be A Beach


A few weeks later on a distant ocean beach in a foreign country, men could not help staring admiringly at the pair of large busted beauties who were sunbathing.
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"You were right," said Paula. "There was a better way to make some money."

Lying beside her, Tammy just smiled.

Paula continued, "I've done the math. There was about fifty thousand dollars on the poker table. God only knows why that bastard Clint though his office safe was better than a bank, but he kept over two hundred thousand there. That pervert politician is good for around ten thousand a month until they catch on he's been skimming from the city's budget for years and he ends up in jail. We are going easy on the banker because he might be useful at some point, but he's still good for another five thousand a month until the bank balances the books and find out how he has been funding his gambling habit. The dentist and the others we can squeeze every now and then."

Paula shook her head, "We will probably end up with nearly half a million when all is said and done."

Tammy added, "Well, we did give your admirer Greg a bit of cash to tide him over. Moving to a different city was probably the best idea for him given the circumstances."

She paused than then added, "Remember when you used to charge a John $25 for a quick blow job in the alley and $100 for an hour's roll on the bed in a cheap hotel room?"

Paula thought about this for a minute, remembering the life (and maybe the death) that Tammy had rescued her from.

"This time I had to let Greg do a bit of groping now and then when we were making out and you had to let Clint suck your titties and give him a hand job now and then. Even if one of those assholes had fucked me or made me suck him off, it would have paid a lot better than the street ever did."

Lying on their beach chairs enjoying the sun, they reached towards each other and held hands.
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Up the beach there was a loud boisterous man who was probably in his sixties with a timid but attractive young girl in her early twenties.

"I just want some money to go shopping with," the girl was telling him.

"You'll have to earn it baby. That's the way things work." The arrogance in his voice was palatable and the young girl seemed to be near tears.

The couple was walking down the beach towards them.

"You drug me away from my family to some foreign country and now you won't let me have enough money to even do anything," she said. Her voice was more filled with bewilderment and a bit of fear than anything else.

"You take care of me sweetheart and I'll take care of you," he said as he groped at her.

Then he added a stern warning, "And if you don't take care of me I'll leave you here in this foreign country by yourself with no money."

The girl seemed resigned to her fate and didn't put up much of a fight. After all, she did need him and his money. Getting tossed on the street in some strange foreign country was not something she could risk.

Paula whispered, "I think we may have found our next conquest without even looking too far."

"I'll bet we can get enough to help her out and still keep a good cut for ourselves," Tammy agreed.

As the couple drew near Tammy said loudly, "It sure is boring around here, isn't it? Nobody speaks our language and nobody seems to know how to have fun."

The man temporarily stopped his groping of his young companion. With a grin he walked a bit closer to the women.

"I couldn't help but overhear that," he said. "And I happen to speak your language and definitely know how to have fun." Then taking an admiring look at the two women sunbathing he added, "I can also be very generous at times. Isn't that right Gail?"

He nudged the girl next to him and got an unenthusiastic nod in response.

Tammy lifted her sunglasses and looked at the couple.

"Oh," she said, "But you already have a friend. Wouldn't three of us women just be a crowd for a man like you?"

The man grinned again. "I think I can handle it," he bragged. "Or at least have fun trying."

"And be generous at the same time?" Tammy asked in a more business-like tone.

Their eyes met and he seemed to feel the need to prove himself. He pulled out his credit card from the pocket of his bathing suit and handed it to his companion Gail.

"Gail was about to go shopping. Why don't you two go with her? You can all buy yourselves some nice outfits and model them for me later."

Tammy appeared to consider this for a moment and then shrugged.

"I like nice stuff," she told him. "But some of my best modeling is done in the nude."

As the man smiled Tammy and Paula gathered up Gail and said they were would love to do some shopping with her.

Why didn't the three of them drop by the couple's room around seven that evening or so?

There was an oily grin on his face as he watched the three march up the beach chatting about where they would shop.

Tonight was going to be a hell of a night. And the credit card was one with a $1,000 limit that he carried just for situations like this.



