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    Jessie’s Boobs 
 
    He was forced to be a drug mule! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh! My God! What happened to you?”  
 
    I couldn’t believe my eyes. Jessie had a set of…of…tits! 
 
    A big set. He wasn’t a big man, rather slender, actually, so the tits looked even bigger on his small frame. 
 
    He stood up and hugged me, and began crying. The bailiff, understanding the situation, let him. 
 
    We all knew this was a pro forma hearing. Everybody knew what had happened to Jessie, including the media, and this was going to be a quick hearing. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I soothed him, rubbing his back as I returned his hug. “It’s okay…” 
 
    He was sobbing uncontrollably now. 
 
    Over his shoulder I could see the honorable William Scott enter the courtroom in his black robes. 
 
    The bailiff looked at him, and the judge merely put a palm out, it was okay. The man has been through hell, give him a moment to hug his wife. 
 
    The few people in the courtroom waited and were respectfully silent. 
 
    Finally, knowing that time was passing, and that I needed to get Jessie out of there, I said, “The judge is here, Jesse. We need to get on with it.” 
 
    The courtroom was so silent that the judge heard my whisper. He cleared his throat and said, “You may stand with your husband, Mrs. Jordan.” 
 
    I whispered a thanks to him, and managed to get Jessie turned around. We took our place in front of the bench. The judge, when he spoke, was quite polite and soft spoken. 
 
    “Jessie Jordan, you are accused of the transportation of illegal drugs. I am told you wish to plead not guilty and wish to have your case dismissed. I am inclined to grant your wish, but I do need a short explanation, in your own words, as to the…circumstances in your case. 
 
    Jessie opened his mouth, but nothing came out. 
 
    The judge: “Bailiff, some water for Mr. Jordan. Mr. Jordan, please take your time. I know this is difficult for you.” 
 
    “Tha…tha…thank you.” Jessie said. 
 
    I rubbed his back, and after a moment, Jessie told his story. 
 
      
 
    JESSIE’S STORY 
 
    I walked into the bar. It was a little cheap, not a place I would choose for meeting a new client, but the client had requested this place, so… 
 
    I looked around. Inspected the place. 
 
    A long bar, rows of bottles on shelves behind the bar. 
 
    Small tables facing a small raised platform. On the platform a man in a serape stroked a guitar. He was doing a surprisingly good rendition of ‘Malaguena.’ 
 
    I walked to the bar. “I’m Jesse Jordan. I’m supposed to meet a Senor Alvarez here.” 
 
    The bar man was a portly fellow, very bored. He had dapper mustaches, and he wasn’t shaved. He said, “Senor Alvarez call he be late. You sit. Here drink.” 
 
    He poured me a tequila, shoved it across the bar, and pointed at a table in a corner near the bar. 
 
    I took the drink over to the table and sat down. I watched the guitar player strum. There were some curtains behind me. I heard voices whispering, but ignored them. 
 
    It was a shabby place, I saw a cockroach scuttle across the floor. The floor boards were warped and bent and the cockroach slipped through a crack. I decided to leave. Senior Alvarez would have to buy his heart monitors elsewhere. 
 
    I was about to stand up when a beautiful woman sat down next to me. She placed a hand on my arm. “Would you have a drink with me?” 
 
    I was married, I didn’t want to, but there was something desperate about this woman. She had a shrill look in her eyes. 
 
    “No…I—“ 
 
    “Please, just one. They will beat me if I don’t get you to finish your drink.” 
 
    That should have told me…but it didn’t. On one hand, I was confused by her even being there, on the other hand she looked like she was in trouble. 
 
    “They’ll…beat you?” 
 
    She nodded. She had one hand on my forearm. “Just one drink. Then I can say I tried. One drink and you leave.” 
 
    I thought about it. A damsel in distress. I would be helping her, and then I could get the heck out of Dodge. 
 
    I looked around the bar. There were a few tough looking fellows there, and one was eyeing my table, me, with a glittering eye. He actually had a knife stuck in his belt. 
 
    I sighed. “One drink. I really do have to go.” 
 
    “Just one. Thank you. Oh, thank you, senor.” 
 
    So I sipped, and I listened to the guitar player, and the woman watched me. I’m not used to hard liquor, so I sipped slowly, and I engaged in small talk. It was awkward, you know, and I needed to make everything more normal. 
 
    “They really beat you if you don’t get a customer to have a drink?” 
 
    “Si, senor.” 
 
    “So how is life in Tijuana?” I must have sounded like a gibbering fool. 
 
    Still, in spite of her nervousness, and my awkwardness, she was a good conversationalist, and I finished my drink. 
 
    She wanted to order another one, but I shook my head and started to stand up. But my legs suddenly gave way. 
 
    “Woo! That must be strong tequila.” 
 
    Suddenly, the woman’s face wasn’t so friendly. “Or you must be a weak man.” I tried to stand up again, but she placed her hand on my shoulder and held me down. One hand. A hand I should have been able to shrug off easily. But I couldn’t. I was so weak, and dizzy. The room started to spin. I tried to talk, to yell, to object, something, and then the room started to fall over. The last thing I remembered was hands grabbing me, then the curtain over me, brushing over me, and…darkness. 
 
      
 
    I woke up in a hotel room. It was shabby. There were cockroaches on the wall, and a gecko was chirping. I could smell cheap cigars and alcohol. I was tied to a…I think it was a dentist’s chair. The chair was bent back and I heard people talking.” 
 
    A man said, “You were supposed to get a woman. Jessie is supposed to be a woman.” 
 
    Another voice whined, “He named Jessie, that a girl name. I think he the one we supposed to get.” 
 
    “You fool. What am I supposed to do with a man? You know Ricardo will kill me if we don’t get the drugs out today.” 
 
    I was waking up and I turned my head. I managed to see who was talking. 
 
    Two fellows sat in chairs at the side of the room. They looked like Hollywood’s idea of two bit banditos. They had big mustaches, they wore cheap suits, and one of them smoked a cigar. He never said a word. It was the other one who did the talking. Him and the doctor. I knew the third man was a doctor because he was wearing a white doctor’s coat. And they were all drunk. The two men passed a bottle back and forth, and the doctor wavered. 
 
    The bandit without the cigar just laughed. He said, “Put the drugs in his chest anyway. Who cares.” 
 
    “The one with the cigar laughed. It was obvious that, though the doctor was angry, they thought it was all a joke. 
 
    The doctor turned to me, he said, “Well, senor, you will have a chest full of cocaine, and you will cross the border, and we will take the cocaine out.” 
 
    I tried to object, but I was tied and couldn’t move, and the doctor hovered over me. I caught sight of a needle, I tensed up, but he stuck the needle in my arm. He didn’t pat me with a cotton ball or anything. He just jabbed and squirted. I could actually feel the drug entering my body. Then everything faded. 
 
      
 
    I woke up in the back of a box truck. The truck was bouncing over potholes. I guess they were potholes. It was dark in the back of the truck and I couldn’t see outside, but the way we were jouncing, the way my head was hitting the floor, had to be potholes. 
 
    I was dizzy, couldn’t figure things out, and I tried to sit up. There were a dozen women in the back with me, and one of them helped me. The others laughed and made remarks about “stupid gringo” and “clumsy Americano,” but this one woman…she helped me. 
 
    “Drink this,” and she handed me a bottle of water. It was warm, tasted like crap, but it was water, and my throat was parched and needed it. I drank, and that’s when I noticed my chest. The extra weight, the pain of the operation, I looked down and saw, in the gloominess, that I had…I had…tits! 
 
    Big tits, the size of small chickens. And I was wearing a bra. And a wig. Somebody had put a wig on me! And…a dress! 
 
    “What the fuck? What is this?” 
 
    I started to move, but the pain my chest…I stopped. 
 
    The woman said, “They put cocaine in our tits and send us across the border.” 
 
    The other girls in the truck laughed. They all thought it was a joke. The one helping me, she said, “When Ricardo finds out what they did he’ll kill them.” 
 
    “But…but what is going to happen?” 
 
    “The girl shrugged. “They will let us out by the airport and give us some tickets. We fly across the border and somebody meets us. They take the cocaine out and pay us.” 
 
    “I…we…we’re running drugs?” 
 
    “Dogs don’t sniff,” she shrugged. 
 
    “Maybe up your pussy, puta,” remarked one of the other women, and the rest all laughed. 
 
    I sat in the back of that bouncing truck and more awareness came to me. The women weren’t much more than shapes, but I could see they all had big tits. 
 
    “How much cocaine is in me?” 
 
    The woman shrugged. “Each breast has at least one kilo.” 
 
    I knew the price of drugs. One kilo of cocaine would go for maybe $60,000. Two tits…$120,000. Fuck! And I knew this wasn’t some small time operation. 
 
    “But why did they do me?” 
 
    “They got to send out so much drugs. They didn’t care. You are a joke to them, anyway.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything else then. I just sat and bounced along and waited. Eventually we slowed down and rode on smoother highways. Then we turned into a busy area, I could hear horns honking and the sound of many motors. We stopped. I sat up, and the sudden motion brought pain to my chest. I knew that the doctor, if he even was a doctor, had done a poor job. It hurt.  
 
    And I knew my body wasn’t used to carrying around big weights on my chest. A man’s body isn’t designed for that. I didn’t grow up with tits, I didn’t naturally develop strong muscles to support them. Big pains shot through my chest and I tried to hold my arms under my tits and help support them. The bra just wasn’t enough. 
 
    The back door rolled up and we all blinked at the bright sunshine. The girls started getting out of the truck and, finally, only I was left. 
 
    “Come along, senorita.” It was the two men from the doctor’s office. They laughed at me. 
 
    I managed to get to the back of the van by walking along the side, one hand on the wall. They helped me down, put an envelope in my hands, and pushed me towards an airport terminal. 
 
    How I managed to make it across the parking lot I will never know. Everything was dizzy, reality was fading in and out. 
 
    One of the girls, I think it was the same one that had helped me in the truck, helped me again. She took my arm and helped support me. 
 
    “Come on. You stop they kill you.” 
 
    Stop? I didn’t know what I was doing. I didn’t know the difference between stop and go. I was just a helpless wind up toy, stuttering through the terminal. 
 
    We came to the metal detector. The girls passed through, one at a time. Then it was my turn. I stepped into the arch and, of course, the alarm went off. My pacemaker, you know. 
 
      
 
    BACK IN THE COU RTROOM… 
 
    Everybody was deathly quiet. I could tell that Jessie had run out of steam, but his story was done. 
 
    The judge cleared his throat. “I think that’s enough, Mr. Jordan. I am familiar with the arrest and the extradition. I have seen the DEA reports. Everything backs up your story. I am very moved by what you have gone through, and I can give a ruling at this time. Does the DA wish to pursue these charges?” 
 
    A fellow in a suit at the prosecutor’s table stood up. “No charges, your honor.” 
 
    “Very well. It is the opinion of this court that Mr. Jordan has suffered enough. All charges are dropped.” 
 
    A bang of the gavel. 
 
    I helped Jessie to his feet, gave a look of thanks to the judge, and walked him out of the courtroom. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Jordan! What was it like having…” 
 
    “Mr. Jordan! Jessie! Did you see…” 
 
    “Mr. Jordan!” 
 
    Voices assaulted us as we left the courtroom. Cameras were shoved in our faces. Jessie hugged me and wouldn’t look up. 
 
    I shoved back, even kicked at one photographer. I bullied my way through the bastard paparazzi and guided Jessie to a waiting taxi. We got in and he still held on to me. 
 
    “1423 Dixon St.” 
 
    The cabbie roared off. 
 
      
 
    Two days later, Jessie had pretty much stopped crying, we were in a doctor’s office. He had just spent an hour poking and prodding, palpating and feeling. He had X-rays on his desk, and he studied them with a frown. Finally, he looked up at us. 
 
    “I won’t sugarcoat it, Mr. and Mrs. Jordan. We’ve got a problem.” 
 
    “What kind of a problem?” I asked. 
 
    Jessie didn’t say anything. He hadn’t spoken much since we had gotten home, and I didn’t expect him to. Being kidnapped and forced to be a drug mule? And with female breasts? 
 
    He was cowed, changed in subtle manner, and I was having to grab the reins. He just wasn’t capable of forceful action. Not in speech or movement. 
 
    “First, your system has been weakened. You need to recover before we can attempt to remove your breasts.” 
 
    “Recover? How long?” 
 
    “A month. Two.” He shrugged. “And then there’s the matter of the pacemaker. This butcher, who called himself a doctor, he just pushed the implants in and the…the pacemaker is in danger of being compromised. We are going to need to, uh…I guess we should say ‘reshape’ your body. We need to apply pressure to your waist. The damage done to certain muscles…we can take weight off those muscles they may repair themselves. Hopefully the pacemaker will resume its proper place in your body.” 
 
    “Two months?” I shook my head. 
 
    Jesse whispered. “The DEA. They said that.” 
 
    “So how are you going to reshape his body?” 
 
    “We can make a special brace. It will tighten the waist and push the chest up. It will be uncomfortable, but I’ve talked to my colleagues and they all agree with me.” 
 
    “Okay,” Jessie whispered. 
 
      
 
    Back home. In the kitchen. Pouring whiskey. Thank God the doctor didn’t put any restrictions on alcoholic intake. Jessie needed a good stiff drink. And I know I did. 
 
    Jessie stared around the kitchen. Good, old comfy kitchen. Sink and dishwasher, cupboards, the plaque on the wall. In various sizes and shapes a dire warning was recounted. 
 
      
 
    Be a fucking wolf. 
 
    Be a lion, not a sheep. 
 
    TAKE. ZERO. SHIT. 
 
    Set goals and fucking 
 
    SMASH THEM. 
 
    Change the world. 
 
    Be a better person. 
 
    Show people who the fuck you are. 
 
    Never apologize for being awesome. 
 
    STAY THE MOTHER FUCKING COURSE. 
 
      
 
    The artist was some guy named Robert Anthony Jacobs. Jessie had brought it home after a hunting trip with the guys and insisted on putting it up in my kitchen. 
 
    My kitchen. I wanted ‘kitty kats’ and ‘bless this happy home.’  
 
    And I got, “STAY THE MOTHER FUCKING COURSE.’ 
 
    I would stare at that, and think about taking it out to the trash every time I saw it. But now…now it meant something else. Now it wasn’t so much a joke for Jessie, but a message to me. 
 
    My husband had been hurt. I needed to help him. And I was going to have to…STAY THE MOTHER FUCKING COURSE. 
 
    I stared over Jessie’s shoulder at that plaque. His head was lowered. He was crying again. 
 
    And I felt a bleak determination coursing through me. 
 
    I was going to have to help my husband. 
 
      
 
    A week later Jessie had pretty much stopped crying. He didn’t smile much, but he stopped crying. 
 
    He still moved gingerly. I knew that the breasts were hurting him, and I knew that the brace the doctor had ordered wasn’t doing the job. 
 
    We were in the living room, watching a little TV. He stood up with a groan, walked slowly towards the hallway, his arms under his big boobs. I heard him in the bathroom. Then he called me. “Samantha? Sam? Can you help me?” 
 
    I hurried to the bathroom and found…he couldn’t get off the toilet. The damned brace was a little too stiff and he simply couldn’t stand up from the toilet. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” a look of misery on his face. 
 
    “Don’t be,” I whispered, as I pulled on his arms.  
 
    He stood there, a look of pain on his face, and stared down at his tits and the brace. “This damned thing.” 
 
    “It is a damned thing,” I said. “And I’ve got something better.” 
 
    He looked up at me. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    I took him out to the car and we drove downtown. We stopped in front of ‘Jenelle’s bras,’ and I went around and helped him out of the car. 
 
    “A bra shop? A bra is going to…what is this?” He looked at me with reproach in his eyes. 
 
    “Trust me, babe. It’s all going to work out.” 
 
    I held his arm as we walked into the shop, and Jenelle herself came out to greet us. 
 
    “Sam! Where have you been hiding.” 
 
    We hugged, and I introduced Jessie. “This is my husband. He’s had a little accident, so we came to the pros for advice.” 
 
    Jenelle tilted her head slightly, frowned, then snapped her fingers. “I saw you in the newspapers.” 
 
    “Yep. He was the one.” 
 
    “Wow. Kidnapped and…but I can see you don’t want to talk about it.” She turned to me. “What can I do for you, girlfriend?” 
 
    I explained about the pacemaker and how his body had to recover. I finished with, “And these guys might know anatomy, but you know it better. We need something that is a little more comfortable, and will do the job. 
 
    Jenelle said to Jessie. “Turn around. Let me look.” 
 
    Jessie was embarrassed at first, but Jenelle not only has a professional attitude, she is the kind of girl that makes everybody relax. So she turned him around, brought out a tape measure and measured every square inch of him, and examined the hospital brace thoroughly. 
 
    “Oh, they’ve cross stitched here. No wonder…um hmmm. “Yeah, it supports, but it compresses all wrong.” She looked at Jessie. “Your tits hurt?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Right there?” She touched a spot. 
 
    “Ow. Yeah.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yeah, and a simpler shoulder strap would help. You’ll get a bit of bite for 24, then it will relax. We can put pads in for that first day, and…hmmm.” 
 
    She went over that thing and dissected it and I knew we were in the right hands. She finished with. “They did a good job, but being scientifically accurate doesn’t always jive with what the body actually feels.” She looked at Jessie. “You want to fix this?” 
 
    Jessie looked at me, and there was actually panic in his eyes. 
 
    “Yes, he does,” I stated. 
 
    Jessie looked at me and nodded. 
 
    “Excellent, MARCIE!” she bellowed, and it startled Jessie. Heck, it even startled me.  
 
    A chubby girl came out of the back room. “Yo!” 
 
    “Come over here and let’s talk magic.” 
 
    Marcie sauntered over to us. She had a tape measure around her neck and was chewing gum. 
 
    “Hey, handsome.” She greeted Jessie irreverently. To Jenelle, “What we got, boss?” 
 
    “Jessie is the guy that got kidnapped in Mexico and they put boobs in him. We have to make him comfortable. 
 
    Marcie looked at Jessie with a critical eye. “I’d say cool, being a recreational user, but…I know it’s not. Must have been a mind fuck.” 
 
    Oddly, Jessie just blinked. He didn’t react or get upset. I think he was tired of being a freak, and he relished being treated cavalierly.  
 
    “So what do we do with this monstrosity they harnessed him in?” 
 
    Marcie circled Jessie and eyed the brace. “Huh. I might put that on him, if he was a dog I wanted to neuter. Must be uncomfortable…let’s see…right about here.” She touched the same spot Jenelle had touched. 
 
    “Ow.” 
 
    “I thought so.” She kept circling, and she began talking to Jenelle. “What are you going to do about the straps?” 
 
    “Thinner. He can wear pads for the first day.” 
 
    “That would do it. But I’d put the slider low, real low, and use some of that stiff strapping.” 
 