Taking Gail with them, Tammy and Paula went to their room to shower and dress. Gail began to tell her story of growing up in a small town. The man was a recently divorced and fairly successful man. She had worked in his story for several months. Then he had promised her so much if she would become his "companion" on this trip and it seemed like her ticket to something better.

Instead, he turned out to be a total self-centered ass.

Tammy had stripped and showered as she listened to the story. Damp and naked she sat on the bed beside Gail as Paula took her turn in the shower.

"Men are like that," Tammy told Gail. "Maybe not all of them, but it's hard to find one that isn't. A girl has to be able to look out for herself."

Tammy put a comforting arm around Gail and noticed that Gail's eyes were taking in her naked body. Tammy decided on the direct approach.

"Have you ever been with another woman before?" she asked and Gail shook her head no.

Their eyes met for a moment. Then they shifted a bit on the bed and twisted so their lips could meet. Tammy took the lead and began to gently peel off Gail's one-piece bathing suit. Once Gail was naked, Tammy crawled between her legs and began to lap away at her pussy.

Gail moaned softly.

"You are so gentle and that feels so good."

"He just screws me for a few minutes, shoots his wad, and thinks he's a stud."

"Oh shit, I think I'm going to cum!"

Paula entered the room just as Gail was finishing her orgasm. Paula walked to the bed and straddled Gail's face.

With a laugh she teased the girl, "Now it's your turn to eat some pussy."

Gail's inexperienced tongue was tentative at first, but soon she was lapping eagerly at Paula's pussy as Tammy focused on bringing the girl to a second orgasm. Paula watched the young girl's body and when she saw the signs she let herself approach an orgasm. She timed it perfectly and Gail and Paula both climaxed at the same time.

The three women collapsed on the bed and a few minutes later Tammy complained, "Isn't someone going to get me off."

Gail was eager to please. Tammy laid on her back as Gail ate her cunt. With the buildup, Tammy was already horny as hell and climaxed in no time.

Gail felt a hand on her shoulder and looked up to see Paula. She stared. Around Paula's waist was a thick leather belt holding a large plastic dong in place. The dong swayed as Gail moved to the side and Paula positioned herself between Tammy's legs.

Paula slid the strap-on cock into Tammy and began to fuck her. As she thrust she explained, "Better than any man.  I can fuck her for hours."

Gail was fascinated and with open admiration admitted, "I can't wait until it is my turn."

Paula jokingly asked, "To give or to get?"

"Both," Gail told her in total seriousness.


Dirty Old… Sissy


A few days later Gail's family received a note from her saying she had made some new friends and was doing fine. She was going to stay a bit longer but would be home soon.

Mr. Gangley, the owner of a large local store, had taken Gail on a "business trip" but returned alone and seemed somewhat abashed to discuss things. The reality is that the three women had parted him from about a quarter of a million dollars between his credit cards and checking account.

But even more embarrassing to him was the fact that he had been unable to get an erection or hold his liquor when the three girls returned to his room. They had been ready to romp and play, stripping down and doing things he had only seen women do with each other in pornographic movies. But his cock has remained flaccid and he was unable to participate.

He had tried to get Gail to suck him hoping that would allow him to get an erection. But after drinking a glass of wine Tammy had poured for him, he blacked out. When he awoke nearly a full day had passed. He soon realized he did not have his traveler's checks, his credit cards, his check book, or his passport. He also noticed that all of Gail's meager belongs had been packed and were gone.

He began trying to get some money wired so he could get back home. Later that day when he had returned to his hotel room there had been an envelope slipped under the door with those pictures. When he first saw them, he was physically ill.

He didn't remember any off it, but the various aches and pains with his body told him there was no doubting their authenticity. They showed him sucking a strap-on worn by one of the young women from the beach. Some showed him being fucked doggie style. Still others showed him on his back being fucked while his tiny shriveled dick flopped around uselessly.

He did not realize that the wine he had drank the evening before had been laced first with drugs that would make it impossible to achieve and erection and secondly with one that basically left him little more than a mindless zombie to be toyed with by the women.



When Gail returned to her home town a few weeks after Gangley's return, he had been too embarrassed and humiliated to confront her about what had happened. While her family was unhappy about it, Gail resumed a relationship with Mr. Gangley.