    “That’s pretty harsh.” 
 
    Jenelle reached forward and cupped Jessie’s tits, hefted them. Jessies eyes opened, but it was so obvious they were just talking mechanics and not sex, he allowed it. 
 
    “Double Ds weigh 20 pounds. These are more than that.” She looked up at Jessie. “You still have the coke in there?” 
 
    Jessie nodded. Miserably. 
 
    “Crap. We’re talking 25 pounds each. No, better stick with just 20 pounds. That’s, uh…about 4 kilos each. Probably $200,000.” 
 
    Jessie’s eyes opened. It was obvious he had vastly underestimated the value of the coke in him. 
 
    “Girlfriend,” said Marcie, “You got million dollar boobs. Want to trade?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Marcie giggled. “I’m just kidding. Did you see the look on your face.” 
 
    Jessie stood there, his face frozen, then a giggle, an actual snort of a giggle, burst out of him. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. He was responding to their familiarity, their friendliness. He liked being treated like…’one of the girls.’ 
 
    I marveled, and that was my first hint that my hubbie had deep currents. 
 
    Deep currents or not, I had some concerns. “Are you saying Jessie has 20 pounds on his chest?” 
 
    Marcie shrugged. I don’t know. He’s not fat, his frame…yeah. Might be. I mean, no wonder he’s hurting. Especially with that shitty brace thing. That’s got to be more uncomfortable than a square dick.” 
 
    We chuckled at that one. 
 
    I asked, “What can you do?” 
 
    Jenelle sighed and faced Jessie. “Jessie, I know this is weird, but…but we can actually make you about ten times more comfortable. You’d be able to sleep in the thing, you’d actually be able to stand up, but…it’s a corset.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A woman’s corset. I know that’s weird, but…it’s only for a while, right?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    And I noticed something. Jessie had a boner. And it was big. He had actually changed his posture slightly, so he could scrunch a bit and hide it. But he actually had a boner. 
 
    Deep currents, indeed. 
 
    I glanced at Jenelle, and she smiled, and I knew she knew. 
 
    But, heck, I knew she catered not just to women, but to cross dressers. She was used to such things. I guess. 
 
    Jessie standing there hemming and hawing, I took the bull by the horns. “Honey, I think it’s a good idea. And if you don’t like it…you don’t have to wear it. But it’s worth a try. Right?” 
 
    He tentatively nodded. 
 
    I turned to Jenelle. “Okay, girlfriend. Do your magic.” 
 
    Jenelle turned to Marcie. “well?” 
 
    “Your command is my wish, oh great and illustrious one. She grabbed Jessie’s hand, which surprised him, and led him back to a fitting room. Well, not a fitting room, but the actual shop where they crafted their creations. 
 
    As they disappeared through the curtain I heard Marcie saying, “Baby, I’m going to make you so sexy.” 
 
    I turned to Jenelle. “Sexy?” 
 
    Jenelle said, “Let’s have a seat and discuss a couple of things.” 
 
    I followed her to a couple of barstools, the kind with backs. She poured some coffee from a waiting pot and we scooted up and sat and sipped. 
 
    “I’m going to speak plainly here,” she said. 
 
    “Okay.” I was actually a little nervous now. When people say things like that, in the tones she used, you prepare yourself for bad news. 
 
    “Oh, relax,” she giggled. Then: “It’s been tough, yes?” 
 
    “Tough isn’t nearly the word for it.” 
 
    “He’s probably in shock, and when he isn’t acting like a moose that’s been hit by a truck he’s weirded out.” 
 
    “Yeah. You could say that.” 
 
    “Well, the corset Marcie is fixing him up with will relieve pain, and that will settle him down a bit…maybe he’ll even able to think, conduct a conversation. Something like that.” 
 
    I eyed her. “So what’s the bad news?” 
 
    “He is going to have a definite female shape. In fact, I’ll say this plain, the size of his chest, he may find male clothes uncomfortable. Oh, he can get away with it, but the shirts will be too tight on his tits, and…and you might consider having him wear a dress.” 
 
    “A dress?” Are you serious? was my thought. 
 
    “I know. Weird. But a dress is cut to fit the boobs. He’ll be ten times more comfortable. Does he go out much?” 
 
    “Not now,” I shook my head. 
 
    “Excellent. Then just have him wear a dress around the house.” 
 
    “But…” and the conversation was on. We discussed him wearing a dress, trans clients she had, and then, the zinger. 
 
    She said, “Heck, he had a boner. A lot of guys do when they first wear female underthings, dresses, even high heels. I get a feel for such things. The way he was breathing, his face being red, the way his eyes skittled around…he might have some deep desires.” 
 
    “You’re just…” 
 
    She shook her head. “It’s just a possibility, but it’s there, and my hunches are pretty good in that area. It’s sort of tied to my business, after all.” She frowned in thought, then said, “Look, I’m going to throw a couple of dresses into the bag. You take them home. If it feels right, if he’s comfortable talking about it it will probably be right, then you can use them. If not, just bring them back. Okay?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
      
 
    Jessie stepped out of the fitting room, and I could tell he was already feeling ten times better. His back was straighter, he wasn’t looking down so much. His eyes were actually a bit more focused. 
 
    “You’re a lucky woman,” Marcie remarked to me. 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “He must keep you very happy.” 
 
    I blinked, then realized what she was talking about. 
 
    His dick.  
 
    And I knew: he had had a big boner while she fitted him into the corset. 
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    Jessie was red, but I patted his face. “Very happy. Turn around, Jessie.” 
 
    Jessie turned, and the corset was a perfect fit. His waist was tight, and it made his legs look long, and…his boobs looked positively fucking ENORMOUS! 
 
    And more real. By that, I mean natural. The built in bra on the corset shaped them and pointed them like missiles. And the extra thick straps held them up. Very proudly, I might add. 
 
    Jenelle inspected the corset. “Very nice.” Then she frowned.  
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You know, he could do with a little bit of hip padding. Round out the buns.” 
 
    And I knew what she was thinking. Rounded buns, like a woman. 
 
    And, for a brief second, I actually considered it. What she had been telling me, the way Jessie’s eyes were so bright and full of life, I considered asking her to put the pads on. But I didn’t. We had reached a tipping point for me. 
 
    I might have helped my hubbie, but the idea of him as a woman…while it caused a bit of a stir in my groin—Yes, I admit it—it was still too much for me to take in. I had to think about it. 
 
     
 
    We drove home, and I took the long way, around the country club. Heck, we hadn’t been out of the house for a week, and it was nice to see some country. 
 
    At first, we were silent, each absorbing the experience, thinking our own thoughts, then I found myself blurting, “How’d you like your first female fitting?” 
 
    Surprisingly, he said, “Sort of fun.” 
 
    I glanced at him. He was just sitting there, his eyes bright, watching the road in front of us. Yet those thoughts…those deep, deep thoughts. 
 
    “We girls go through that all the time.” 
 
    “Does it make you feel all goose bumply?” He glanced at me. 
 
    “Yes. It does. Did you like feeling ‘bumply?’” 
 
    He was silent for a long second, then, “Yes.” 
 
    I risked it. “And that gave you the boner.” 
 
    Oh, his face turned eighteen shades of red. I mean, if had stood next to a fire engine the fire engine would have looked pale. 
 
    “Sorry,” I whispered, but I don’t think he heard me. He was off thinking those deep thoughts. 
 
    A minute later I pulled into the garage and the door lowered. I got out, then realized he was just sitting there. I looked back at him. 
 
    He was still red-faced, and he said, “Yes.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Inside the house I poured us a couple of stiff ones. I sat Jessie down at the table, handed him a bourbon and Coke and sat down opposite him. 
 
    “What?” he said. 
 
    “I just realized something.” 
 
    “Yeah?” He sipped a big…gulp. 
 
    “We need to fuck.” 
 
    He stared at me, and there was a huge nervous wall in him. 
 
    “I know. You’re now a convict and a drug dealer and you don’t want anything but the highest priced whores.” 
 
    He stayed sober in the face of my joking. So I grew solemn. 
 
    “I know you’ve been weirded out. I know having boobs has…” 
 
    “I feel emasculated.” 
 
    I stared at him. That had really popped out, and I knew it was a bubble from one of those deep currents in him. 
 
    “Every time I see my chest, feel my chest bouncing when I walk, no matter if I’m just moving slow and sliding my feet they still bounce, and I think I’m not manly.” 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. What had that trip to the bra shop done? It had unlocked something. He wasn’t just talking. He was…TALKING. Deep shit. 
 
    “You say you don’t feel like a man? With the boner you were sporting at the bra shop?” 
 
    “That’s just it. At the bra shop. Wearing female clothes. How can I be a man if I’m excited by wearing female clothes?” 
 
    “Clothes don’t make the woman,” I said. “A boner makes a man.” 
 
    “But I’m excited by wearing…this thing.” 
 
    I studied him. I asked, “Do you still have a boner?” 
 
    He paused, then gave a sharp nod of the head. 
 
    “Then let’s go find out if you’re a man.” 
 
    “I don’t…” he trailed off. Something was stopping him, a natural sort of reticence. He was embarrassed. 
 
    I looked up at the plaque. My eyes focused on… 
 
      
 
    TAKE. ZERO. SHIT. 
 
      
 
    All right. The Gods had spoken. I said. “Finish your drink. Now.” 
 
    He sipped. 
 
    “All the way. Big gulps.” 
 
    He stared at me, then he tilted the glass. Gulp. Gulp. His Adam’s apple bobbed. 
 
    “Okay, come with me.” I took his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom. 
 
    He didn’t fight me, but it was a definite reversal of roles. Usually the man takes the woman to the bed. Now it was the woman taking the man. And I had the warmest feeling. Down between my legs.  
 
    I thought, I’m dominant. God, was it a heady thought. Powerful and…sexy. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and I undressed him. I undid his pants and pulled them down. His penis stuck out under the lip of the corset, and man, it was big. I don’t think I had ever remembered his dick being this hard. 
 
    I took it in hand, stroked it, stared him in the eyes. 
 
    He was gulping, and his dick was throbbing. 
 
    I let go of his dick and undid his shirt. 
 
    His boobs were big, bulging from the top of the corset. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I had played with his nipples before, and he was my husband, and wives and husband did engage is such play. I pulled his boob up so I could reach the nipples. I lowered my head and began to suck. 
 
    Oh, he responded. His dick, if anything, grew even harder. His nipples actually seemed larger. 
 
    I dropped to my knees and began to suck on his cock. I slurped it, deep throated it, lapped at his balls with my tongue. 
 
    He groaned and placed his hands around my head. He fucked my mouth, and I liked it. 
 
    Yes, I was dominant now, but even a dominant can like to be directed in somewhat forceful fashion. For a while. 
 
    I stood up, pushed him back against the bed. He caught himself with his hands, scooted back, and I crawled up on him. 
 
    We sat there, me on him, feeling his cock bobbing against my midsection. Him cowed, but still somewhat defiant. I had the thought that he was thinking his deep thoughts: I’m a woman, what are you going to do about it? 
 
    Well, he might be a woman, but he had a man’s tool, so I scrunched up and sat down, and his cock sank into me. All the way. Took my breath away. 
 
    “Am I a man or a woman?” he breathed. 
 
    “We’re going to find out,” I grunted, rising and lowering, letting his big cock widen me, fill me, make me gasp. 
 
    He couldn’t move much, the corset limited his motion, and I found myself in the delightful position of controlling the action. 
 
    He lay there and I twisted and pumped. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I said. “Fuck.” 
 
    He tried to move, but he couldn’t, and I could, and it was making me hotter. 
 
    I had a big dick under me, in me, and it was mine to do with what I wanted. A heady feeling of power surged through me. 
 
    I reached down, separated his legs, lowered my legs so I was on the inside of his legs, I was in the male dominant, between his legs, and even though I had the pussy, I was fucking him. God, it made me powerful! 
 
    “Heysoos,” He muttered. 
 
    I reached down and kissed his nipples, his eyes shot open at the sudden pleasure. I lifted my head and asked, “What?” 
 
    “You’re…so moist!” 
 
    Oh, yeah. You can bet your left ball on that one. I felt like my cunt was slippier than buttered teflon. “You like that?” I asked, grinding down on him. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” 
 
    I went back to nibbling on his nipples, pulling them with my teeth, rolling them into little balls with y mouth and sucking, sucking. 
 
    “Fu-u-u-u!” he gasped, and he began to cum. 
 
    That was okay, I was almost there, too. And the sight of him arching his back, the feel of him spewing out his liquids, it drove me over the edge. And here’s the wild part, fucking him like I was a man, feeling so big and powerful, it gave me a big and powerful orgasm. 
 
    “Oh…oh…OHHHH!” I was almost shouting as the orgasm was pulled out of me. 
 
    A minute later we lay there. Me on top. Both of us trying to catch our breath. 
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re the woman.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. He had just spread his legs like a woman and been fucked like a woman, and the truth was there, but how does a man with a life time of training of how to be dumb and silent make the transition? 
 
    “And you know what women do?” 
 
    He shook his head. His eyes glittered, and he watched me. What was he thinking? 
 
    “They eat cum.” 
 
    “No,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “Think about it. Think about what it tastes like, what it feels like.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “You have to want…you’re going to.” 
 
    I got my knees up on the bed and knee walked to him. Just in time, I lowered my pussy to his face. 
 
    He said no, and he did struggle, but it was all small potatoes. I think he really wanted to find out what cum tasted like. 
 
    I felt a big glob slide out of my hole, and his mouth caught it. 
 
    At first he gagged, but my weight held him down, and he was forced to just lay there and accept it. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Deep thoughts. 
 
    Change. 
 
    He began to eat me. 
 
    God, it felt good. Usually I had to get up and wipe his goo out. Or sleep in a wet spot. But this time…this time I felt so powerful and in control. 
 
    He sucked, and more semen came out, and he made a gulping sound. He had actually eaten his own seed. 
 
    For a minute he gobbled, and I almost felt like cumming again, but then he backed off. I lifted up and he managed to say, “I think I got it all.” 
 
    I backed down off him, stood between his legs and looked at him. I nodded. “Did you like being the bitch?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but I knew. I could feel it. He liked it. 
 
      
 
    We didn’t say anything for a while after that. All afternoon, in fact. 
 
    He took a shower, I didn’t have to because I was clean down there, and I felt good and…dirty. I had a slight body odor, very slight, but it was cool. All day long I thought about how it had felt to have him at my mercy, how my heart charged up and felt like bursting when he had eaten me out…eaten his own cum. 
 
    It felt good. It felt so good I was horny all over again. Horny like a man, ready to do it all again. 
 
    He, on the other hand, was dealing with his deep thoughts. 
 
    He had been fucked like a woman. Even though he had been inside me, our coupling had been me dominant and him submissive. And then he had had to eat his own squirt. 
 
    We went to bed, and we lay on our sides and faced each other. He stared at me, a little frightened. But, I don’t know, my face, was it…victorious? It felt like it. 
 
    And we drifted off to sleep. 
 
     
 
    “Crap,” he said, taking off his shirt. 
 
    “What?” It was morning and I watched as he tried to get dressed. Even with the new corset it was awkward for him, and, like Jenelle had said, his chest was too big for male clothes. 
 
    “I can wear a tee shirt all right, it stretches, but I can’t wear a regular shirt, and certainly not a jacket. 
 
    “Look in the bag on the chair over there.” I pointed at the chair next to the dresser. 
 
    He looked in, looked at me, then pulled out a purple dress. “Are you shitting me?” 
 
    I laughed. “Your words say no, but Mr. Happy is…happy.” 
 
    He looked down at his cock. It poked out under the lip of the corset. He looked at me. “I’m not going to wear a dress.” 
 
    “Scared?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Bawk…bawk…” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” he groused. But there was no juice in his command. Heck, I had his juice. Having been the fuckor instead of the fuckee, I was the more powerful. 
 
    “You’re already wearing a corset, and you know how sexy it is. So what’s the big deal?” 
 
    “It’s a dress! And I’m a man!” 
 
    “Of course you are. But I don’t think there’ anything manlier than a guy in a dress.” 
 
    He stared at me. 
 
    “Besides, it’s a matter of comfort. That dress was built for tits. You have tits. Man clothes aren’t built for tits.” I shrugged. 
 
    And he said the most interesting thing. “You’ll think less of me.” 
 
    I sat up, my own big boobs flopped forward. “What?” 
 
    “You’ll think less of me.” He was almost whispering. I could feel his shame. 
 
    I turned around and slid out from under the covers. 
 
    He stared at my rather robust, naked body. 
 
    I walked over to him. “Look, lover of mine, Mr. Big Cock that fucked the shit out of me and made me so happy yesterday…I will think less of you if you don’t use common sense and be comfortable. You’re still healing, in a manner of speaking, and I think comfort would be of supreme importance. 
 
    He didn’t say anything for a while. Just looked at the dress. His boner getting bigger. 
 
    “And you think I should wear this.” 
 
    I sighed and took the dress out of his hands. I arranged it and held it over his head. “I know you should wear this.” I slipped it down over his head. 
 
    God, his boobs were big. And the idea that they were filled with cocaine…it was so bizarre. But the dress slipped over his boobs, a little bit tight, but…and I stepped back. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    He was red in the face, but he said, “Really?” 
 
    “Baby,” I walked around him, devoured him with my eyes, “We should have bought the hip pads.” 
 
    He actually looked a little pleased. Compliments, you know, they do the trick every time. 
 
    “In fact…would you mind doing something for me?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Normally he would have been suspicious. I have a reputation of asking for favors…and then making him empty the garbage or paint the fence, or something. Now he was just eager. I could tell that he liked how I was treating him. 
 
    “Wait right here.” I ran into the closet and reappeared less than a second later. I was holding the long, red-haired wig I use for parties. It was garish, it was ridiculous on me, but I slipped it over his head, fastened it in place, and stepped back. 
 
    We looked in the mirror, and BINGO! A moment of enlightenment. A moment of shared thought. We were suddenly on the same page: how womanlike could we make him? 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “Now,” I said. 
 
    He turned to me. 
 
    I grabbed his big, hard cock and literally threw him on the bed. He lay there for a second, then, smiling, he spread his legs. 
 
    I kicked off my pants and moved forward. It took a moment of contortion, but I was able to engulf him, and still be on the inside of his legs. Male dominant. Me fuck…you Jane. 
 
    His eyes were wide and I began to rock my hips back and forth. 
 
    “God,” he breathed. 
 
    Second time in two days, and now came the fun part. After having expended himself the night before, he was unable to squirt again. But me, woman (at least in pussy), was. 
 
    I had a stiff cock that wasn’t going to get limp! Yippy! 
 
    Man, I ground down on him. I twisted between his legs. I tilted my hips and slipped and slithered. 
 
    His eyes were wide. He picked up on the fact rather quickly that he wasn’t going to get to cum, and that I was going to use him like a human dildo. 
 