Nobody ever witnessed their intimacy and if they had they would no doubt have been surprised to find Gangley dressed in garters and hose with a bra across his shrunken, flat chest. They would also have been surprised to see the size of the strap-on Gail often wore as she fucked the old man without mercy.

"Suck that," she would tell him in preparation. She loved how he choked and gagged on the cock, just like he had once made her do on his.

"You still can't get up," she would taunt him. By now, the regular doses of the drug Tammy and Paula had given her had basically done a chemical castration of Gangley. He would never have another erection or orgasm again.

He was her bitch. And she would fuck him for hours at night. He would moan, writhe, and beg—sometimes for more and sometimes for mercy. At times he would desperately try to get an erection craving the release of just more orgasm. She would give him permission to play with himself and he would try to masturbate for hours. Often he would whimper and sob as his attempts always ended as failures that only left him even more frustrated than before.



When Gail later hired a maid to help around the house, she found a loving companion. The two women could not keep their hands off each other in the evenings. Most evenings Gangley found himself gagged and bound, only able to watch and never participate as the two women made love. Later they even purchased a large dog crate that was placed where he could see and be seen from the master bed. Once a week or so they would torment with Gangley by dressing him up as their sissy and then abusing him with the strap-on, paddle, and riding crop.

Gangley was an old man. He died of natural causes a few years later and left everything to Gail. In one final act of humiliation, Gail secretly had the undertaker dress Gangley in his garter belt, hose, and bra before dressing him in on the suit he would be buried in.
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Feminization of a Spoiled Rich Kid


Thad was livid. His entire family was dead now. His parents had died years before in a car accident and his Uncle Gangley had finally passed away. Some would be grief at being alone in the world, but Chad had actually waited for years in anticipation of inheriting Gangley's money. In fact, he had been able to borrow and gamble away money based on that expectation after showing his uncle's will to some rather unsavory characters.

When he had found out that his uncle's will had been changed he made to decisions. The first was to drop from sight so the men he owed money to could not find him. The second was to visit the bitch that had inherited the money and demand at least a portion of his uncle's estate.

Based on these decisions he was driving the few hundred miles to the city with basically all of his belongs in the trunk of the late model convertible he had bought with money he didn't have.



Since returning from her trip overseas, the locals had noticed that Gail had visitors who dropped by every few months for a weekend here and there. In fact, those visitors would have been very hard to miss, especially as they sat in the bar downstairs at the hotel they were staying in. Both were young, beautiful, and very well endowed with large breasts and lovely, full lips.

There were whispers that they were lesbians or that they were hookers depending who you listened to, but for the most part they kept to themselves other than the time they would spend at the Gangley estate.

They had recently returned and seemed to be supporting Gail as she dealt with the details of Gangley's death.



Thad pulled up to his uncle's estate. Fuck it! It should be his estate now! Instead of money grubbing whore had convinced his elderly uncle to marry her and then taken everything that should have been his.
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He got out of the car walked to the door. He pounded loudly and it was soon dressed by an attractive woman wearing a conservative maid's uniform.

"I'm Mr. Gangley's nephew, Thad," he explained. "I wanted to discuss some irregularities about certain things with, I believe her name is Gail?"

The maid led him to the living room and said she would let Gail know he was there.

Soon Gail entered and Thad stood up to face her. He tried to stay calm and rational, but the longer he talked the more upset and emotional he became.

He was yelling and calling Gail names when a hard knock at the front door interrupted their "conversation".

Chad stewed as the maid returned and whispered something to Gail.

Gail turned and looked at Thad.

"There are two men at the door wanting to speak with the owner of the car out front. They are rather large and unsavory characters and seem very persistent. I assume you probably would rather they not find you?"

The blood ran from Thad's face and he nearly trembled in terror. He could only shake his head and indicate that he certainly did not want them to find him. No doubt these were men sent to "collect" on his debts. They must have guessed he would come to his uncle's home and been watching.

Gail said, "Very well." She had a quick, whispered conversation with the maid and then turned to Thad. "Follow me."



Jack and Teddy were big muscular men who got paid to do the dirty work. That was okay with them. They actually enjoyed it and it paid reasonably well.