    And he liked it. He wanted me to rag doll him. He actually pulled the lip of his cups down, exposing his big, fat tits, and said, “Do me, bastard.” 
 
    “Okay, bitch!” I groaned, slliding down the length of his cock with my juiced up pussy. 
 
    “Fuck!” his eyes were wide and he stared at me. 
 
    I was ready. The night previous, though fantastic, had only whetted my appetite for this new sex. My legs began to shake and quiver. 
 
    “Fuck!” I gasped, trying to remain standing as the orgasm blossomed within. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    Then it hit. A full force, force five category hurricane of a cum. 
 
    “OHHH!” My legs shook and I couldn’t support myself. I dropped my weight on him, and his cock held me up. My hips were quaking, I couldn’t control myself. I grabbed at him, and he grabbed my arms and pulled me, held me to him, held me on him. Waves of violence blasted through my pussy, coursed out through my body, implanted me with a glorious, golden heat. 
 
    I lay on him, held up, panting, trying to figure things out. 
 
    He said, “I didn’t get to cum.” 
 
    I whispered, “Sometimes you don’t.” And I thought of my own cums, last night and today, and I felt, even though I had just been pussy blasted, like I would be able to cum again, “and sometimes you can’t stop.” 
 
    But he was disappointed. I propped myself up on him and laughed. “What’s the matter? Don’t get to suck cum?” 
 
    Then, the look on his face, I could see that that was it. He was disappointed because he didn’t get to suck my pussy after a big cum deposit. 
 
    “Oh, my God, that’s it! isn’t it?” 
 
    Oh, how embarrassed he was. 
 
    I snuggled against him. “Don’t worry,” I crooned to him. “I’m in charge now, and you’ll get plenty of chances to eat the cum out of me.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    I rose up on my arms and looked down at him. Embarrassed little girl. 
 
    “Come on, admit it. That’s it. You want to suck me off.” 
 
    He tried to look away from me, his face bright red. I grabbed his face and forced him to look at me. “Admit it. Or else.” 
 
    “Or else what?” he tried to turn his head away. 
 
    “Or I won’t let you.” 
 
    That did it. He froze, then he looked down, and without looking at me he said, “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    He raised his head and stared at me defiantly. “Yes, I would like to suck you after…after…” 
 
    “After what?” 
 
    “After you fuck me.” 
 
    I laughed in victory. I leaned down and kissed him, mightily. He kissed back, and I could feel great walls come tumbling down. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day was a dream. We got him out of the corset long enough to divest him of body hair, then we put him back into the corset. And put the wig back on him. And gave him panty hose. And he tried on his first set of high heels. 
 
    He looked at the mirror, he tried to turn elegantly, and failed. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I said. “Every young girl goes through a learning period.” 
 
    He didn’t object to me calling him a young girl. 
 
    “Try walking.” 
 
    He did, and nearly fell and broke his neck. 
 
    I smiled. “Heel to toe. On a line. Let the ass sway.” 
 
    He did, and because he had an image of how a sexy girl walked, he was able to do it. In fact, for the first try, he was very good at it. I watched his hips sway, and the way his boobs bounced, and, I swear, if I had been a man I would have had a hard on. 
 
    But I wasn’t a man, so I just got super wet. Like wetter than a fish taking a shower. 
 
    At one point I said, “I wish I had a dick, just for a little while. Then you could see how much you excite me.” 
 
    He grinned, and I knew he was having the time of his life. He was feeling warm and cuddly and adventuresome. 
 
    We spent the afternoon trying on dresses and skirts and blouses. 
 
    He could fit in some of mine, but not all, but I had a suitcase of my late aunt’s things and I brought it out. 
 
    We tried on dresses, brooches and other old jewelry, and a few pairs of my Aunt’s shoes. She had a couple of stiff corsets, and we considered those, then decided not to. 
 
    “Maybe later,” I said. “When your body has fully healed.” 
 
    His face went expressionless. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “When I’m healed. When all this is over.” 
 
    I knew where he was going. I patted his chek and said, “Some things will never be over.” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    I said, “So, I’ll tell you what. Let’s both get dressed up. We can fuck like Lesbians.” 
 
    He laughed. “Even though one of those Lesbians has a dick?” 
 
    “Well, I could get a dildo and we could be gay.” 
 
    We paused, then we both laughed and said, “Nah!” at the same time. 
 
    Grinning, we stared at each other. Then, “Okay. I’ll get dressed up, and then we can put on make up.” 
 
    “Make up?”  
 
    “You betcha. Lots of make up. We can be tawdry sluts and—“ 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Instead of a woman…” 
 
    “You want me to be a man?” 
 
    “Just this once?” 
 
    “Honey, I will be the manliest man I can be. I put a thoughtful look on my face. “Now where did I leave that dildo…” 
 
    So we got dressed, or rather I did, as a man. With high heels. Of course. What manly man doesn't have a pair of high heels hiding in the back of his closet, eh? 
 
    Then I sat him down and slathered make up on him. 
 
    Oh, he had fun. I creamed him, cleansed him, brushed him. Down below his dick was under the lip of his corset and tenting his dress. 
 
    Finally I did his eyes and put lipstick on him. 
 
    Oh, he looked delicious. Smacking his lips. His big boobs thrust out. He was wearing a low cut dress and he looked good enough to eat. Or to fuck. Several times. 
 
    I took his hand and led him out to the kitchen. I poured us a bit of champagne and toasted him. 
 
    “To my new lover.” 
 
    He smiled and took a sip. We walked back into the living room, arm in arm, and he said, “I can’t believe that this all— 
 
    CRASH! The front door swung back and hit the wall. The lock mechanism busted out. We stared in shock. 
 
    Two Mexican thugs and a sleazy doctor sauntered into the room. 
 
    “Get out of here!” Jessie blurted, moving towards them. 
 
    Guns appeared, and Jessie found himself backing up. 
 
    One of the thugs kicked the door closed and the doctor looked at Jessie. “My, my. It looks like I did you a favor.” 
 
    “Get out of our house,” I commanded. 
 
    They laughed. 
 
    “Not until we get what’s ours.” 
 
    And I realized: Jessie’s boobs! “You can’t!” 
 
    “Got to,” said the doctor, placing a bag on the floor and opening it. “Ricardo wants his drugs back.” 
 
    “But his body is weakened! You’ll kill him!” 
 
    “And if I don’t get the drugs I’ll be killed. He pulled out a needle, squirted it into the air and looked at me. “You can see my dilemma?” 
 
    “But…but wait a month!” 
 
    “Then the DEA will have them. No, this is the only way. Juan, hold him down.” 
 
    One of the thugs moved forward. He was filthy, and grinning, and it was obvious he was getting a kick out of this. 
 
    “Leave me alone!” Jessie was in a corner. I knew he was about to fight. 
 
    “Don’t be like that,” stated the doctor. “You might live. But if you fight then we kill you, and your wife, and we get the drugs anyway.” 
 
    We were stuck. Jessie and I looked at each other. It was hopeless. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “But you let my wife go!” 
 
    “Not a problem. Now come over here and let me shoot you up.” 
 
    Jessie walked across the room, past the sneering Mexican drug thug. He shot a look at me, and for a moment the totality of our love was expressed. He was my man, and my woman. And I was his. It couldn’t all end like this. It couldn’t. 
 
    “Lie in that recliner. More comfort for you, and it’ll be easier for me.” 
 
    Jessie lay down. 
 
    The doctor moved towards him. He tied his arm off, searched for the vein, put the needle to the flesh and started to push it down— 
 
    CRASH! CRASH! CRASH! 
 
    The front door swung open and banged against the wall. The window broke and glass shattered and a man flew through the window. 
 
    More men were coming through the kitchen. They all wore helmets and kevlar body armor. They all held assault rifles.               
 
    The two Mexicans spun and raised their guns. 
 
    POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! 
 
    The air was filled with smoke and an acrid smell, and the drug thugs were thoroughly punctured. They spun and shook and were driven across the floor. 
 
    I was screaming. 
 
    Jessie, being in close quarters, grabbed the doctors nuts and squeezed. The doctor grabbed down, tried to loosen Jessie’s grip, but it was a death grip, and Jessie wouldn’t let go. Even when the large men with DEA in block letters on their backs tried to get him to release, he held on. 
 
    And, truth to tell, the doctor screaming like a little girl, I think some of the agents were chuckling. Of course you couldn’t tell behind their helmets, but the way their shoulders were shaking…they were laughing. 
 
     
 
    The bodies were being toted out of the house. The doctor had been taken away on a stretcher, moaning and crying about his abused manhood. Too had, so sad, hope your little marbles fall off and roll down a storm drain and get swept out to sea. 
 
    Jessie and I sat on the couch, and the lead agent sat on a chair in front of us. 
 
    “Well, Mr., uh, Mr. and Mrs. Jordan. We’ve been watching you for the last week.” 
 
    “But we never saw you!” 
 
    “We’re good at our job,” he smiled gently. 
 
    Jessie: “You were using us for bait.” 
 
    “We couldn’t let this operation continue. We knew it was difficult on you, but doing it this way we have stopped a major drug operation, a new way of smuggling drugs, and saved hundreds of thousands, maybe millions of lives. I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, but…we had to.” 
 
    I frowned. Jessie was thoughtful. 
 
    “But, the good news. We can get rid of those implants now. Right now, if you want. We can take you to a hospital, got a team waiting.” 
 
    “But what about my husband’s weakened body condition?” 
 
    “Uh,” he looked a little embarrassed, “Well, it really isn’t all that weak.” 
 
    “You had the doctor’s lie to us.” 
 
    He nodded. And he did look a little abashed. 
 
    “So, would you like to get rid of those, uh, breasts?” 
 
    I said, “Could you give us a moment to process this?” 
 
    “Certainly. I’ll be in the kitchen talking to my people. Just call out when you’re ready.” 
 
    He left, and Jessie and I faced each other. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m thinking we’re not done.” 
 
    He knew exactly what I was talking about. “What can we do about it? They have to get the drugs out of me.” 
 
    “Leave it to me.” 
 
    He gave a short, sharp nod. and I called the agent over. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    His face grew sober. “Oh? What’s the problem.” 
 
    “Well, we’ve been used for bait. And my husband has suffered undue emotional damage.” 
 
    “What would make this emotional damage go away.” 
 
    “Well, we could make a stink. The newspapers would be happy to hear the whole story.” 
 
    “This is a matter of national security and—“ 
 
    “The bull shat and somebody stepped in it.” 
 
    The agent’s face was like stone, he knew he couldn’t stop us from saying what we wanted. And, here’s the real point, he could feel my power. And I had power. I had my husband’s power. And I was a woman with a pair. I was powerful and dominant, and I said, “Two things.” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “A few million. Make it ten. That won’t even be a dent compared to how many lives we’ve saved, how much money the drug dealers would have made off their new method of smuggling.” 
 
    “And the second?” 
 
    “You don’t take the implants out of my husband’s chest.” 
 
    “But that’s cocaine and—“ 
 
    “You replace them.” 
 
    He stopped. He blinked. And though his face didn’t move a muscle, I could feel him exulting. This was a good deal for him. The bust was stupendous. The money was miniscule. The demand…reasonable. 
 
    “Excuse me.” He turned away and hit a number on his cell. He spoke in low tones, but not for very long He turned back to us. “You’ve got a deal.” 
 
    I smiled. Jessie smiled. And we laughed all the way to the bank. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hello, John.” 
 
    I blinked. It was a disguised voice, and it was coming over my computer. 
 
    “Cat got your tongue, John?” 
 
    I was having a hard time figuring out what to say. I mean, somebody had hacked my computer and was now talking to me. The voice was obviously run through one of those Voice Changer applications you can buy on the net. 
 
    My voice cracking a little, I asked, “Who’s this?” 
 
    “I am your dreams come true, bitch.” 
 
    I blinked. “How’d you get into my computer?” 
 
    “I see all. I know all. For instance, I know this.” 
 
    The screen blanked out for a second, then it went back to normal, then a Jpeg opened. 
 
    Me. Wearing a dress. In high heels. Make up. My hair, I keep it long for this purpose, was coiffed. 
 
    I couldn’t breath. 
 
    “How did you…how…” 
 
    But I knew. If this…this person could take over my computer and speak to me through it, they could easily go through my files and find my little stash of selfies. 
 
    “I think I’ll send these to your wife.” 
 
    “No! No!” I couldn’t breath. “You can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why not, John?” 
 
    “Because…” I was faint, trying to breath, “She doesn’t…she doesn’t know about…” 
 
    “Keeping secrets from the little woman, eh, John?” 
 
    “”Look, I’m sorry, I didn’t…” I managed to breath. I changed my shift. “Computer hacking is a crime.” 
 
    “Oh, me bad. I’ll go turn myself in. And the newspapers will get ahold of these pictures, but at least I’ll be punished. Right?” 
 
    Oh, God! Oh, God! went through my mind. Everything was hazy, I was getting dizzy now. When I had snapped those pictures, while my wife was out of town, I never dreamed… 
 
    “What about it, John? Should I turn myself in? Call the police, and maybe the newspapers, and confess?” 
 
    “No…no. Wait. Let me think.” 
 
    “Thinking time is over, John. You should have thought before you left incriminating evidence on your computer. Should I go to the police?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I shouldn’t? Does that make you complicit in my crime?” 
 
    “No! Wait! What?” 
 
    “But if you help me hack into somebody’s computer, even if the somebody is you, then doesn’t that you part of the crime?” 
 
    It was a bizarre bit of logic. “No…it’s my computer. Please. Stop. Let me think.” 
 
    “Or is it a crime to dress up and prance around like a woman?” The voice, though harsh through the voice changer, was musing. “Do you think your wife would think it’s a crime?” 
 
    I was almost crying now. “Please, I only did it a couple of times!” 
 
    “A couple of thousand.” 
 
    “No!” But…how did this person know? Was he just guessing? 
 
    A sigh, which sounded really weird, altered as it was over the computer. 
 
    “Well, John. Is your wife home?” 
 
    She wasn’t, but I didn’t want to admit to that. “Yes.” 
 
    “Maybe we should call her in and—“ 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No! I…you…” 
 
    “John. Calm down.” 
 
    Calm down? How the fuck could I calm down? If my wife found out that I had a…a bad habit…she’d divorce me! 
 
    “John, I’m messing with you. Don’t you remember? I know all…I see all. I know your wife is out shopping. Besides, this is just a get acquainted call.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean that I know your wife is a stewardess, and that she leaves town for three days once a week. And for those three days you’re going to be mine. Johnny boy, we’re going to have such fun.” 
 
    I heard the garage door open and the car drive in. I panicked. 
 
    “My wife is here! You…I…” 
 
    “Relax, Johnny. I don’t want you caught. Not yet.” 
 
    “Not…not yet?” 
 
    “Maybe not ever. Depends on how much fun you want to have with me.” 
 
    The car door in the garage slammed. 
 
    “I’ve got to go….I’ve got to!” I was frantic. 
 
    “But, Johnny! John boy, we’ve got so much to talk about…so much to do.” 
 
    “She’s coming into the house!” 
 
    “Don’t you want to introduce me?” 
 
    The door to the garage closed. 
 
    “John?” 
 
    “Back here!” I called weakly. My shirt was wet with perspiration. My heart was pounding. 
 
    “Well, Johnny, if you’re going to be that way about it…” 
 
    “Please…please…” 
 
    I was whispering. I could hear the click, click of my wife’s heels crossing the foyer, coming down the hallway. 
 
    “Bye, Johnny.” 
 
    I closed the window with the picture in it. I spun around and hoped there was nothing popping up on the screen. 
 
    “Hi, honey.” I sounded like a frog at a gargling contest. 
 
      
 
    Jennie is the most beautiful woman in the world. Five six of legs and boobs, the face of an angel, and a perfect personality. Kind, loving, always willing to go the extra step for whoever needs her help. 
 
    “Who were you talking to?” she asked, leaning against the door jamb. “And why are you so sweaty?” 
 
    “Oh, I was just doing an exercise video. Just turned it off.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie. I need to do one of those. Shall we exercise together? Pull the video up.” 
 
    “Oh, uh, it wasn’t a very good one. That’s why I turned it off.” 
 
    “It couldn’t be that bad if it made you perspire like that.” 
 
    “Oh, well, I didn’t…how’d your shopping go?” I wanted to change the subject. 
 
    She sighed. “So many sales, so little time.” 
 
    “Ha,” I smiled. It was a weak, sickly smile, but at least I was starting to function out of something other than panic. “Well, let’s go get a drink.” 
 
    “A drink? At this time of day?” 
 
    “Sure.” I stood up, stretched, and came towards her. She stepped to meet me, and I put my arms around her. 
 
    For a long second we kissed, and I reveled in the softness of her lips, the perfection of her body. I cold feel her breasts pressing against me, and I pushed my hips against hers. 
 
    She grinned. “Somebody’s got the hotty hots.” 
 
    “I’ve got the hots for my hottie,” I kissed her again. 
 
    There was nothing I liked more than getting nasty with my wife. Still, there was a piece of me that was still sweating on the inside. Who was this Mystery Hacker? How did he get into my computer? 
 
    We kissed our way into the kitchen, made a couple of bourbon and Cokes—Coke highs, I think they are called—and sipped them slowly. 
 
    Well, she sipped slowly. I was still in a lather and I gulped. 
 
    “Thirsty, are we?” 
 
    “I guess,” I said, making another drink. 
 
    Jenny watched me. My hand was shaking just a little bit, so I focused on trying to make it still. 
 
    “Sometimes…” 
 
    “What?” I turned to her. 
 
    She had a worried look on her face. “Sometimes I think…I get the feeling…” 
 
    I cocked my head and opened a hand in a questioning gesture. 
 
    “…that you’re hiding something.” 
 
    I chuckled—and never was it harder to chuckle than right then—and said, “You found me out. I secretly love you.” 
 
    She giggled, then we were kissing again. And, shortly after that we were in the bedroom. Stripping and licking and gulping and inserting and  kissing and 69ing and trying to swallow each others tonsils and…other stuff. 
 
      
 
    Later that day, Jenny sleeping the sleep of the sated, I went to my computer. I opened it up and started searching. I was looking for something, a program, a hidden folder, something that would tell me how 
 
    whoever it was got into my computer. I wasn’t well versed in computerism, but maybe I could spot something. 
 
    I couldn’t. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    “Be quiet, you’ll wake my wife.” 
 
    A pause, then a text box opened up. 
 
     
 
    Does your wife know you’re such a sneaky, little pervert? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
    I mean, no, I’m not a pervert. 
 
      
 
    A picture opened up on the screen. It was another picture of me. I was dusting furniture…in high heels and a maid’s outfit. I stared in horror at the saucy way I had posed for my picture. 
 
      
 
    I guess this isn’t really perversion. 
 