The maid soon returned after delivering their message about wanting to see the man who had driven up in the car out front. Trying to be discrete, they had cruised past the Gangley estate once an hour or so in hopes that they would catch a glimpse of young Thad or his car. Now they were like hounds on a scent.

"The lady of the house is finishing getting dressed and will see you in a few moments. She said she is rather puzzled herself and thought it would be best to discuss the situation with you."

The maid led them to the living room and they sat to wait.



Gail closed the bedroom door behind them and turned to look at Thad.

"If you do what I tell you, I think we can get you out of this mess."

She walked to side of the room and poured a quick drink that she offered to Thad.

"To calm your nerves a bit," she explained. "You are trembling like a leaf."

Thad gratefully took the glass and swallowed the drink. Maybe this lady wasn't as bad as he had originally thought. He actually felt bad about having yelled at her now.

"Strip," she said in a matter of fact voice.

He could only stare at her blankly.

"Get naked," she told him and she turned and walked toward the closet.

Thad felt a warm numbness flow through his body after the drink.

"What the hell," he muttered and he began to undress.

Gail returned a few minutes later to find Thad standing there in his underwear.

"Lose those to," she told him as there was a knock at the door.

Thad complied and watched as Gail let the maid into the room. Standing there naked he felt confused and dazed.

Gail had an armful of clothes and tossed a pair of panties towards Thad.

"Put these on," she told him. "Don't fuck around because we don't have much time."



Thad sat at the makeup table and looked in the mirror in amazement. It had taken only a few minutes for the two women to totally transform him. He was now dressed as a woman. And, he had to admit, not a bad looking woman.
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The lipstick made his lips looks of bright and full. The bra he wore gave him curves that, while not outlandish, definitely hinted at a very nice feminine figure. The other makeup including some eye shadow and nail polish had been hurriedly applied before the maid left.

Gail gave him the once over and told him, "Don't you say a word. Leave the talking to me. Otherwise the shit will hit the fan. Do you understand?"

He started to answer but caught the meaning of her glare. Don't talk. Be silent. He understood and nodded his head.

Then she kneeled beside him and smoothed the dress in places. She ran her hand across his crotch in the process and her touch lingered for a few seconds.

Thad felt an excitement stir inside him. Shit, he didn't need an erection now!

She seemed to think the same thing and to his surprise said, "Good, nothing seems to be going on down there. Do you have erectile dysfunction or something?"

Thad shook his head with an emphatic no. He was a fucking stud and he knew it. He'd had a string of girlfriends over the years and nobody had ever been disappointed in his performance.

But why wasn't he getting hard now? With her hand fondling him, he should have been.

There was a quiet knock on the door and Gail quickly stood up and turned.



Jack and Teddy followed the maid into the room. It was a nice bedroom and seemed like an unusual place to meet with guests, but you never knew what kind of quirks people with money might have.

Against one wall was a vanity. Seated in front of it was a young woman with wide eyes that looked like those of a frightened rabbit. Standing beside her was another young woman who now approached them with her hand out.

"I'm Gail," she introduced herself as she shook their hands. She waved to two chairs indicating Jack and Teddy should be seated. Then she perched herself on the edge of the bed.

She noticed Jack and Teddy study the room. There was no room for mistakes in this. They seemed puzzled by the large dog crate setting in one corner on a table.

As if she could read the question in their minds she explained.

"Our pet," she said sadly. "He recently passed away."

So far she hadn't even had to lie. Gangley had been her pet and had spent many nights locked in that cage. It was also true that he had passed away. Unfortunately, now came the part where she did have to lie and she hoped it would be convincing.

She waved at the young lady.

"My cousin," she said by way of introduction. "Kitty, these nice men are here to visit."



Thad was a nervous wreck inside, but the drink Gail had given him seemed to be helping keep him calm. When she introduced him to the men as Kitty his heard nearly stopped.

Gail continued.

"Kitty recently had some issues and is here to do a bit of recuperation. Sadly she has temporarily lost the use of her voice."

Then in a loud whisper she continued.

"She's a bit slow, but a nice girl. She got into an unfortunate situation where some men took advantage of her. She is still suffering from the shock of it all."

Jack and Teddy wanted to get to the point of their visit, but listened politely. They had long ago learned how to fit in and adapt to most situations. It was part of what made them good at their job.

Gail continued to whisper, a bit quieter now but still audible to all in the room.

"The vaginal and anal bleeding are improving. The thing is she's always been a bit of a tease which is part of what got her into the mess she was in. She loves oral sex and that had always satisfied the men whose path she crossed until this time."

Gail sighed deeply as if reflecting on her cousins ill treatment at the hands of some beastly men.

"But the car. You wanted to talk about the car?"

They nodded and Teddy said, "Yes ma'am. I believe it belongs to a friend of ours who we were hoping to see while we were passing through town. He had mentioned he had family here and we drove by on the off chance he might be here. Seeing his car, I guess he is?"

Teddy tried not to sound too hopeful with that last question. He just wanted to find this Thad character and either get come money from him or break a few bones to soften him up for their next visit.

"It is strange," Gail said and she stood up and walked toward a window. Looking out across the lawn she continued.

"He showed up this morning. A young man I had never met before. He seemed rather upset and agitated. Apparently he was related to my late husband, but I had no idea there were any other relatives. I felt terrible that he apparently didn't even know about the funeral."

"But then something seemed to scare him. He demanded some of my husband's old clothes and seemed to try to change his appearance."

And that, Gail thought, was somewhat true. Thad, or rather Kitty, was wearing the stuffed bra and panties with extra elastic to hold things snug that Gangley had so often worn during their play sessions. Also, Thad definitively was fine with them having changed his appearance and, she thought to herself, even his gender.

"Then he asked about bus service out of town and took off through the woods towards where the bus station is."

As Gail finished this she nodded towards the maid who now held a large brown paper bag.

"Show them," Gail said.

The maid pulled out the shirt and slacks that Thad had been wearing when he arrived. Then, pinched between her fingers and held with obvious distain, she pulled out Thad's underwear. Assuming this was enough she returned the items to the bag and offered it to the men.

They dug through and found Thad's wallet and driver's license. Trying not to show their excitement at being on the right trail they stood up.

"I'm sure we'll run into him soon," Jack said. "Do you mind if we take this with us?"

"Certainly not," Gail said. Glancing in Thad's direction and seeing the now vacant look in his eyes she added, "Nobody here has any use for it."

Then she seemed to have a thought.

"My late husband had an address book. Maybe the young man will be trying to get to someone who is listed in it."

She tried to sound helpful and succeeded. 

Jack nodded eagerly.

"Sure," he said with a forced chuckle. "They are probably all buddies of ours but it wouldn't hurt to have a look."

Gail smile and walked briskly towards the door.

"It may take me a few minutes to find. Make yourselves comfortable. And Kitty," she added. "Do behave yourself around these gentlemen."

As Gail left the room she continued with a loud whisper, "The last thing we need is that girl getting herself involved in another incident."



Thad's mind was a like a slowly spinning whirl of random thoughts. He had heard the conversation but not really followed much.

Wait, he wasn't Thad right now. He was Kitty. Kitty wasn't supposed to say anything. Let that nice lady Gail do the talking. Why had he been mad at her earlier? She was such a helpful and kind lady. The bleeding was getting better. Thad didn't remember any bleeding but assumed Kitty did. Hello Kitty he mentally said to himself and then giggled out loud. Kitty likes oral sex. He nodded and giggled again. Yes, that nice Gail had said Kitty liked oral sex and she wouldn't have lied about something like that.

Thad had looked down as all of this started through his mind. It was Kitty that looked up and right there in front of her was a nice big, hard cock. Kitty likes oral she thought as she leaned forward and took it eagerly into her mouth.



"What the hell are you doing Ted," asked Jack in a hushed voice.

Teddy had walked up to the girl seated at the vanity, unzipped his pants, and stuck his prick in her face. Now the damn bitch had latched on as was sucking him like a mother fucking vacuum cleaner.

Teddy's voice was a bit strained. The girl was clearly working hard on his hard on!