    It’s just good, clean, American fun. 
 
    Right? 
 
      
 
    I held my head in my hands and groaned. 
 
      
 
    Okay, this is what I want you to do.  
 
    I want you to get a chastity tube and convince your wife 
 
    that she needs to be your keyholder. 
 
    Make it a tight one. 
 
    See through plastic. 
 
    I’m going to want to see your helpless, little cock. 
 
      
 
    I typed, 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    A picture flashed on the screen. I was sitting by the pool in a bikini. My red lips wrapped around a straw. My Coke high half empty. And the text box opened. 
 
      
 
    Your wife’s email address is: 
 
    Jennylovesyou@gmail.com 
 
      
 
    I stared in horror. 
 
      
 
    Did you want to change your last answer? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t do anything. I wanted it all to go away. 
 
      
 
    Ten 
 
    nine 
 
    eight 
 
      
 
    I jerked my hand forward and typed in:  
 
    yes. 
 
      
 
    The response was quick: 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    I know your wife is a stewardess, 
 
    when is she going out of town. 
 
      
 
    Man, my mind was spinning, but I was afraid to do anything but tell the truth. I typed: 
 
    She leaves Monday morning 
 
    and comes back Thursday morning. 
 
      
 
    The Mystery Hacker typed: 
 
    Talk to you Monday. 
 
    Make sure you have your chastity tube on. 
 
      
 
    The text box died. Died the way I wished I could die. 
 
    I had to find, and put on, a chastity belt. Before Monday morning. And I had to explain to Jenny why I wanted to wear one. Holy fuck! 
 
    I started to turn the computer off, then stopped. Heaving a big sigh, I called up Amazon and looked at the chastity tubes. Crap a doodle. Those things looked small! 
 
    I surfed the net for a while, and checked out stories and videos of men wearing tubes. It was starting to look worse and worse… 
 
    “What do we have here?” 
 
    I near jumped out of my skin. “Wha—!” 
 
    Jenny leaned over my shoulder. “Porn, eh. You clever, little horn dog. And here I thought…what is that thing the men are wearing?” 
 
    “Uh,” crap, opportunity to broach the subject. My face bright red, I said, “Well, honey. Sometimes, when you’re gone I…uh…I…” 
 
    “You masturbate?” She pulled up the spare chair, plopped herself down and stared at me. “This sounds interesting. Tell mama all about it.” 
 
    “Well, uh, I masturbate, and I feel guilty, like…like I’m cheating, or something.” 
 
    “Really,” she pursed her lips in amusement. “Go on.” 
 
    “So I was thinking about wearing one of these things to, uh, curb my…appetite.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    My face was redder than a sunburned tomato. I nodded, and gulped, and wanted to shrink into a crack in the floor and disappear. 
 
    She looked at the screen. “Blow that up.” 
 
    I was on the Ann Michelle website, filled with pictures with captions. I enlarged the one that was on the screen. It was of a beautiful women in a pencil skirt. She was sitting on a radiator and talking into a phone. The caption read: 
 
      
 
    Todd’s career as a 
 
    realtor really took 
 
    off once he learned 
 
    to look the part. 
 
      
 
    Jenny frowned. “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “”It doesn’t matter, it—“ I was reached to click the screen off but Jenny put her hand over my wrist. 
 
    “No, no. Explain it to me.” 
 
    “It doesn’t make any sense…” 
 
    “I know. But we were talking about you wearing a chastity tube, and this caption is supposed to be about that. But why is a woman wearing a chastity tube that I presume is designed for the male anatomy? What is happening that I don’t get?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She looked at me closely. “Are you embarrassed?” 
 
    “It’s just that I was looking into chastity tubes and this thing popped up. I didn’t really intend to look at this.” 
 
    “Okay, bozo. You’re stumbling and fumbling, and you are embarrassed. So what does this picture mean?” 
 
    So I told her. Haltingly, turning eighteen shades of red, I explained, “Well, the girl is actually a guy, but he’s wearing a chastity tube.” 
 
    “But why’s he dressed like a girl?” Her face was sweet and innocent, and she really didn’t understand. 
 
    “Because…uh, because his keyholder made him dress that way.” 
 
    “But, why?” 
 
    Oh, God. how do I explain this? Well, there are some men who get off on this.” 
 
    “Like…like crossdressers?” The word sounded very foreign on her lips. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “That woman is a man? A cross dresser?” 
 
    I gave a very small nod of the head. 
 
    She stared at me, she blinked, and suddenly, she burst into laughter. Hard laughter. She kept looking at me, then at the picture, and she laughed harder and harder. 
 
    “It’s not…it’s just a picture and I didn’t…” 
 
    Her laughter dwindled to giggles. Finally, “So she locks up his junk, teases him, then makes him into a girl.” 
 
    “Pretty much,” I admitted. 
 
    “And you get off on this.” 
 
    “Hey, I was just looking for a chastity tube, to make sure I didn’t masturbate while you were gone. I didn’t know this…this perverted stuff was going to pop up.” 
 
    “Perverted stuff,” she chuckled, she ran her hand along my cheek. “Well, lover boy, if this is what turns you on, if you need to wear one of these chastity thingies…I’m all for it.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “I am. But you’d better watch out.” 
 
    Stunned, I stared at her, then I looked at the picture on the screen. 
 
    “That’s right. I might make you into…” 
 
    I turned to her. 
 
    “…a realtor.” then she got up, laughing hysterically, and left the room. 
 
    I was humiliated. My heart was pounding with the mortification I was feeling. 
 
    She thought I wanted…she said…I hung my head. Oh, crap, what have I done? 
 
    Then, nothing else for it, I had been given permission, I returned to my search for a chastity tube. 
 
      
 
    Sunday night, courtesy of Amazon overnight, I was holding a little box in my hands. It was only six inches in a cube, but it felt like the weight of the world was in it. 
 
    I went in to the computer room and prepared to open it. 
 
    “Who was that, honey?” Jenny was in the living room. 
 
    “Amazon,” I yelled back. 
 
    She was immediately at the door to the computeer room. “Is it that chastity thing?” 
 
    Aw, Heysoos Xristo on a ladder with no rungs. 
 
    “Uh, I think so.” 
 
    “Goodie. Open it up. I want to see.” 
 
    I sighed, grabbed a knife and cut the tape. Shortly we were looking at a little black sack. I emptied the sack and we stared at the parts. Three rings of different sizes. A tube. A lock. 
 
    “That’s it?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    She held the tube up, put one red tipped finger into it and wiggled. She laughed, “This is pretty small. You sure you don’t want to go into real estate?” 
 
    “Har de har,” I responded. I was feeling pretty dismal. I didn’t want to do this, and I really didn’t want to do this with my wife watching. 
 
    “Well, go on. Put it on.” 
 
    I tried, I pulled my pants down and held the tube to my cock, but…my dick was hard. 
 
    “No go.” 
 
    “Oh, no, you don’t. I’ve been reading about this…” 
 
    “You have?” 
 
    “How could I not? And bags of frozen peas are always the answer.” 
 
    “I’m not going to…” 
 
    But she was out the door, and I heard the fridge door open and close, then she was back. “Try this,” she snickered, and she slapped the bag of peas onto my private part. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Oh, man up,” she laughed and kept the bag solidly in place. 
 
    It was cold. I didn’t like it. And I didn’t like that it worked. In a short couple of minutes my cock was about the size of a Vienna sausage. 
 
    Jenny got some baby oil and greased my dick up, then she shoved it into the tube. 
 
    Oh, man, it was tight. There was enough room to wiggle. 
 
    “Wow, you made it,” she looked at me with a gleam in her eyes, “You must really be small.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She put the ring over my package, then slid the little lock into place. 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    I stared at myself. I was already trying to get hard. My pink skin shoved up against the plastic.  
 
    “Wow. Talk about a sardine in a can.” 
 
    “Okay. We know it fits. Now gimme the key so I can take it off.” 
 
    She stepped back, her fist clutching the two keys that came with it. “Hold on, bozo. You said you didn’t want to masturbate.” 
 
    “Little danger of that. You’re here, you don’t leave until tomorrow, and I want to get a little before we go.” 
 
    I took a step towards her, and she quickly stepped back. “Wait a minute. I’m supposed to hold this key for you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    I reached, but she fended me off, backing up again. Now she was in the hallway. “And we need to check this thing, so you need to keep it on until I leave.” 
 
    “But we can do it now, then I can put it back on.” 
 
    She was taking slow, small steps away from me. 
 
    “But I want to practice being yo—what do they call it?—oh, yeah. Keyholder.” 
 
    “There’s nothing to practice, so give me the key.” 
 
    I stepped forward, and she turned and ran into the bathroom. When I stepped into the doorway she was standing at the toilet, and she had dropped the keys into the water. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Freeze, mister!” 
 
    I froze. 
 
    “You take one more step and it’s flush city for your little keys.” 
 
    “Hey, no! Honey, we need to—“ 
 
    “Shush, bozo. I’ve got the upper hand now, and I like it. I’ll tell you the truth…I thought this was going to be a laugher, but when I saw your little penis struggling to get out…it made me hot. Like real hot. About to cum I’m so hot.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shush, Johnny. You make one move and I flush. Do you want that?” 
 
    “I can still cut it off.” 
 
    “Sure. You can throw away a hundred bucks. But you wanted to do this, what difference does it make that you start twelve hours early?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “So here’s what we’re going to do.” 
 
    “What?” I couldn’t stop looking at the toilet. 
 
    “You’re going to promise to start wearing this thing right now. You can get the keys out and hand them to me…and say ‘thank you.’ 
 
    “But, honey—“ 
 
    “Your word, or I just flush, and you can cut that thing off, and you can go back to being a dity, little masturbator when I’m gone.” She grinned evilly. 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    I stopped talking, my mind whirling. I had started this. Well, the Mystery Hacker had started it, but now I was in for it. And I had to be wearing the thing tomorrow morning, after Jenny left. And— 
 
    “And if you promise me then I’ll…I’ll…” 
 
    Now I was curious. “What?” 
 
    “I’ll let you eat me to an orgasm.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “So, come on. What’s it going to be? You going to get a hacksaw? Or eat me?” 
 
    Well, there wasn’t much I could say to that. but I did notice how flushed Jenny was, how quickly she had come up with this plan. This thing, this chastity, must really be getting her horny! 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    I sagged. “Okay.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    She strode past me, touched my caged cock on the way. “Get the keys and bring them to me in the kitchen.” 
 
    I went to the toilet and dipped my hand in. 
 
      
 
    In the kitchen Jenny was making a couple of drinks. She glanced at me and smiled when I sat down at the table. 
 
    She finished mixing and brought the drinks to the table and sat down opposite me. 
 
    I handed her the keys. 
 
    She grinned and hooked them on to the gold necklace she keeps around her neck. She sipped, then observed, “I was really surprised when I found out you wanted to be a realtor.” 
 
    I knew she was referring to the picture, but her statement puzzled me. “I don’t want to be a realtor.” 
 
    “Oh, then you want to be a girl. All dressed up and ready to go.” 
 
    I turned bright red. “No.” 
 
    “Oh, really? I thought that…maybe…you’d look real cute in a dress. We could get you some falsies, do your hair, maybe a little lipstick and—“ 
 
    “Knock it off.” 
 
    She laughed and teased me, “There’s something there, Johnny boy. Don’t tell me there isn’t.” 
 
    I blinked. The mystery caller called me Johnny Boy. So did Jenny. but…I gave myself a mental shake. Jenny had been with me when the mystery caller had called. Still, there had to be something… 
 
    “Okay, lover, finish up and let’s go do your tongue exercises.” 
 
    She finished her drink, and I quickly finished mine, and she took my hand and led me to the bedroom. 
 
    Usually, when we make love, she takes her time, hangs her clothes up proper, puts her shoes away, then comes to bed. That behavior was out the window now. She stripped her clothes off, pulled my clothes off, and sat down on the bed and played with my chastity tube. 
 
    “Wow, how does that feel?” 
 
    “Tight.” 
 
    “I’ll bet. Look how it’s all plastered against the plastic.” 
 
    I looked. My poor peeny was throbbing and trying to get bigger, but it was trapped. 
 
    Jenny felt my balls. “These feel full. You’ve only put that thing on, and they feel like rocks. 
 
    I groaned. They did feel full. 
 
    “Man, this thing really works. Come here, lover.” 
 
    We hadn’t messed around since she got home, so by the time she got back from her next trip it would be a whole week. 
 
    “Honey, you’ve got to let me out.” 
 
    “Not a chance. This is too much fun. Now get down there and give me a thrill.” 
 
    I crawled between her legs and explored her sex with my mouth. And it was a thrill. 
 
    I was horny. And she was REALLY horny. Who would have guessed that trapping a man, keeping his cock a prisoner, would result in such a high degree of horniness. 
 
    “Mmmm,” I made sounds as I licked her and sucked on her clit. 
 
    Her hands tightened in my hair and she groaned, pulling me into her snatch. 
 
    She was wetter than I’d ever seen her. She was splashing wet. I could have gargled with her juices. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Do me, honey.” 
 
    I did, and it wasn’t but a few minutes until she was writhing and twisting and pumping her hips into my face. 
 
    Finally, she came down. Breathing hard, she said, “That was the best. That’s better than having your dick in me.” 
 
    I hugged her waist, I nuzzled up against her boobs and sucked some more. 
 
    “And you’re still horny! Oh, my God! Why haven’t we done this before?” 
 
    “Please, baby. Let me out. Just for a little while.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    And so the night went. 
 
      
 
    I woke up bleary eyed and hurting. I jumped out of bed and ran, hunched over, for the bathroom, and discovered that I was going to have to sit to pee. Crap, it was squirting all over the place before I could get seated and push my package downward. 
 
    Afterwards, after I cleaned up the mess, I got dressed. 
 
    Jenny rolled over, was happy as I had ever seen her.  
 
    “Hey, slave boy, want to do me?” 
 
    “Aw, come on,” I begged. 
 
    She laughed. “Maybe I can find a man with a dick while I’m away.” 
 
    “Don’t even say that!” 
 
    “But, hey, you have my permission to fuck around. Go find some juicy babe and fulfill your dreams.” 
 
    “With this?” I grabbed my caged package. 
 
    “Oops. Well, your tough luck. Me, I got no tough luck. I wonder if the captain of the plane will feel like doing me? We could lock ourselves in the cock pit…funny how I never noticed that name before…’cock pit,’ the whole flight! Wouldn’t that be fun? Fucking from Los Angeles to Hong Kong? And back again.” 
 
    “You’re really hurting me, babe.” 
 
    She laughed, kissed me. Grabbed my cock. “I’m just kidding.” 
 
    Then she stepped away and gave me a fake glare. “But I better not come home and find you in real estate.” 
 
    “Honey!” I protested. 
 
    She laughed and kissed me again. “Babe, you can dress yourself up as a girl all you want. You can even wear my underwear. Assuming, of course, that you don’t have any of your own.” 
 
    Man, my face was redder than a fire engine having a period. 
 
    She just laughed some more and got ready to go. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later I pulled into the garage, buzzed the door shut, and got out of the car. 
 
    Man, I was tired. I hadn’t slept much, my cock had been struggling all night, and I needed to get some rest. 
 
    I entered the house, tossed my keys on the counter, and headed for the computer room. Check my mail, get some sleep…I’d be good as new. 
 
    But when I powered up the computer the first thing that popped up was a picture. And a message. 
 
    The picture was of me. Looking in a mirror. Turning a high heel. Inspecting my beautiful alter ego. 
 
    The text was: 
 
    Clicky click 
 
    I want pic! 
 
      
 
    Pic. Picture. The Mystery Hacker wanted me to take a picture of myself in chastity. 
 
    Oh, god! I was tired! 
 
    Another message. 
 
    Hurry hurry 
 
    show me your furry! 
 
      
 
    Oh, crap with sprinkles on it. 
 
    I picked up my phone, took off my clothes, and used my selfie stick. I uploaded and sent. 
 
    The text came back: 
 
    Show me face! 
 
    And smile! 
 
      
 
    Heaving a sigh, I took another picture, my mouth turned up in a grimace. 
 
    The text box: 
 
    I said smile! 
 
    Happy happy! 
 
      
 
    I wrote back,  
 
    I’m tired. 
 
    I need to go to sleep. 
 
      
 
    And the return message. 
 
    Ooh, Goodie. 
 
    What you going to wear? 
 
      
 
    Irritated, I wrote, 
 
    I sleep naked. 
 
      
 
    The answer, 
 
    Naked boring. 
 
    Does your wife have a night gown? 
 
    Wear that! 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    I just want to go to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The text. 
 
    You’ll sleep better in a nightie. 
 
    Go now. 
 
    Or else. 
 
      
 
    I typed, 
 
    Or else what? 
 
      
 
    A picture opened up on the screen. Me. In a dress. Full make up. 
 
    More miserable than a monk with his dick caught in a skunk, I went to my bedroom. Jennie’s nightgown, a filmy peignoir, was hanging from the back of the closet door. I shrugged into it, and, I hate to admit it, it felt good. A caress of fine material, my skin waking up, and my cock…my cock began to surge. 
 
    Oh, crap. 
 
    I took a picture, tried to smile, and sent it. 
 
    The text: 
 
    Brush hair. 
 
    Make it sexy. 
 
      
 
    Groaning, I went to my wife’s vanity table and got a brush. I sat down for a minute and stared at myself. 
 
    I’m a good enough looking man, but my face is also a little…soft. I had brown eyes and full lips. And my hair was long. 
 
    I found myself taking an extra moment and brushing it out. And flipping up the ends a bit. The, getting into it, captivated by my own image and what was happening to me, I sprayed it.  
 
    I went back to the computer room and took a picture. 
 
    Text: 
 
    You need make up. 
 
      
 
    I texted, 
 
    I’m not going to put on make up. 
 
      
 
    The answer. 
 
    Sure you are. 
 
     And hurry up. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly the computer spoke: “Why are we using these stupid text boxes? Your wife isn’t home. Now go put on make up. Or your pictures go on Facebook.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” I blurted. 
 
    The voice, made raspy by the Voice Changer program, said, “I can’t?” 
 
    Suddenly Facebook opened up. On it was a picture of me. Striking a pose. My cock showing under garters, between nylons, hard and dripping. And there was a caption: 
 
    Do you think my wife will mind? 
 
      
 
    I actually screeched. “No!” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I haven’t posted it yet. This is just a draft. Go ahead and delete it…then go put on your make up!” 
 
    I managed to delete the image, then, defeated, I stood up and headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    I walked down the hall, my penis pressing against the cage, blood pounding in my balls, in my ears. It was almost as if…as if…I was getting horny. 
 
    But, heck, that’s what cross dressing did to me. Put on the forbidden clothing and the dick got harder. And the cums were massive. 
 
    Yes, I admitted, I was getting hornier. 
 
    But I didn’t want to be horny! 
 