"The lady said Kitty liked oral sex. I figured I'd see if she wanted some. Oh shit!"

Teddy loved a good blow job now and then but this chick was something else. She was going to town on his throbbing shaft bobbing her head up and down while she fondled his nuts with her hand.

"Baby, work it good because we have to make it quick."

With that Kitty began to thrust with fast desperation taking his cock deeper and deeper. Kitty almost gagged, but she managed to control her reflexes. She was so excited when the man told her, "Oh honey, I'm about to cum."

He was deep in Kitty's throat when his cock exploded and began spewing cum. Kitty eased up a bit so she could focus on the sensitive head of the man's cock while she savored the salty taste of his squirting cum by swirling it around her mouth on her tongue. Soon he was limp and drained. Kitty sighed wanting more looking up with wide eyes.

Then the second man was standing beside the first.

"What the hell. Make it fast sweetie because your cousin will be back any minute."

Kitty's mind momentarily swirled with confusion. But it didn't matter. Kitty liked oral and here was another nice man offering his lovely hard cock for her to take into her mouth.

She quickly went to work. Goodie! Soon she'd get a second load of yummy cum!



Gail and the maid sat in the kitchen looking at a monitor which was normally hidden in what looked like a cupboard. There were cameras around the house including the bedroom. They provided security, but also had let the pair be voyeurs as the old man had spent time in his cage or tried in vain to whip his cock towards an erection and an orgasm. They were even able to record some of their more exciting sessions to watch again later.

"A very nice plan ma'am," the maid commented.

"Are you as horny as I am right now?", Gail asked the maid.

"Oh yes ma'am. I am very, very horny," she answered and began to reach towards Gail.

Then the doorbell rang again.



A few moments after Kitty had finished servicing the second man, there was a discrete knock on the door.

Both men were already setting back in their chairs but quickly inspected their flies to make sure things were zipped up out of habit.

Then Gail walked in with a small notebook.

"Here it is," she told them. "I hope it helps."

Looking over, Gail frowned at Kitty's disheveled appearance and her smeared lipstick. Kitty was smiling and humming to herself. She noticed that Gail was looking at her and giggled.

"I hope she didn't misbehave," Gail said in an apprehensive voice.

"Not at all ma'am. She was excellent company while we waited. We had best be going now."

As the two men walked towards the door Gail told them, "I'll be out in a second."

She guided Kitty out of the vanity chair and towards the bed. She was just about totally out of it now but Kitty did manage to mutter a quiet, "Yummy" as Gail tucked her in.

"Yes dear," Gail told her. "You did very good with the men and I'm sure it was a yummy treat for you."



Gail came out of the bedroom and led the two men down the stairs and towards the front door.

"I hope your coming was worth the trip," she said in a deliberate play on words.

"Yes ma'am," Jack said. Then making his own play on words he added, "Maybe we can come again some time."

As they neared the front door they passed the living room and noticed a pair of attractive women setting on the sofa.

"Tammy! Paula!" Gail exclaimed.

"Old and dear friends," she explained to Jack and Teddy as she showed them out the door.



In the kitchen, they were all watching the video of Kitty's transformation and of her eager servicing of the two thugs.

Tammy laughed, "Oh Gail, you used to be so meek and mild mannered. I'm afraid that Paula and I have corrupted you!"

Gail had to laugh to.

"Yes, you certainly set me down a different road. And I will always be grateful for that."

Now Paula chimed in, "Well, you always have been very generous in the ways you have shown your gratitude. Always giving of yourself, that's what you do."

The sexual tension in the room was thick.

"Let's go upstairs," Gail said with a glance at the maid. "It may take two servants to take care of these wonderful ladies like they deserve to be taken care of."

The maid smiled and replied, "Happy to oblige, ma'am."



The bed was a massive tangle of naked female flesh. The maid was rimming Tammy's lovely ass with so much enthusiasm that Tammy fingered herself to another orgasm. The maid was also riding a vibrating dildo while she worked on Tammy and had experienced several orgasms of her own. The fact that her face was buried in the forbidden flesh of a wonderful and tasty butt just added that much more excitement.

Gail and Paula were locked against each other in the 69 position. Both were intent on giving and getting another orgasm or two out of things.

There was a stirring the cage on the table in the corner.

As Gail collapsed into a satisfied heap among the other women she looked over at the cage.

"Why Kitty," she exclaimed. "You're awake."



Kitty? Thad? Shit! Who am I. What happened.

Kitty's throat still tingled from the salty cum of the two strangers.

Thad remembered the visitor's arrival. But what after that?

Kitty loves oral. Those two men were so nice to feed her! They didn't even know her and they still let her suck them!

Thad old boy, you are in trouble. You owe all that money. How the hell are you going to pay it?

It was yummy and Kitty wants to play some more…

Why are you in this cage Thad?



In a mumbled voice, the figure in the cage replied, "Not Kitty. I'm Thad."

Gail laughed and said, "Bad men are looking for Thad. I don't think they like him much. But the bad men really like Kitty. Care to see why?"

She made her way to where there was a television on a chest of drawers. She swiveled it so that Thad could see it from the cage where he was locked and turned up the volume.

On the screen he watched his transformation from a man into a woman. He watched the two men talking to Gail. He saw what had happened when Gail left the room. He saw Gail tucking him into bed. Then he saw four women working together to move him from the bed to his current home in the cage. Then the four women took over the bed and began their own orgy.

And then the whole scene repeated itself. Twice. Three times. After the forth he found Gail standing beside the cage.

"So you have a choice to make," she said. "I can either show at least the parts of that video where you get dressed and become the slobber monster over a couple of strangers who flip their meat in your direction or you can become Kitty. If I have to, I will tell them you forced me to help you. That you threatened me. I think they'd be happy enough to get their hands on Thad to forgive me. But if you are Kitty, I can protect you and keep you safe so long as you are obedient."

The video looped one more time.

Inside something snapped. Thad was gone for good and Kitty was in the cage. The young man on the screen at the start was a stranger. Maybe Kitty had been that man once, but she was a woman now. But could that really happen?

"I want to be Kitty," she whimpered to Gail as Gail unlocked the cage. "But I'm not really a woman am I?"

Kitty had barely noticed the huge strap-on Gail was wearing.

"Oh honey," Gail said. "A man would be so hard around all these naked and sexy women." Her arm swept in the direction of the bed where the three other women were yet again locked into various positions intent on giving and getting satisfaction.

Gail helped Kitty out of the cage and reached down to Kitty's crotch. Her hand grasped the member that hung limp and useless there.

"You just have this pitiful, shriveled clitty," Gail explained. "Not a cock like a real man. Not like those two men you did such a good job on. I was very proud of you! You handled it so well and did such a good job satisfying them!"

Picking up a riding crop in one hand, Gail guided Kitty towards the bed.

"On your hands and knees," she commanded. "You did so much good, but you were kind of a naughty girl. I need to punish you before we can play."

Tammy had broken away from the group on the bed leaving the maid and Paula locked together and exploring each other trying to find new ways to make magic. Tammy went to the dresser and picked up a double-headed dildo and then walked back to the bed.

"Nine," Gail was counting as the crop slapped against Kitty's tender ass and raised yet another welt. "And ten." There was one final, stinging swat.

"Okay Kitty," Gail said. "Now that the punishment is over we can have some fun."

"Thank you ma'am," Kitty said in a happy voice.

Tammy was back on the bed with the double-headed dildo stuffed deep into her cunt. She shifted into position so her crotch was under Kitty's head and Kitty immediately began to suck on the end of the dildo where it emerged from Tammy's fuzzy bush of pubic hair.

"Yes honey," Tammy said. "Now grab it with your teeth and use it to fuck me!"

Kitty did as she was told. Every once in a while she would pull it almost out and then deep throat it before grasping it between her teeth again and slamming it home. Kitty loved the feeling of the plastic dong sliding so deep down her throat. She was so proud that she could take it so deep and not even gag. And the beautiful woman whose pussy she was fucking with it seemed so excited and happy.