    But what I wanted didn’t matter. I sat down at the vanity table and began painting my face. Moisturizer, primer, foundation…blush. eyeshadow and…lipstick. 
 
    I was breathing hard. I had almost forgotten that I was being forced to do this. 
 
    I looked at my face. I was transformed. I was beautiful. My maleness was a memory, and my femaleness was presented. 
 
    I stood up, my nipples were raging hard. I put on high heels. I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    I filled my cage.  
 
    I walked to the computer room, took a picture, and sent it. 
 
    There was about me an attitude. I think I thought it was resignation, but it was more. There was a pride to me. 
 
    I was woman. 
 
    And I had never felt more like pulling out my throbbing boner and beating it to a frothy cum than right then. 
 
    But I was trapped. I could do nothing. 
 
    But enjoy it.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Jane, I need your help.” 
 
    Jane said nothing for ten seconds. 
 
    Jane was my ex. She was a beautiful woman, a great woman, but two years into our marriage I had realized she wasn’t the right woman. And, fortunate for me, she had realized that I wasn’t the right man. 
 
    So we divorced, I met Jenny, and I was actually on good terms with Jane. Heck, Jane and Jenny even got along. 
 
    “What do you need?” she finally asked. 
 
    “Uh, you remember when you found out that I cross dressed?” 
 
    Silence. God, this was difficult. 
 
    “I have a vague memory,” she spoke drolly.  
 
    “Well, somebody hacked into my computer and they found pictures of me, uh, dressed up.” 
 
    Jane barked a hard laugh. But she wasn’t laughing at me, she was just surprised. 
 
    “I didn’t know you still did that. But I guess once the monkey is on your back…what do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Can you get into my computer? Find the hacker?” Jane was good with computers. I mean REAL good. 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Maybe?” 
 
    “Look, as we speak Apple is hacking you. Google is hacking you. Microsoft is hacking you. The tech world is inside your computer. All of them. They don’t do anything, except try to make you a better consumer. But there are doors. I can get through some of them, but even if I do…it depends on how good your hacker. How well does he cover his tracks. We’re talking high level cloak and cypher stuff.” 
 
    “But can you try.” 
 
    Jane gave a heavy sigh. “I guess. But you’ll owe me.” 
 
    “Anything. I just need to get this hacker off my back.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll be free in two and a half months, and then we can…” She stopped talking as I sucked in air, then she laughed. “Gotcha. I’ll come over this morning.” 
 
    “Heysoos on a fire truck with no fire to go to.” 
 
    She giggled. “You’re so easy. See ya.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later she walked into the house. “Johnny boy!” 
 
    “Back here!” I called from the computer room. I frowned. She had called me ‘Johnny Boy,’ like the hacker. Like Jenny. Why was I getting this new appellation. 
 
    A moment later she strode in with a laptop under her arm. “Move it, buster. And move the printer, and get me a Coke and bourbon, like we used to drink.” 
 
    I jumped out of my swivel, she plopped herself down and began hooking up her laptop to my computer. 
 
    I shoved the printer aside and went to the kitchen. In a minute I was back and we were sitting and sipping good stuff.  
 
    Jane was humming, tapping the keyboard with her red nails, and I was reminded of past times. 
 
    We didn’t divorce because we were physically incompatible. Hell, she is one of the most gorgeous creatures on earth. Dark hair. Flashing, green eyes. Red, red lips. 
 
    No, we divorced in spite of our physical attraction. We were just…different people. 
 
    But that didn’t stop me from getting a boner in her presence. Well, tried to get a boner. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to check a few files.” She checked, and sipped her drink, and I could see her red lipstick on the rim of the glass. Fuck. She knew I loved red lipstick and must have worn it deliberately this morning.  
 
    “Hmmm. Nothing so far, but we’re just starting. Let me take a gander at your histories. 
 
    I was really our of my depth as she pulled up lists of sites I had visited, emails I had sent and received. Her fingers were a blur on the keyboard. Suddenly, she stopped. And giggled. 
 
    “What?” I asked, thinking she must have found something. 
 
    “You’ve been on chastity sites.” 
 
    “What? How do you…” I stopped right there. I knew how she knew, it was right in front of me. 
 
    “Oh my God! You bought one!” 
 
    “You can tell th—“ I stopped. Of course she could tell that. 
 
    She swiveled towards me and grinned. I didn’t like the look in her eyes. “Show me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your tube. You’ve got it on, and I want to see it.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing a chastity tube!” I protested. 
 
    “Then show me your cock. Prove it.” 
 
    “I’m not going to show you my cock!” 
 
    “Then I’m not going to find your hacker.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! I had forgotten how demanding and bullying she could be. 
 
    “Look, Johnny. I’ve seen it. I’ve even done it. It’s not cheating for you to show me your caged cock. I’ve never seen one, and I want to see it. So drop the drawers…or else!” 
 
    It took me a moment, my mind was spinning like drunken ballerina, but I unbuckled and dropped. 
 
    She stared at my caged cock. Then she actually licked her lips. And reached out and grabbed it. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    But she had a hold of it. She turned it this way and that, causing me to squeak and contort. “Wow.” She tapped the cage, causing a shiver to run through me and buckle my knees. She pulled it, and I almost fell over it. She slapped my balls. She looked up at me. “You’re a hunk, Johnny, and I always loved your big cock. But this…this is making me officially wet.” 
 
    I was sort of stunned. First Jenny thinks it’s hot, and now Jane does. 
 
    She leaned forward, placed her lips on the tip of the chastity tube. She left a trace of her lipstick on it and let it go. “Okay. Zip up. I respect your marriage vows…though I’m tempted not to, though this makes m so horny that…” she frowned. “You couldn’t anyway, Right?” 
 
    “Right!” I pulled my pants up and buckled. 
 
    “And I’ll make sure I tell Jenny that you refused to fuck me…” she laughed at the expression on my face. “Just kidding. Besides, this is not something I would really want to talk about.” 
 
    She turned back to the computer and muttered, “Stupid chastity tube.” 
 
    For an hour she poked around. She went places and did things that a computer novice could only wonder at. Finally, she leaned back with a frown. “Johnny, this person is good. I don’t see any way—” 
 
    Suddenly the screen blinked, and a new screen popped up…it was a live time picture of Jane and me. Staring owl-eyed at the computer. A sound went off. 
 
    Bwooop! Bwooop! 
 
    Bitch alert. 
 
    Bwooop! Bwooop! 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” Jane blurted. I had actually taken a step back, and now I leaned forward, looked over her shoulder. 
 
    A text box appeared. 
 
    Well, well. 
 
    Somebody is trying to hack the hacker. 
 
      
 
    Jane tapped a few keys, but the computer was no longer under her control. 
 
    Then a voice came out of the computer, “Hello, Jane.” 
 
    The voice was the garbled harsh voice of the Mystery Hacker. 
 
    “Who are you,” Jane snarled. 
 
    “I’m the little engine that could. And, Johnny Boy, I’m disappointed. Even if you managed to lock me out…I’ve got your pictures. And now I’ve even got videos.” 
 
    A video popped up on the screen. There was no sound, but it was damning. It was Jane talking to me just an hour before. Me pulling down my pants. Jane grabbing my caged cock. Jane kissing the end of my plastic peeny. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whispered. 
 
    Jane gasped. 
 
    As if me prancing around in a dress wasn’t bad enough. Now I was caught with my pants literally down and another woman holding my prick. 
 
    “Think I should send this to your wife, Johnny?” 
 
    “No! No!” I was white as a sheet. Jenny had handled the idea of me in a dress admirably, but cheating? And it did look like cheating! 
 
    “Who are you?” Jane’s voice was shaky. 
 
    “In a moment, I am about to be your best friend. I’ve had an hour to sort through your history, you’ll be glad to know that I have cloned your home computer.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your password is JaneLovesJohn backwards.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “I never changed it from when we were married.” 
 
    The computer voice continued: “I’m sure the government will be interested in you hacking various political parties…” 
 
    “I just wanted to see if I could do it! I didn’t do anything!” 
 
    “Crime and time, baby. If you can’t do the time then don’t do the crime.” 
 
    “But you can’t…that would ruin my life!” 
 
    “You would have ruined mine…if you could have found me.” 
 
    “But you…but…” 
 
    “So here’s what we’re going to do.” 
 
    Jane and I listened with horror. 
 
    “You two are going to take off your clothes, go into the bedroom, and have oral sex.” 
 
    “What!” We shrieked together. 
 
    Jane: “I’m not doing that!” 
 
    I yelped: “I’m not cheating on my wife! No matter what!” 
 
    The voice on the computer: “Oh, Johnny Boy, Johnny Boy. It’s not cheating. Cheating is when you put your little dickie inside unauthorized pussy. You certainly can’t do that.” 
 
    “But I love my wife!” 
 
    “Do this and she’ll never know. Don’t do it and I will post your pictures…and video. And now Jane is involved. Jane certainly wouldn’t want her files out on the web for the government to look at. Would you Jane?” 
 
    She whispered. “You can’t do this!” 
 
    “Why not?” And the voice was happily nonchalant. 
 
    Jane and I sat there, frozen, suddenly aware of each other. We hadn’t had sex in several years. And the last couple of times we had had sex, before we had realized we weren’t compatible, it had been…messy. 
 
    Neither of us wanted to do this. Sure, she gave me a boner…but boners come and boners go. Wives like Jenny didn’t. 
 
    “All right, kiddies. On your feet and drop ‘em.” 
 
    We were frozen. Jane snuffled. I felt tears in my eyes. 
 
    “Do I have to do a count down?” 
 
    “But…you can’t…we don’t want to…” 
 
    “Too bad, so sad, you’ll be glad.” 
 
    Slowly, Jane and I stood up. 
 
    God, we were self-conscious. It was like we were newlyweds all over again, but this time we didn’t want to be. 
 
    “Come on, come on,” the voice on the computer encouraged us. 
 
    I pulled my pants down, kicked out of them. 
 
    Jane pulled her shorts off. She stood there in white panties, her camel toe plain to see. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I whispered. “It doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
    She took off her blouse and I was treated to the sight of her incredible mammaries. I don’t know about you, but I tend to pick wives that are well endowed. And Jane had gotten even bigger with time. 
 
    I took off my underpants. My caged cock was easy to see. 
 
    “Come on, get harder, Johnny,” then the voice giggled. 
 
    “Shut up,” I whispered, more of a whimper. 
 
    Jane reached behind her back and undid her bra. Her mountains tumbled forth. Big as the rockies, with nice, erect nipples. 
 
    Erect? Crap. This was actually making here horny. 
 
    But what could I say? My cock was squirming around so hard it was painful. 
 
    And I wondered, at that moment, I admit it, would I have fucked Jane if my cock was uncaged? 
 
    It was an answer I wasn’t proud of, but which I couldn’t deny. 
 
    I took off my shirt. 
 
    She rolled her panties down her sexy legs. I took in air at the sight of her beautiful body. It was a body that I would never forget, and my body was responding to it all over again. 
 
    “Okay, kiddies, take Jane’s laptop into the bedroom with you. I want to watch this.” 
 
    Shaking as if it was cold, Jane and I walked out of the room, down the hallway and into my bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Jane set her laptop on Jenny’s vanity table. She aimed it towards the bed. She had absolutely no expression on her face. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I murmured. “I got you into this…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. “It’s not your fault. It’s this…this…” 
 
    “Okay, kiddies,” the voice came from the laptop now. Jane and I were on the screen, standing by the bed, looking like children that had been rained on. Bedraggled and sad. “Time to get it on. Jane, lie on the bed. Johnny, get busy.” 
 
    Jane sat on the bed, scootched back. I knelt by the side of the bed. 
 
    I looked up at Jane. Her eyes were black, her expression stony. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. 
 
    She nodded, then: “Let’s do it.” 
 
    I moved my face between her thighs, I looked at that which I hadn’t seen for years. And I was horny. 
 
    Shove a man’s face into pussy, any man, any pussy, and he will get hard. That is just what a man is. 
 
    I felt the blood surging in my cock cage. My cock pressed against the plastic, hard, and tried to stand up. 
 
    Time seemed to slow down. I didn’t want to do this, but if the voice had suddenly told me to stop, I wouldn’t have. This pussy beckoned to me. 
 
    I touched her lower lips, kissed them, ran my tongue up the floppy, moist labia. 
 
    Jane gasped, and suddenly her hands were around my head. 
 
    She remembered all the times I had done this before. I knew she did because her snatch was suddenly sodden. Dripping. Pulsing with her own blood. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. Just that one word. But it was filled with want and desire and sheer horniness. 
 
    I kissed her clitoris, wrapped my lips around it, and sucked it, licked it, pulled it. 
 
    Suddenly I pulled back. I looked at the laptop. I was crying. 
 
    Jane saved the day. I don’t know what I would have done, but she  leaned forward, grabbed my face and turned it to her. “It’s okay,” she said. “We both understand. It’s okay.” 
 
    Then she pulled my head between her legs, back to her pleasure palace. I resumed licking, and I listened as Jane started to moan. 
 
    I lifted my hand and traced the rim of her hole. She jerked, then I heard her whisper, too low for the computer to hear, “Make me come, Johnny. Make me pop.” 
 
    Tears or not, my lust was now out of control. I had no choice, I had to do this, so I did it. 
 
    I buried my face in her goodness. I felt the juices smear my face. I brought my hand up again, but this time I didn’t just touch and tantalize, this time I drove them in and began fingerbanging her. 
 
    Jane groaned, a mighty groan, and I moved my hand against her forcefully. I remembered what she liked, and if I was going to have to do this…I was going to do it right. 
 
    For a long minute I ate her, penetrated her with my fingers, then I jumped up on the bed, got more leverage, and I started really reaming her with my fingers. I could feel my four knuckles banging against the ridge of her hole. Only my thumb was not inside her, and I started moving my hand back and forth. It was almost like I was punching her, but it was punching with love. 
 
    She started to twist her hips, to ask for more, and I knew she was close. 
 
    “Johnny….Johnny…” she moaned, just like she had done years before, then…she popped. 
 
    “GAHHH!” Her hips thrust up, her body locked, and her eyes rolled back. 
 
    “FU…FU…FUCK ME!” 
 
    I kept the jack hammer motion up, worked her all the way through her orgasm, and only when she collapsed did I stop. But I left my hand in her as she recovered. 
 
    She gripped my wrist, gave a few screws of her pelvis, then pushed me out. 
 
    I sat back. My cock was pounding. I stared at my naked ex-wife. 
 
    For a moment I was sorry we had ever parted. Then I thought of Jenny. No. I wasn’t sorry. But, man, did I miss Jane’s magic pussy. 
 
    And Jane’s magic pussy, it appeared, missed me. 
 
      
 
    The sound of clapping from the laptop. Jane and I jerked our heads around and stared at the digital intruder. 
 
    “That was most entertaining,” the voice said. “Pity Johnny can’t get out and do the deed proper, eh?” 
 
    Jane and I looked at each other. In a way we were betrayed, embarrassed, ashamed. But we were almost proud. We had done it. We had overcome the intention of the Mystery Hacker and actually enjoyed each other. 
 
    “Okay, Jane. I’m done with you. You can go home and whine and cry or do whatever it is you do. Johnny, I’ve got a job for you.” 
 
    A job? For me? Fuck. Hadn’t I done enough? 
 
    I waited while Jane got dressed, picked up her laptop, and left. We didn’t look at each other, and we did. By that I mean there were moments when we caught each other’s eyes, glances, and there was a happiness in us. In spite of the Mystery Hacker, we had really connected again. 
 
    No. We weren’t going to be a thing again, but…we had had one last fling. 
 
    She had enjoyed it, and, I tell ya, though I only ate her out, it was a victory for me. Sure, I was hornier than ever, but I had satisfied a woman. 
 
    Jane gone, the computer spoke again. 
 
    “Johnny, I am sending you some blueprints. You’re handy with a hammer and saw?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” I muttered. 
 
    “Good. You have one day to finish this project. Start as soon as you get the download.” 
 
    The computer voice went away, and I just sat there. I was exalted, and I was shattered. I was sad, and yet a part of me felt light and glowing. 
 
    Then the file downloaded. I opened it up and gasped. 
 
      
 
    The first thing I did was wash my face. As enjoyable as it was, I didn’t want to walk around with the aroma of my ex on my face. 
 
    Then I poured a big drink. We have giant glasses for special occasions, and if this didn’t qualify as a special occasion then nothing did. 
 
    Finally, I printed off the blueprints. They came on several pages and I had to glue them together to get the whole picture in a large enough fashion. 
 
    On the surface, it was simple enough. Two by tens. A four by four. Bracing struts, and a base. 
 
    The hardware was screws, a hinge and a locking mechanism. I could build this easily in a day. So I got to work. 
 
    First, my big glass between my thighs, I drove to the hardware store.  I sipped and didn’t care if I was caught for drunk driving. Heck, a DUI would rescue me from the situation I was in. 
 
    I filled up a cart with lumber and hardware, and I think it may have been obvious what I was building. The clerk certainly gave me an interested glance…but, so what? 
 
    I returned home, backed up to the garage, and unloaded. 
 
    I shoved everything in the garage to a side wall. I laid out the lumber in a pattern, then got out what tools I would need. By lunch I was sawing and pounding like a maniac. 
 
    A horny maniac. My cock cage shifting back and forth, reminding me of what a fool I was. 
 
    I drilled holes in the cement, the base, then fastened the borning contraption down so it wouldn’t move. At all. 
 
    I erected (first time I ever hated that word) the four by four and screwed the braces in. Finally, I worked on the first two by ten. 
 
    This was going to be the hard part. I didn’t have any kind of a template, and I was going to have to eyeball it. I made a measurement, a little wider than the diameter of my neck, then cut a half moon in the center of the first two by ten. I used a router on the edges, then sanded the half hole. I then made two smaller holes, about a foot to the sides of the big hole. 
 
    I took the other two by ten and did the same things. I used the first one as a template, and the work went easier. Late in the afternoon I matched them together. Perfect. 
 
    I placed the first one on the stand and attached it, screwed the braces in. I put the other two by ten on top and attached a hinge at one end. 
 
    If you haven’t figured it out by now…I was building a pillory. Stocks. In my own garage. I could only imagine what was going to happen. 
 
    The framework done, I went over the thing, sanding, attaching the locking mechanism. Finally, the locking mechanism taped up so it wouldn’t accidentally fall and catch me—once in this thing I wasn’t getting out—I put my neck in the hole. I lowered the top plank and…yep. Once this puppy was locked my whole body was going to be as firmly trapped as…as my cock was trapped. 
 
    Finally, evening falling, I turned off the lights and went inside to eat. 
 
    I spent a lonely night with my thoughts. 
 
    I had been on the edge of cheating on my wife. I didn’t like that. 
 
    I was horny, and though horniness is always fun, it was also frustrating. 
 
    Interesting, the Mystery Hacker didn’t get in touch with me. When I checked my mail there was no message. No pictures. And, thankfully, no videos. 
 
    I was sure the Mystery Hacker had video’d me eating Jane. 
 
    Yet another bit of blackmail. 
 
    When would this end? 
 
    I was so sad I didn’t even cross dress. I simply hadn’t the heart. 
 
      
 
    I awoke at six the next morning. I had gone to bed early. I was exhausted from the tension of the past day, and the physical work of building the stocks, and I had slept deeply. 
 
    How well I didn’t know, I had probably had nightmares, but I woke up fairly well refreshed. 
 
    I got dressed, ate a small breakfast, just mush, and went in to the computer room. 
 
    I didn’t want to go into the computer room. 
 
    I wanted everything to be over. Most of all…I wanted my wife home. 
 
    Sighing, I sat down and powered up the computer. Before I could even open my email: “Hello, Johnny.” 
 
    My heart sank. “Hello.” No cheery good morning from me. 
 
    “Big day today. First I want you to go get dressed. Cross dressed. And I want you to do a bang up job. Shave your legs, pluck your eyebrows, everything.” 
 
    I didn’t even say anything. I just stood up and went to the bedroom. 
 
    It took me an hour, but I did it. I was leg shaved and nylon clad. I was wearing a high and tight bra with big falsies. I walked through the house  in high heels and wearing a slinky dress. My face was perfectly made up and my hair was brushed out and wavy. I sat down in front of the computer. 
 
    The camera clicked on and I could see myself. I didn’t look like John at all. I looked like my female counterpart. My eyes were shadowed and my lips were red. I was actually, if I wasn’t so sad, looking pretty good. 
 
    “Ooh la la, Johnny Boy. If I didn’t know you were a man I’d want you to bend over and take it.” 
 
    “Fuck you,” I whispered. 
 
    “What? What was that? Did you say something?” 
 
    I shook my head. I had never felt so low in my life. 
 
    “Well, if you haven’t figured it out, Johnny, you’re going to get to meet me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right. I want you to take your cell phone out to the garage and lock yourself in the stocks. Lock yourself in, and send me a video. Use a mirror so I can see the locking mechanism. I don’t want any unpleasant surprises. When I’m sure you’re secure I’ll pay a visit.” 
 
    I’ll give you an unpleasant surprise, you asshole, I thought, as I picked up my cell phone. 
 
    I went out to the garage. There was a square of mirror over my work bench, and I set it on a stool so it would reflect the locking mechanism. I braced it so it wouldn’t fall over or anything. Once I was locked in I wouldn’t be getting out. I had to do this right the first time. 
 
    Finally, I placed my head and hands in the holes and lowered the upper plank. 
 
    Clunk, and…click. The hasp swung down over the metal loop. I started recording. 
 
    I showed myself pushing up on the plank, with no luck. I showed how the hasp was securely in the mechanism. I was caught. And I stood there. Waiting. 
 
    A half hour passed. I was still holding my cell phone, and I wondered if maybe I should be calling for help. Suddenly, I heard the front door open and close. High heels clicking across the kitchen floor. 
 
    High heels? I had always figured the Mystery Hacker was a man…but…she was a woman? 
 
    I mentally checked off all the women I knew. 
 
    Jenny was gone. And she had been present when the Mystery Hacker was talking to me. Jane was also out of the running. She had been victim as much as I. 
 
    And I didn’t know any other women! 
 
    It wouldn’t be my sister or mother, and…and there was nobody at work. Not even an acquaintance. 
 
    Who? 
 
    And the question rattled around in my mind. 
 
    Who? Who? Who? 
 
    The door to the kitchen opened. 
 
    I tried to turn my head, but couldn’t. I tried to roll my eyeballs around to where I could see, but I couldn’t. 
 
    “Who are you?” I squeaked. 
 
    No answer. 
 
    High heels clicked across the floor, then I felt hands touch my butt. Soft hands. Gentle hands.  
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Mmm. Nice ass.” The voice was still talking through a Voice changer. I could hear something behind the harsh tones, and now I knew it was female, but I couldn’t tell anything else about it. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    But those strange hands took the command out of my voice. I was weak, and getting weaker. 
 
    Suddenly I felt something squirt on my ass, then the hands smushed the liquid, it was lubricant, into my ass. 
 
    “Hey!” I was starting to get alarmed now. As if I wasn’t before. 
 
    “Easy, Johnny Boy,” the voice whispered, sounding like a death rattle. “You just need a little decoration back here. After all, if you’re going to be a woman, you should get yourself plugged up. Right?” 
 
    I felt a sudden pain, then a popping sensation, and I realized: A butt plug! 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelped. 
 
    A hand slapped my ass. “Easy, boy. Just enjoy it. We’re going to have some fun today.” 
 
    “Who are you?” My voice was rising. 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    The footsteps retreated from me, went back into the kitchen, and the door was closed. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled. 
 
    No answer. Just heels licking back across the kitchen, out the front door, and then, I couldn’t hear anything. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    Here I was, dressed like a woman, made to do things against my will, in a pillory, with a butt plug up my ass! What could be worse? Eh? What could be worse—and then I found out. 
 
    The woman who had come out to the garage and plugged me, she must have grabbed the remote for the garage door. Suddenly the motor whined, my eyes opened wide in shock, and the big door started rolling up. 
 
    “No…no…” I was somewhere between whimpering and wailing, my mind totally stopped. 
 
    The door went up, and the first thing I saw, through the growing crack of sunlight, was a herd of feet. Lots of feet. Hundreds of feet. All in high heels. 
 
    Then I saw ankles, all in nylons. Then skirts. A lot of pencil skirts. Round hips, thin waists, then large bosoms. A hundred large bosoms, all standing on chests and staring at me. Then necks, and then…women. 
 
    Ladies. The fair sex. The better half of the race. And they stood there and stared at me, all made up and grinning. 
 
    For a while there I don’t think I even had a mind. All I had was astonishment, a stunned head, and blinking eyes. 
 
    I felt like somebody had put a plastic bag over my head and waited till I stopped breathing, and somehow…somehow…I was still alive. 
 
    Then the women began to clap. Some of them smacking their hands together lustily. Some of them tapping the palms together, but all grinning and applauding, like I was the hit show on broadway. 
 
    Then somebody pushed forward, through the herd of women, and walked towards me. 
 
    It was Jenny. My wife. And she was laughing. Behind her, I could see Jane. 
 
    Jane? WTF? WTFWTFWTF! 
 
    “Hello, Johnny Boy.” She held her hand up and spoke into her cellphone. Her voice came out rough, harsh, and I knew this was the ‘voice changer app’ that had had me so fooled. 
 
    I couldn’t speak. My mind was officially blasted.  But I didn’t need to. She explained everything. 
 
    “Johnny, these women behind me are members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. They have come together to retrieve the rights of women everywhere. Their methods are harsh, but infallible.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “It came to their attention that you like to do a little cross dressing. Since you are already halfway to becoming a whole man, one who understands both the male and the female side, they decided to help you go all the way. To help you be a whole man.” 
 
    “But how…how…?” My mind was working, sort of, at least it was working enough for my mouth to blither and blather. 
 
    “How is easy. Jane knew you cross dressed a little. She became a member of the Society, and the Society contacted me. From there it was easy peasy. We actually had a couple of women take turns being the Mystery Hacker.” 
 
    I became aware that I was alive. Red-faced. And trapped. Not just my dick in the chastity thing, but my body in a dress, and my mind…my mind in an understanding of the fun of getting dressed up, made up, and…and…being that way. 
 
    “And Jane…but she…I had to…” 
 
    “Did you like that? Right from the start Jane said she wanted you to do what I made you do. Considering the circumstances, it wasn’t cheating. Did you like that?” 
 
    “Oh…my God. My…I don’t…” 
 
    Jane came up and stood next to Jenny. “It was great for me, Johnny, and I know you enjoyed it. Now admit it.” 
 
    I had no choice. It was the truth. I said. “Okay.” Just a small little affirmation, but a sigh went through the crowd. I realized they were waiting for me to react certain ways. 
 
    “Excellent, Johnny. You’re halfway there. Are you ready to go the other half?” 
 
    “What other half?” 
 
    She smiled. For a man to be officially accepted by the Ladies’ Sissy Society it is crucial that he go through a…call it an initiation. Are willing to do that?” 
 
    “What…what is…” 
 
    “This afternoon, while you are in the stocks, dressed like a woman, we are going to welcome you to our midst. We will have sex with you; we will fuck you, the way a dominant woman makes love to a submissive man. Would you like that? Johnny? Can you do that?” 
 
    I stared out at a hundred faces. Beautiful, fantastic, hungry faces. Would I like to make love to a hundred women? Yeah! In a rabbit’s heartbeat I would! But did I want them to make love to me? The way a dominant woman would make love to a submissive man? 
 
    I knew what they were going to do to me. I even saw a couple of the women, on the fringes of the crowd, with strap ons around their waists, waiting for dildos to be screwed in, waiting to use them on me. 
 
    Jane knelt down. and looked me in the eye. “Johnny, you can say no, and all this goes away. You crossdress on your own, you masturbate to your heart’s content, but Jenny will be leaving you. The women of the world are just too important for her to bind herself to one selfish man. A man who could understand, but chose not to. A man who could not become a complete man. But it’s up to you, Johnny Boy. 
 
    Jenny stepped forward and touched my cheek. I could see tears in her eyes. “It’s true, Johnny. I love you with all of my heart, but I can’t love a half a man. You either come on over to my side, or I’m leaving you.” 
 
    Jane: “What’s your answer, Johnny.” 
 
    I looked at Jane, at Jenny. I stared at the hundred women behind them. A hundred women wanted to open me up, change my mind, scour me of the last vestiges of the male mind. 
 
    Could I do it? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Very softly, like a sigh, the whisper came out of me, “Okay.” 
 
    Again, that feeling washed over me. The feeling of a hundred women relaxing. 
 
    “Thank you, Johnny.” Jenny knelt then and kissed me. Our lipsticks mingled. She moved back and said, “I’ll go get you a drink. I’ll hold it for you. I’ll be with you while they welcome you. And when they are all done…I’ll be the last. I will do you, Johnny, and at that point you will be drained. You won’t cum much any more. And we’ll even get you a better chastity tube. But you will be so very, very horny. And you will love it. You will find that the ultimate experience in this world is being horny and in love…with every woman you see.” 
 
    Jane was next to her, and she grinned. “And you won’t know which women are the members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. You won’t know which ones would make love to you, and which ones aren’t women yet.” 
 
    Jenny kissed me again, then she went to get a drink for me. 
 
    The women came into the garage then and formed a line. They greased me, they kept me smooth and easy down there, and they penetrated me. Woman after woman. Some for a little while, some for a long while, and I stood in the stocks and sipped bourbon, and…it was wonderful. Feeling their hands on me, feeling their penises open me up…some of them came around and kissed me, and, of course, the oohs and aahs as they handled my caged dick. It was wonderful. 
 
    But then shouldn’t a hundred women making love to you be wonderful? 
 
     
 
  
 
   
 
   
    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

  

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

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    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. 
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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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    The Women’s Club Feminized Me! 
 
    I didn’t want to turn into a woman! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I want to know where you’re going!” 
 
    Donna just shook her head and continued doing what she was doing, which was making herself beautiful. 
 
    “Look,” I said, “Every month you do this. You won’t tell me where you’re going, you get all dressed up, you leave, and you don’t come home till four in the morning. I don’t think I’m being unreasonable when I ask where you’re going.” 
 
    She looked up at me and smiled. “Do you remember August 5th?” 
 
    I remembered the day well, not because I remembered it, but because she kept bringing it up…once a month. 
 
    On that night I had been drinking way too much. I grabbed the car keys and headed for the door.  She asked where I was going and I had said, “Wherever I want. (hiccup). And it’s none of your stinkin’ business.” 
 
    And I had gotten in an accident. Had spent the night in jail. She had had to bail me out! 
 
    “That was years ago!” 
 
    “Hmm.” she said, shading her eyes. “Seems like yesterday.” 
 
    “But I was drunk, and I have apologized for it a thousand times! Are you going to make me suffer forever?” 
 
    “Yep,” she painted her lips, and my penis began to dance. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She turned to me and pursed her lips in thought, and she knew that red lips was my weakness, that I would be horny all night, and that when she came home she would refuse to make love. 
 
    “Jack, I love you dearly. But this is just a reminder that you should always be a better person.” 
 
    “I am a better person!” I groaned. 
 
    She stood up and turned to me. Wow. I wanted a piece of her so-o-o bad. 
 
    She patted my cheek and said, “Don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    “But…but…” I followed her to the door. I heard the click, click, click of her heels, and it raised my pulse. I watched that unbelievably round and beautiful ass sway down the walk, and I felt like I was going insane. 
 
    She slithered into the car, showing off her sleek nylon clad legs, and I almost sobbed with frustration and desire. 
 
    I felt so powerless when she did this, and I was well aware that that sense of being powerless was heady, that it made my cock harder than a diamond drill. Do be denied was such sweet torture. 
 
    She started the car and I motioned for her to roll the window down. She did so. She raised her eyebrows and smirked at me. 
 
    “If you don’t tell me I’m going to get drunk. Really drunk.” 
 
    She frowned. She didn’t mind a good drink, nut for me to deliberately get drunk…she didn’t like that. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you where I am going.” 
 
    “You will?” 
 
    “You win. you want to know where I’m going.” 
 
    “Yes!” I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “I’m going to meet a dozen women and we’re going to have a sperm party.” 
 
    “What? What is a sperm party?” 
 
    “We hire a dozen studly young men and they dance for us, they wave their cocks around and we girls bid on which cock we want for the night. Then we get ourselves naked. The young men make love to us. They have all been chosen for big cocks so none of us feel short changed. They lay us down and gobble our pussies. They suck on our tits, then they jam their big dicks in us. Oh, you can’t believe the sound of a dozen women all moaning and crying out in ecstasy, and when we cum it’s almost like we planned it. One cum sets off another, and the last one has everybody standing around her and chanting ‘Cum! Cum! Cum!’ I was the last one in December. You remember how cold it was? Well, I was hot all month remembering what Bradley—that was my stud’s name—did to me. He fucked me so good I thought my hole would be stretched out and gaping and never recover. And when I came home I refused to make love to you because I had so much sperm dripping out of me. And the checks we write in our bidding wars. We make them out to the Women’s Club in our checkbooks, but they are really to cash so the studs can cash them.” 
 
    She had been slowly backing out while she told me this, and I had been walking next to the car, my jaw dropping, unable to believe my ears. 
 
    “So that’s where I’ll be, and don’t you dare get drunk!” 
 
    She hit the gas and the car zoomed right out from under my hand. 
 
    I stood, mouth open and catching flies as her taillights winked and turned a corner. 
 
    My wife was going to a sex party? 
 
    My wife was going to get fucked by some kid with a big cock? 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    I stood in the middle of the street,  my hand out as if I was still touching the top of the car. 
 
    HONK! 
 
    “Come on, stupid. Get out of the way!” 
 
    I turned as if in a daze, my mouth slowly closing. A guy in a Beamer sped by and he shouted, “Idiot!” and went in the same direction as my wife. 
 
    Now in motion I was able to stumble out of the street. I staggered up my driveway and into my house. I closed the door and just stood there. 
 
    I grew faint, and realized I had forgotten to breath. I forced myself to gasp in air. I sounded like I had been punched in the gut, and I felt like it. 
 
    I stood there for I don’t know how long, but, at last, I started moving. I went to my wife’s computer and opened it up. The computer has all her passwords come up when she goes to a page that needs one, and I opened her bank account and examined the checks made out to the Women’s Club. 
 
    Last month, Women’s Club, cash. 
 
    The month before, Women’s Club, cash. 
 
    I scrolled back to December, Women’s Club, cash. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    I closed her bank account and called up her emails. There weren’t many of them, and I went back to the time period around December. An email to somebody called Lisa. Lisa. Would be in the Women’s Club with her? 
 
    I pulled up the email and it read: 
 
    Great time last night. 
 
    The boys really delivered. 
 
    My legs will be sore for a month. 
 
      
 
    I closed her computer, stunned. Checks made out to cash. Boys who delivered and…her legs would be sore for a month? 
 
    And she never really wanted to make love for a few days after her meetings. 
 
    Oh, my God! My wife was going to ’Sperm Parties!’ 
 
    Now I knew, and my mind was near going off the rails. I grabbed my car keys, determined to find her and put a stop to this, and then realized…I didn’t know where they were meeting! 
 
    I opened her computer again, searched through the emails and finally found an address. 
 
    1314 Fourth Street. That was right downtown! Right across from the police station! 
 
    Oh, my God! They were having sex parties right across from the police station! The police would bust them! They would all get arrested and I would have to bail her out! 
 
    Was this her revenge for me getting drunk those years ago and needing to be bailed out? 
 
    It was! It had to be! 
 
    But now I knew where the meeting was, and I could put a stop to it. 
 
    I ran out to my car, then ran back in to the house. I slipped into some black pants and a black tee. If I was going to have to sneak around I wanted to be less than noticeable. 
 
    I ran back out to the car, got in, and left rubber on the driveway. As I drove I pounded the wheel and tried to slow my thoughts down. 
 
    Donna was actually doing this to me! 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
      
 
    By the time I reached downtown I was relatively calm. At least I wasn’t pounding on the steering wheel anymore. 
 
    I parked on the street next to the big, four story building, on the side opposite the police station. It was quiet, our town usually rolls up the sidewalks about nine at night, and it was fifteen minutes past nine. 
 
    There were a couple of cars parked, but I figured the women would probably be in the big parking structure to the west of the building. 
 
    I walked past the front door to the building. It was glass doors and a small lobby. 
 
    I entered the lobby and looked at the sign with the stick on letters. 
 
    There was nothing there. 
 
    But…where were the women? 
 
    Of course, they wouldn’t be putting a sign out! They would be traveling under the radar with their little sex show. 
 
    Okay, how to find them? Nothing to do but walk through the building. 
 
    I walked through the ground floor. That was mostly stores that opened on the street, and a janitor’s closet. 
 
    Second floor. The lighting was dim, perfect for women sneaking off to have affairs. But the office doors were all doctor’s offices, and dental offices. 
 
    Third floor, more offices. Crap. They had to be here somewhere! 
 
    Fourth floor, and I hit pay dirt. At the end of the fourth floor corridor was a sign. An arrow on the sign pointed to a door. The sign said, “WC Tonight!” 
 
    And it was painted with butterflies and had a couple of balloons tied to it. 
 
    Excellent! I had them now! 
 
    I walked close to the wall, slid sideways past doors, my ninja skills at a peak. 
 
    The doors the sign pointed to were double, and I put my eye to the crack and peered through. 
 