In the meantime, Gail had maneuvered into position behind Kitty. She spread Kitty's ass cheeks exposing her pussy ass. She applied a bit of lube and watched as the cold lotion caused the hole to pucker even more tightly closed and then she proceeded to slip the massive strap-on dong in. She heard Kitty gasp as it first entered, but then Kitty began rocking back and forth to bring more of the monster piece of plastic into her virgin ass. Within minutes she had the entire length buried deep in her depths and Gail grabbed Kitty's hips and began thrusting in and out. 

They all took turns fucking Kitty with the strap-on. Kitty licked every hole that was offered to her wanting only to please and not caring whether the hole was a damp, fuzzy pussy or a dark and taunt turd tunnel. Just before dawn the five on the bed finally collapsed in exhaustion.


Parting Shots


A few days later, Tammy and Paula were saying their goodbyes.

"There's a girl a few states over that we helped out a while back. We are going to visit her for a few days, but we'll be back in a few weeks," Tammy said.

"Please do!" Gail said. "You know you are always welcome here!"

Paula giggled and told her, "Well, as long as we're welcome I'm sure we'll keep coming."

Even the maid and Kitty had to laugh at this play on words.

Kitty stepped forward and kissed first Tammy and then Paula on the cheeks.

"Thank you," she told them. "I feel so safe and so happy here now!"

Tammy looked Kitty in the eyes, "Now you be good and take your medicine when Gail gives it to you. Okay?"

"Oh yes," Kitty responded. "I know the pills and shots will help me become an even better girl! And I want to be the best I can for you!"

Gail though about the items Tammy had given her. Exactly what they were she wasn't sure, but after just a few days all traces of Thad had totally disappeared and only Kitty remained. Kitty's voice seemed to have changed a bit and Paula could swear Kitty's nipples were becoming more swollen and sensitive.
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Tammy had given Paula the name of a doctor who would help the final transformation. Breast implants. Laser hair removal. And they could even do things with the vocal cords to give Kitty a more feminine voice. It wasn't going to be cheap, but she thought that old man Gangley would probably approve and maybe even be a bit jealous is he was still around. His transformations had been temporary and made only in the confines of the bedroom. At all other times, he had to pretend he was still a real man even though he knew inside that he was living a lie. In some ways, the complete transformation of Kitty over the next year or so would take that burden of having to bear both identities away.

So they could have a bit of a private goodbye, the maid led Kitty off into the house.

"Will you fuck me again?" Kitty asked eagerly. "I know you like how my tongue feels when I lick your ass. You can even use the vibrator on yourself and cum really, really good…"

Their voices faded off as they headed up the stairs and towards the bedroom.



Now alone, Gail gave both Tammy and Paula a quick hug and a kiss of her own.

"You two are so precious to me," she told them.

"The feeling is mutual," they assured her.

"You help so many women," she added. "That must be rewarding."

Tammy thought for a second. "It is. But there always seems to be one more guy who's an asshole and deserves some special treatment as punishment. Hell, there are even guys who are just really into this kind of stuff."

Gail laughed, "Into what we did to create Kitty?" she asked incredulously. "What guy would be into that? Taking away their masculinity? Turning them into a submissive slut who want to serve any man or woman that will have her."

Paula gave a knowing smile. "Lots of them. Like the guy reading this right now. He's got a massive hard-on and would sell his soul for us girls to dress him up and play with him. It's what he wants and needs. Most are just too afraid to ask for it."

Tammy added, "That why you don't wait for them to ask. You just do it."



What do you think? Are you ready to cross paths with Tammy and Paula and have them do it to you? You know that you do it, but what would your girlfriend or wife think if she caught you dressed in some silky panties? What if she knew how you wanted to be bent over and beg to be fucked by chick with a strap-on dick? You fantasize about being their bitch while you rub yourself through the thin, sheen fabric of the cute, feminine undies, don't you?
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Tammy, Paula, and Gail are laughing… And this time they are laughing at you because they know you are so eager to submit and to play.

You poor pitiful man. All ready to trade every vestige of masculinity so you can worship these girls. And the girls are just character in a story.

But maybe the girls will visit you in your dreams tonight and begin the transformation. You would really like that, wouldn't you? I know I did...

Sweet dreams!

Xoxoxo,
Syndie
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