    Nothing. No, it was drapes! There were some kind of drapes on the other side of the door. But I could hear laughter, and voices, and music! Then somebody picked up a chant. I couldn’t tell what they were chanting, but it sounded like it could be ‘Cum! Cum! Cum!’ 
 
    I was too late! 
 
    I tried the doors, but they were locked. Of course they were locked. they didn’t want somebody like me finding out what they were doing! They didn’t want to get busted by the police! 
 
    I stepped back and stared at the door. I could rush it, I was sure my shoulder would win. 
 
    But, no. I needed proof. I had my cell phone, if I could get pictures…then…then Donna would have to give up this crazy thing. And I could get all the women to give up their sex parties! 
 
    Sperm parties would be no longer and I would have saved the men of the town unbelievable embarrassment. 
 
    Okay, how to get a picture. 
 
    I looked around. 
 
    Hmm. There was an open window at the end of the hall and I could see construction materials. There was yellow tape stretched across the window. They must be doing something, replacing windows, whatever. 
 
    I went and looked out, and I could see the scaffolding extending alongside the building. I‘m not fond of heights, and I could see the pavement far below. 
 
    Yikes! I could just imagine myself falling four stories onto my head.  Splat. No thanks. 
 
    But I could see brightly lit windows just a few feet over. All I had to do was hold on to the rails and scootch over and…and I could do it. 
 
    I could take pictures! And then I would have those women in my power! They would have to give up their sperm parties! 
 
    I stepped out onto a pair of planks. They shook, and I breathed, and thought about turning back. 
 
    But, no. I couldn’t. I had to do this. 
 
    I sidled along the scaffolding. My knuckles were white as I gripped the poles. I was terrified, but…I came to the first window. 
 
    Crap! There was some kind of plastic hanging in front of the window. These women! They had taken advantage of the construction materials to hide their activities. 
 
    For a second I forgot about being high up. I had to see behind the plastic. I had to get a picture of their sex party, of their naked bodies writhing around, under the naked bodies of young studs. 
 
    I could just imagine a jungle of buns and tits and cocks. 
 
    As I stood there I happened to glance up, and I saw…a hole in the side of the building. 
 
    It was just above me, right next to a ladder built into the scaffolding. 
 
    A ladder? 
 
    The workmen must be working in there, maybe on the ducts, or the electricity, and it was easier to access from the outside, or maybe they had to throw away materials that were too big to be toted through the building, or…whatever. I had access. 
 
    The ladder was right there. I could crawl up, slide into the hole and I would be right over the women. There had to be some way I could get a picture! There had to be places where the ceiling was breeched for construction. 
 
    I placed a hand on the ladder, took a deep breath, and began climbing. 
 
    Rung by rung, so totally aware of the space behind me that my sphincter was clutching. 
 
    I could hardly breath, and I was relieved when I came next to the hole in the side of the building. 
 
    I carefully shifted my grip and crawled through the space. 
 
    I was in a space about three feet high. I couldn’t walk, but I could crawl, and there were big pieces of plywood laid over the place. 
 
    More important, I could hear the women screeching better. In my mind I could see them crying out as the men inserted their penises, groaning as their tits were sucked. 
 
    I crept over the plywood, and there was nowhere I could get a picture. 
 
    Damn! To come so far and be thwarted! 
 
    But as I looked around a duct I saw…a square of light! The duct had been removed and it looked like the overhead grate had even been removed. I would have a perfect spot to take my picture! 
 
    I eased myself over the plywood. It seemed firm enough, and I came to the space where the light came up. It was a square in the floor. I could hear the women carrying on, indulging in their sick, perverted actions. 
 
    Around the square of light the plywood wasn’t laid. I would have to step across about four feet of space and brace my feet, but then I could see. I could take my pictures. 
 
    Okay, I could do this. 
 
    I stood as tall as I could, I put my foot out to the two by four next to the square of light. I held my cell phone at the ready. I pushed with my leg and…I don’t know what happened, but I slipped, and I was falling. 
 
    BANG! The ceiling gave way. Then I was falling, falling, into the middle of dust and debris and screaming women! 
 
     
 
    I lay there, not quite knowing what was happening, and the world spun around me. 
 
    First, I noticed the screaming women. They crowded around me, pointing. A couple of them touched me, one of them examined my head. She lifted it up and I gave a crazy smile and my eyes rolled in their sockets. The noise of the screaming women started to abate, but it didn’t go completely away. 
 
    “Where’s the sex party?” I asked  
 
    She froze, them somebody handed her a washcloth and she began wiping my face clear of the dust. 
 
    “I know you hire studs and fuck them.” 
 
    The woman resumed washing my face, but she was listening. Oh, was she listening. I had her now. 
 
    “Where’s the sperm party? I know everything.” 
 
    Then I started to come out of the chaos of my mind. I stopped babbling and started noticing the world. 
 
    “Who told you about our sperm parties,” asked the woman. 
 
    I was still dazed enough to not know what I was saying. “My wife told me. I got ya now. Where are the studs? Why do you have your clothes on?” 
 
    The woman got another washcloth and kept rubbing my face. I realized later she was just stalling so she could pump me. She kept asking me questions, and I, stupid I, kept babbling on about sex parties and my wife washing the sperm out of her pussy and refusing to fuck me but, dammit, I had my proof now. 
 
    “Girls, could somebody turn off the show?” 
 
    That was when I noticed the big screen television. It was some sort of show with a woman talking at a podium, and the crowd of women in front of her were giving periodic cheers and screams, and I realized, in a dull sort of way, that this, and the women now surrounding me, were the screams that I had thought was a sex party. This was backed up by the fact that when the screaming and cheering on the big screen stopped it was suddenly and ominously silent. 
 
    Uh, oh. What had I been saying? 
 
    I tried to remember the conversation I had been having with the woman. I tried to stand up, but the woman said, “Don’t move.” 
 
    I kept trying to move.” 
 
    “Jill, Sandy. Sit on him. Let’s find out what the heck is going on.” 
 
    Two large ladies sat on me, and several others leant their hands and weight to the affair. 
 
    “Hey!” They had me. I couldn’t move. I tried to struggle, but more women piled on. 
 
    “Let me up!” Let me…” then it became difficult to breath. I was getting squashed. 
 
    “Easy girls. Jenny, is that his cell phone?” 
 
    “It is. He’s Donna’s husband.” 
 
    “Donna’s, eh? Where is she? Has anybody seen Donna tonight?” 
 
    “I saw her with Lindsay. I think they might have played hooky. Lindsay’s been having problems at home and…” an unseen women somewhere shrugged. 
 
    “Okay, let me call her and we’ll get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    A moment later I heard the woman talking, but she was moving away so I only heard a little of the conversation. 
 
    “Hi, Donna? This is Sandy, down at the WC. Oh, yes, good to talk to you. We’ve got a little problem down here…and it has to do with you.” 
 
    A pause, then: “Well, it’s raining husbands. And yours is…” and I couldn’t hear any more. 
 
    I lay there, under a ton of of women, and thought. I was in for it now. Donna was going to be pissed off, and that was for sure. I had figured out that there wasn’t any sex club, that she had been messing with me, and I had bought it. 
 
    Crap, so she was out with this Lindsay person, talking about husband problems, no doubt. 
 
    Oh, man. August 5th had nothing on the situation I was now in. 
 
    On that bad Aug five from yesteryear I had been drunk. On this day, which was…Feb two, I wasn’t drunk. I was just…stupid. And gullible. And had been made a total and utter fool of. 
 
    The women were sitting on me and chatting gaily. They were discussing me, shopping at the Goodwill for their children, what television shows their husbands preferred, and…me. And I didn’t like what they were saying. 
 
    “Do you think he’s a pervert?” 
 
    “He had a cell phone and it was set to record.” 
 
    “Do you think he takes pictures and then goes home and abuses himself.” 
 
    And there was a lot of cheerful bantering and a few insults. 
 
    Then I heard Sandy coming back. 
 
    “Okay, I perfectly understand. We’ll do our best. I’m sure. Well, you have a wonderful night…” 
 
    She closed the phone and stared down at me. 
 
    “Girls, I hate to say it, but we’ve got a pervert on our hands.” 
 
    Oh, the sound of shocked voices. 
 
    “What? No! I’m not a pervert!” 
 
    “Sally, put a stocking in his mouth.” 
 
    I struggled, but the girls managed to stay on top of me, and suddenly a nylon was stuffed in my mouth. Then Sandy bent down and put a strip of duc tape over my mouth. “I’m sure the worker’s won’t mind losing a bit of duc tape for a good cause. Turn him over, I’ll get his hands.” 
 
    They turned me over, kicking and struggling and screaming threats. Then Sandy knelt on my back, took the breath out of me, and began wrapping duc tape around my wrists. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Push his feet together.” 
 
    They pushed, and she began wrapping more duc tape around my ankles. 
 
    Finally, I was done. Trussed. Bound like a hog and ready for spitting. 
 
    The ladies stood up and backed off. I didn’t like the gleam in their eyes as they inspected me. 
 
    “I talked to Donna, and she’s at home. She says her husband is with her.” 
 
    The women gasped. 
 
    I yelled through the stocking and the duc taped, I struggled, but it was of no avail. I was officially hog tied. 
 
    My wife said I wasn’t me? She had another man at home? 
 
    My mind, which had calmed down a bit on finding out the truth about the Women’s Club, suddenly started to riot again. 
 
    I struggled, and kicked my bound feet, and screamed, but it did no good, and I finally had to be quiet so I could hear them discussing what they were going to do with me. 
 
    “What are we going to do with him?” 
 
    “We could take him across the street, to the police station.” 
 
    My mind was aghast. I didn’t want to be a registered sex offender! 
 
    “No,” said Sandy, “The police will arrest him, but we don’t have much proof, and a smart lawyer will get him out on the street in ten minutes.” 
 
    “Well, we don’t want some sex crazed serial killer running around,” muttered somebody, and there were murmurs of agreement. 
 
    Somebody else said, “Our children aren’t safe with somebody like him running around.” 
 
    A low rise of voices. This was getting scary. 
 
    Sandy again, “Well, I discussed it with Donna, and she had some interesting ideas. She’s well aware that sex perverts are resistant to being cured, and she knows the problems of the court system, so she suggested we should seek our own justice. 
 
    She had the ladies’ attention now. 
 
    “What did she say, Sandy?” 
 
    “She said that one thing that has cured many sex perverts is to give them what they want.” 
 
    There was a bit of confusion, a rising hub bub, and somebody said, “We’re supposed to lay down and spread our legs for this scum?” 
 
    Sandy raised her hands: “No, but if he is so obsessed with women that he crawls around and takes pictures and then goes home and masturbates to them, then we should make him one.” 
 
    Expressions of confusion. Then some twit in the back giggled. “She’s talking about feminizing him.” 
 
    Horror burst upon me. Feminization? But I was a man! I didn’t want to be feminized! 
 
    “Look how red in the face he is. I think he likes the idea.” 
 
    “Yes, he’s asking us to do that, to feminize him.” 
 
    I wasn’t! I was protesting! Screaming that I was a man and that they couldn’t do this to me! 
 
    But the women just stared down and nodded their heads. 
 
    And Donna said, “There’s one way to be sure.” 
 
    Again, the girls were blank. 
 
    “To be sure if he’s a pervert and, more important, to find out if he really wants us to feminize him.” 
 
    “How?” asked one of the girls. 
 
    “Girls, check his penis.” 
 
    I screamed! I humped around like a worm doing the cha cha. I tried to avoid their hands. 
 
    They pushed me on my back and held me down again. I felt hands pulling my zipper down. 
 
    Now, I don’t know about you guys out there, but being handled by strange women, no matter the fear, makes a guy hard. 
 
    I wasn’t hard when they started wrestling me down, but the idea of my penis being examined in such callous fashion, all those hands groping for my privates, I got hard. And fast. 
 
    “It’s not very big,” blurted out one girl. 
 
    “But it’s still growing.” 
 
    “That’s because he’s a pervert. He’s an exhibitionist and gets off on women seeing him.” 
 
    “Do you think he would have flashed us?” asked somebody, and everyone gasped at that. 
 
    “Yep,” said Sandy, stepped forth. “It isn’t big, but it’s definitely hard.” 
 
    I lay there, bound and gagged, and my cock stuck straight up, feeling the cool air of AC blowing on it, and getting harder and harder. 
 
    “Wow! It’s turning red!” 
 
    “And, look he’s got something dripping out the end.” 
 
    “That’s pre-cum,” said Sandy. “The dirty, little pervert is about to cum. Grab his cock, girls, and wrap it up tight. Don’t let him get his dirty, little rocks off over us!” 
 
    They grabbed my penis, and at first I thought they were going to pull it right off, then I realized they were wrapping something around it. I don’t know where they got it, but it was an ace bandage. Fortunately, they didn’t wrap it too tight, but then somebody started putting a gooey substance on the bandage. Later I found out that it was plaster, still wet from where the workers had been fixing the wall. They coated that bandage, and wrapped more and more bandage around my penis. It was like a cast, for a broken arm or something. 
 
    “Leave a hole at the tip so he can pee.” 
 
    “Look, his head is poking out.” 
 
    “Well, no way to get it back in, so leave it.” 
 
    “His balls sure are big.” 
 
    “And red.” 
 
    A hand slapped my balls and I groaned.  
 
    A couple of the women giggled. 
 
    I struggled, but, truth, I was getting exhausted from struggling. I was running out of energy. 
 
    Finally, they were done, and one of the women took out a hair drier—now who takes a hair drier with them in their purse?—and started drying the thing off. 
 
    Shortly I was encased in rock hard material. I had a cast on my cock, and the long it stayed on the harder it was going to get.  
 
    I was crying now, but nobody seemed to care. In fact, a couple of the women made cutting remarks. 
 
    “Cries like a little baby, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “He should be in diapers.” 
 
    Giggles, and I cried harder. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Where are we going to do this?” 
 
    There were a few suggestions, some wanted to do it on the spot. One said she had a house in the hills, then Sandy said, “What about Gillian’s Hairport?” 
 
    The girls paused, then got all excited. 
 
    “We can do the whole thing!” 
 
    “Hair and nails!” 
 
    “I can bring him a dress, does somebody have some lingerie?” 
 
    “Let’s glue some breast forms on him!” 
 
    The ideas came fast and furious, and with each shouted idea I felt smaller and smaller. Oh, how I wished I hadn’t fallen for Donna’s Sperm Party tale. I wanted to be home, watching the end of the basketball game. I wanted to be anywhere but here, in the clutches of these crazy females! 
 
    But their plans were in motion. I listened and heard Sandy talking to Gillian, explaining the situation, and asking for the loan of her salon. And from the way Sandy was talking…Gillian had agreed! 
 
    “Okay, girls,” Sandy closed her phone and addressed the women. “Here’s the plan. Gillian will meet us at her salon and let us in.  She said we have free access to whatever she’s got.” She toed me with a high heel. “She doesn’t like perverts, either.” 
 
    A small cheer rose up, and I had a feeling this Gillian babe was going to be getting a lot of business from these happy customers. 
 
    “Susan, can you return Donna’s husband’s phone? Meet us at the Hairport?” 
 
    My phone was put in the hands of an eager, young thing who promptly headed for the door. 
 
    “Okay, girls, are you ready to go to work?” 
 
    A big cheer arose, and they lifted me up and carried me out. 
 
    I tried to struggle. I tried to get loose, but I was trussed. And what was worse was that my cock was sticking out, flopping around with all that plaster and bandage on it. I hung, very heavy, from my body. 
 
    One of the girls laughingly held it as they carried me. 
 
    I cried, I tried to talk, but it was useless. 
 
    I was going to be feminized.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I was taken through a curtain, then through double doors. They carried me down the corridor and into the elevator. It was crowded, but as many squeezed in as could, and we began descending. I felt somebody digging through my pockets. I had left my wallet in the car, but they got my car fob. Maybe one of them would find my car, and my wallet! Maybe they would find out that I really was me! 
 
    Through the lobby. Out into the street and towards a van that had been brought up. 
 
    Across the street I saw two cops standing outside the lobby door. I tried to yell, but one of the girls twisted my big Plaster of Paris cock and all that came out of me was a yelp. 
 
    They pushed me into the van and laid me on the floor. I tried to stay face up because I was worried that my cock might be damaged if I rolled over it. It felt so huge and helpless. 
 
    “Let’s go, girls, time’s a wasting!” 
 
    A half a dozen women climbed into the van, the rest ran for their own cars. The van started up and I bounced on the floor of the van. 
 
    “Look at how fat his penis is,” remarked one of the girls. 
 
    Another of them reached down and moved her finger on my head. 
 
    “Look how much he’s dripping! This guy is horny.” 
 
    “I wish my hubby was that horny,” sniffed one of the girls. 
 
    “You know, we could put a dildo on that thing and it would look monstrous.” 
 
    “Do you have a dildo that big?” 
 
    “Nope, but there’s a 24 hour sex store just a few blocks over.” 
 
    One of the girls opened her cell phone and spoke quickly. “Jane, go see if there’s a big two foot dildo or something in that store on second street. Yep. It’ll be cute. Okey dokey.” She hung up. 
 
    “If they have one Jane will get it. We can make him up, dress him up, and then attach a monster dick to his real dick.” 
 
    Everybody giggled. 
 
    “This is exactly what he needs,” observed one. 
 
    I grunted and groaned and tried to speak through my hose gag, but they just ignored me, and when they got tired of my moaning and groaning one of them just flicked the head of my dick. 
 
    “UHHH!” I was horny, and the head of my dick was very sensitive. 
 
    We only drove for five minutes, then we pulled into a parking lot. The van made a sharp turn and stopped. The doors opened and all I could see was a big surface of wall and a door. A woman stood at the door and grinned. 
 
    “Bring the pervert in girls. I got the cure right here.” 
 
    They lifted me out of the van, and while they were struggling to adjust the weight of me on their shoulders the girl who opened the door reached out and grabbed my penis. “Is this a cock I see?” 
 
    “It used to be,” said one girl. “But we’re going to donate it to science. 
 
    Everybody laughed and they carried me into the beauty salon. 
 
    The Hairport was big inside, with a dozen stations. There were even a couple of rooms for private consultations. They carried me past a storage room and turned into one of the consult rooms. When they moved me through the doorway my encased dick hit the door jam with a clunk. I gave a yelp and groaned, but they just laughed. 
 
    They laid me on a chair and cut the duc tape from my legs. Several women had my legs, however, and before I could kick free they were wrapping more tape around my ankles, securing me to the chair. 
 
    Then came the arms, and the women were very careful. They had four on an arm, squeezing in and pulling and pushing to get my arms taped to the armrests. 
 
    I sat in the chair and looked around wildly. Shelves with hair products, a sink behind me. Little rolling tables with nails and nail polishes. 
 
    “Lehejj meee ghjj!” Let me go, but I wasn’t understandable, and they wouldn’t have let me go anyway. 
 
    “Okay, girls. Joan and Betty, do his hands. Sam and I will do his feet. Oh, first, let’s cut his clothes off and wax him.” 
 
    Wax me? Were they going to…to take my hair off? With that painful wax and rip your skin off stuff? 
 
    But I had no more time to consider that because two of the girls stepped up, and they were holding large scissors and had wicked gleams in their eyes. 
 
    “HJKFMRR!” I yelled. 
 
    They each took a leg and pulled my pants out and began scissoring. Snip, snip, then they had enough of a cut and they began to rip. Ri-i-ip! Right up the leg. They worked around the duc tape and began cutting my upper pants off. Now they were very close to my cock, and their arms brushed against the red head of it. I groaned. 
 
    “Lord, doesn’t he ever stop dripping?” One of them said. 
 
    “Huh,” answered the other one, “The gift that keeps on giving.” 
 
    “Well, at least it’s a gift that’s well packaged.” She tapped on the plaster encasing my dick and there was a sharp clunk sound. Man, that stuff was getting hard! I wondered if I would ever be able to get that stuff off. 
 
    They undid my belt, pulled the shreds of my pants off me, and I was naked from the waist down. I sat there and stared at my body. I had some dusty spots from my fall through the ceiling, but the real worrisome thing was my cock head. It was larger, it was being strangled! I suddenly had visions of it swelling up and popping! 
 
    They began cutting my shirt, and shortly it was just strips of material on the floor. I was completely naked, except for the plaster on my dick. 
 
    Sandy and one of the other girls began washing my body with warm wash clothes. For a second I thought this was waxing, and it was almost pleasurable. But it was only the prep work. Shortly they were laying strips of cloth on me and coating them with some sort of goop. They waited a few minutes, then…R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    Ah! Fuck! No! 
 
    And, R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    They waxed every square inch of my body. When they were done I was red. they had not only taken off my precious hair, but the top layer of skin. The top layer was supposed to be dead skin, but it sure felt alive as they ripped it off me! 
 
    The dirty work done, they washed me again, and began working on my nails. They pushed the cuticles, sanded, fitted me with long, stiletto nails on my hands, then painted all my nails a bright, shiny red. 
 
    “Lots of lacquer, girls.” And, to me, “We used super glue on your nails, so I wouldn’t suggest trying to get them off. You’d have to pull the the nails out by the roots. 
 
    I was crying from the pain, but she just smiled. “I guess you’ll think twice before you trying peeping and masturbating again.” 
 
    I tried to talk through my gag, but she just laughed. 
 
    Finally, I was done. With the nails, that is. I was sitting there, dazed but…excited. The claws on my hand, they were the kind I had tried to get Donna to wear, but now they were on me. In some weird way…they were still sexy.  
 
    And my plastered coke throbbed. 
 
    “Look at that cock move,” said one of the girls. “That’s got to be heavy, but it is just bouncing away. 
 
    “We may need to put a cork in it, though. Look at the mess he’s making.” 
 
    Suddenly the room was quiet and everybody turned towards the door. I couldn’t se who came in at first, but finally a woman walked into my line of vision. 
 
    Donna! My wife! At last! She’d get this straightened out! She’d rescue me from these…these maniacs! 
 
    She walked around the chair and stood in front of me. She inspected me slowly, a slight smile on her face. She was still dressed to the nines, and her red lips pursed slightly. Sexy. Oh, my god. My cock throbbed. 
 
    Oh, please, honey. Get this mess fixed! Get me loose! 
 
    “I’ve never seen him before.” 
 
    My eyes bulged! “Deeieijhfi! Fdsjdlddo!“ I screamed. 
 
    “I wonder where he got your husband’s cell phone,” asked Sandy. 
 
    “He stole his car. I passed it outside the meeting hall on my way in. He got the phone, the wallet was in there, too. If he hadn’t stopped for a peep show, and maybe a little self-abuse, he would have gotten away with it.” 
 
    “Well, thank goodness we caught him.” 
 
    I was yelling, screaming, struggling, but all that was coming out were jerks and twitches and mumbles. 
 
    “Good Lord, is that his cock?” Donna looked down at my big, fat, wrapped up penis. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “It’s not very big, is it.” 
 
    My eyes were bulging, my mouth was frothing. My mind was in chaos. How could my wife do this to me? 
 
    Suddenly a woman rushed into the room. “Look what I got!” she held up a huge, horse’s dick. “They even had them on sale!” 
 
    Everybody gathered around to examine the monster dick. It was made of stiff latex and was as long as my arm. 
 
    “Oh, this is going to look good. Here, hand me the super glue. Hold his penis up, Donna.” 
 
    Donna grabbed my dick, looked me right in the eyes and chuckled. “This is certainly going to teach him a lesson he’ll never forget.” 
 
    Sandy slathered superglue on the sides of the plaster, then she pulled the latex apart and pulled the big horse’s dick down over mine. When she was done I had a big, bulging, horse’s dick reaching down to my knees. 
 
    All the girls laughed, and they kept lifting up the dick, which lifted up my penis inside, and, worse of all, there seemed to be a bit of material inside the dick, cotton or some kind of stuffing, to keep it round, and this had come loose and it was rubbing my penis head every time the horse’s dick was moved. 
 
    “Nooooo!” That was audible, and the girls just laughed harder and pretended to jack my big cock off. 
 
    “Okay, girls, what’s next?” 
 
    “His breast forms!” exclaimed one of the women. 
 
    “Excellent. And I’ve still got the superglue open, so…” Sandy got out the jar of glue again. 
 
    “It’ll dry fast,” said Sandy. “Get his bra ready.” 
 
    Girls stood by with a bra and a corset. A corset? 
 
    Then we heard a voice, a man’s voice! 
 
    “Donna? Honey?” 
 
    “Back here, babe!” Donna yelled, and I stared at her.  
 
    Somebody came into the room. “I parked the car, hon…oh. Hi, girls.” 
 
    I tried to look around. 
 
    I didn’t have to, for the girls greeted him as me. “Hi, Jack. Hello, Jack.” 
 
    My eyes bulged so hard I thought they’d fall out of the sockets and roll across the floor. That was my name! 
 
    And Donna stepped to him and gave him a big kiss! 
 
    My wife! Kissing another man! And he was big and muscular and handsome and…was this one of the guys in the Sperm Party? 
 
    But, no, they didn’t have sperm parties, that was all a joke. 
 
    But who was…and it hit me. 
 
    He was her lover. She might have gone to Women Club meetings in the beginning, but these last few months she had met somebody, and she had…she had been spending the nights she was supposed to be at the WC meetings with him! 
 
    “Is this the pervert?” 
 
    “It is,” agreed Donna. “Can you imagine? He stole your car, your phone, and then he tried to spy on the girls. He’s probably just a horny, little bastard who can’t get a girlfriend.” 
 
    “So he just spies on women and jacks off. Pardon my language, girls.” 
 
    “Can’t argue with the truth,” murmured Sandy. 
 
    The man took out his cell phone and began snapping pictures. “I can post these on Facebutt. Serve the pervert right.” 
 
    He snapped a dozen pictures, and there was no way I could hide, nor hide my face. He finished, put his cell away and asked, “So you were going to make him into a woman and turn him loose?” 
 
    “Yep,” said Sandy, and there were a few nods. Many of the girls were looking at the man who was supposed to be me with hunger in their eyes. 
 
    “So what’s next?” 
 
    “Fake boobs.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, because—“ 
 
    “No. I mean…why fake?” 
 
    Sandy looked puzzled, Donna just held his arm and smiled at him. 
 
    “I’m a plastic surgeon. I can give him some boobs. Big boobs. And they’ll last.” 
 
    “Oh, could you?” 
 
    “Jack,” said Donna, “You’re so generous. He steals your car and you’re willing to this.” 
 
    Jack chuckled. “Heck, it’s fun. And it’s good advertising. Maybe when you ladies see my work you’ll pass the word around. I don’t just do nasty perverts, you know.” 
 
    They all chuckled. 
 
    “Jack did mine,” said Donna. 
 
    What? Donna didn’t have implants! She was just naturally big! 
 
    “Oh, I’ve always though your chest was beautiful,” said one of the girls. 
 
    “Well, the secret to good breast implants is…” he looked at Donna, “Do you mind, honey? I’m pretty proud of my work.” 
 
    “Not at all. Here, let me open my blouse. 
 
    My wife unbuttoned her blouse and pulled the front apart. Her big, mammoth, beautiful breasts, breasts which I was the only one to touch, were now on display! 
 
    The man known as me hefted her boob. “You can see how natural it looks. She doesn’t really need this bra, but modesty, her nipples are so big they’d stand out.” 
 
    “I don’t really like it when all men can do is stare at my boobs and salivate,” Donna explained. 
 
    “And, look.” Jack peeled the edge of the bra down and exposed her nipple, he touched it and Donna gave a shiver. “No loss of sensation.” 
 
    “If anything, it feels better,” Donna started buttoning her blouse back up. 
 
    “Wow,” said Sandy, and she turned and looked at me. Several of the other girls were looking at me, too. I didn’t like the look in their eyes. 
 
    “So let me give him a first class set of boobs, I’ve got some stuff in my car that will pump those puppies right up. How about it?” 
 
    The women in the room traded looks, nods were given, and the it was agreed. I was about to get real boobs. 
 
    I tried to yell. “EhjkWEG!” but nobody was listening. 
 
    Jack went out to his car, which was probably my car, to get what he needed. Donna stood in front of me and mused. “I wonder what possessed this idiot to do what he did?” 
 
    I knew her message was for me, but there was nothing I could say. 
 
    “Well, after this he’ll mind his manners.” 
 
    Some of the girls agreed, some of the girls were having conversations while they waited, and then Jack, the man who had stolen my name, re-entered the room. He was carrying a couple of large jugs and a satchel. He placed the jugs on the floor and opened the thin bag. One of the girls pushed a rolling table up and he laid out a series of needles. Each needle he put on the table looked longer and sharper. 
 
    “Okay, this is the way it works,” he said, filling a syringe with the stuff in the gallon jugs. “I’m going to work in a circle, lay a big base, then I’ll start puffing them out.” To me he said, “I suggest you don’t move. These needles are sharp, and I don’t want you to suffer any nerve damage, or require extensive cosmetic surgery. Got it? 
 
    My eyes pleaded. 
 
    “Got it?” he said, warningly. 
 
    Tears in my eyes, I nodded. 
 
    It took him an hour. An hour of feeling needles penetrating my skin, of feeling my skin stretching. An hour of him dabbing drops of blood with a small cloth and murmuring. “This is good. He might be a pervert, but he’s got good skin. Real stretchy. I hope the bra you got him is sturdy These are going to weigh a lot.” 
 
    One of the girls held up a thick bra and they all grinned. I was going to be bigger than any of them, even bigger than my wife. 
 
    “I thought you had to put bags of saline into breasts,” asked a girl named Jane. 
 
    “Used to. But then vacation boobs came out. A mix of saline and a chemical that holds the solution in place. Took a month or two for the boob to be absorbed by the body.” 
 
    “Are these going to be absorbed by his body?” asked some one. 
 
    “Oh, no. Science has improved the procedure. This chemical mixture will bond with his cells. Quite safe, but his boobs will never go away.” 
 
    More tears leaked out of my eyes. 
 
    “Pity you didn’t call me earlier. I’ve got some permanent make up in my office. Just came in. Doesn’t even need needles.” 
 
    There were some mumbles at that, and one of the girls suggested somebody run over and pick up the permanent make up. 
 
    But Gillian stepped forth and said her make up would last a week, and if I wanted to stay beautiful I would have to come back for a treatment. 
 
    There were a few giggles, then Donna asked, “What about castrations? Can you do one of those?” 
 
    Jack stopped for a moment, sat back and considered. He looked down at my horse’s dick. 
 
    “Well, I could. Snip, snip. It’s something to think about.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and moaned. Castration? I didn’t want to lose my best friend! 
 
    “But…I don’t know. Maybe you should save that, hold it over his head if you ever see him again.” 
 
    Donna said, “Heck, I want to see him again. If I see him again I’ll get one of those big dicks like the one he is wearing and use it on him!” 
 
    That was caused for merriment, and the girls laughed merrily. 
 
    An hour later Jack was done. He handed the empty gallon jugs to Gillian for disposal and grinned. “That’s pretty good work. Look how big they are.” 
 
    The girls all oohed and awed, and I stared down. I had HUGE tits on my chest! I mean, they stuck out a mile! If it wasn’t for the bra they would have dropped like bowling balls because…they weighed as much as bowling balls. 
 
    Jack packed up his satchel and turned to Donna. “Ready to go home, honey?” 
 
    Donna smiled up at him. “Oh, I can’t wait.” Some of the girls smiled at the heavy sexual innuendo. 
 
    Then Donna turned to me. “I hope you learn your lesson.” Then she leaned down and picked up my horse’s dick. It was so long I could see it over my boobs. Inside the dick, under the plaster, my cock throbbed uncontrollably. 
 
    “Feel free to drop by. I’ve got one of these and I’ll be glad to use it on you.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    “You go, girl!” the ladies cheered. 
 
    Then Donna snuggled under Jack’s arm and they left the room. 
 
    While the Jack had been giving me world class tits they girls had weaved extensions onto my hair. It was now long and wavy and reached down over my shoulders. 
 
    One of the girls pierced my ears and put earrings on me. She whispered. “Superglue on these. They’re here to stay. 
 
    Some of the girls put the corset on me. It was difficult, but they pulled me away from the chair and pulled the corset through, then started pulling the laces. Up and down they went, and my belly got skinnier and skinnier, and it became harder and harder to breath. Finally, they put a padlock at the top. 
 
    They unrolled panty hose up my legs, then one of the girls put shoes on me. High heeled, with little locks at the tops of the lace holes. 
 
    And, they made me up. 
 
    I had stopped crying by now A dull defeat weltered in my soul. I was numbed, and I just sat there while they powdered and brushed and mascaraed and shadowed. 
 
    Finally, I was done. Except for the lips. 
 
    Sandy put her face down to me and said, “We’re going to let you go pretty soon. I’m going to take your gag off, and I suggest you keep your mouth shut. We don’t like perverts, and we certainly wouldn’t mind getting a needle and thread and sewing your lips together. 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    She nodded, and the duc tape was taken off my mouth, and the length of hose was pulled out. 
 
    I couldn’t talk, anyway. The hose had absorbed all my moisture. Was so dry I couldn’t speak. I just sat there and gulped, and one of the women painted my lips with something that stung. 
 
    Then another woman moved in with the lipstick and I frowned. 
 
    “The first was plumper,” Sandy explained. “The second is lipstain. Guaranteed to last for a couple of weeks. You’ll just need a little gloss to keep them shiny. Gillian, can you give him some gloss?” 
 
    Gillian moved forward. She had a tube in her hand. She glossed my lips, closed the tube and handed it to me. I grasped the tube in my red tipped fingernails. 
 
    “Okay. We’re going to let your arms free now. Would you like a dress? Or do you want to leave the way you are.” 
 
    “Dress,” I croaked. I didn’t want a dress, but it was better than lingerie. 
 
    They cut the duc tape and stripped the remnants off my wrists. I flexed my wrists and stood up. I was shaky in the high heels, I wobbled, and one of the girls steadied me with a hand. 
 
    They pulled the dress over my head and turned me around to face a mirror. 
 
    I was beautiful, it pains me to say. I had a curvy figure with massive boobs. Yes, I was bigger than any of the ladies there. I had long, luscious hair and was perfectly made up. My red lips glistened like they were wet. The only good news was that the horse’s cock was shorter than the dress. I could feel it banging back and forth between my legs, but you couldn’t see it. 
 
    “Okay, pervert. You can go now.” 
 
    The girls stood back and I walked, as best I could, towards the door. Thirty seconds later I was standing on the sidewalk. The night was dark, but dawn was coming. 
 
    I had to get out of town. 
 
      
 
    I was pretty much in the exact center of town. The police station was ten blocks to the east, and right on my route out. 
 
    And where was I going? Home. 
 
    Yes, Donna had…betrayed me, and had a boyfriend, but…I didn’t know where else to go! 
 
    I could get some clothes, maybe get some of this female finery off me, and live in my car. 
 
    But I had to go home, first. 
 
    I started walking, and shortly I realized my troubles were just beginning. 
 
    Every few minutes a car would pass me. It would be filled with women, women from the Women’s Club, and they would honk and yell and raise a ruckus. Which ruckus brought more and more attention to me. 
 
    Though it was dark there were people on the way to work. And as the sky lightened and I was more easily seen, and as the Women’s Club kept yelling and pointing and honking, other people began to notice. Cars would slow down, people even snapped photos on the phones. I tried to turn my head away, but… 
 
    I reached the police station, and cops came out at the honking and pointed at me. 
 
    Past the police station, and my feet were already aching. I had never worn high heels, and my ankles felt like they were going to snap right off. 
 
    Across streets, and as I became used to the shoes, in spite of the pain I started hearing a click, click, click. 
 
    Oh, God. I used to think that was so sexy when my wife did it. But…me? 
 
    I reached the outskirts of town. The sky was half light now, that sort of greyish purplish right before the sun pops. 
 
    I heard a car coming up beside me, and it stopped. Oh, God! It was two cops. 
 
    “Miss? Are you all right.” 
 
    I kept walking, hoping they would leave me alone. But when you try to avoid the police they tend to get more interested. The car pulled up beside me again. 
 
    “Miss?” 
 
    I walked, they pulled ahead of me and got out. 
 
    I stopped as they stood in my path. I looked down at the ground and hoped my new hair would cover my face. 
 
    “You have some identification, ma’am?” 
 
    “No,” I whispered. 
 
    One of the cops was standing back a bit, the other one shined his light and tried to get a look at my face. 
 
    “Look up here, ma’am.” 
 
    I had to. I raised my face and he aimed his big flashlight at it. He gasped, then, “Bill. It’s a guy.” 
 
    The other cop moved forward, and I was now being closely inspected by two cops. 
 
    “You got a story to tell, fella?” 
 
    “So I told them. I told them how I suspected my wife of cheating, and how I had followed her to her meeting, but she wasn’t there and the women caught me and they did this to me. 
 
    The cops were silent when I was done. I’m sure they had heard tall stories before, but this sounded, even to me who was going through it, like the tallest. 
 
    “What do you think, Bill.” 
 
    “It’s so crazy it could be true.” 
 
    To me: “Do you know your license number?” 
 
    I told him, and he checked it, and I checked out. 
 
    “Well, no crime here.” 
 
    “But they…they forcibly feminized me!” 
 
    “Your word against theirs.” But he was holding back a smile and trying not to laugh. 
 
    “Can you give me a ride home?” 
 
    “Can’t do it. Against regs. I can call you a taxi, but do you have the money to pay for it?” 
 
    “No,” I hung my head. 
 
    “Well, sorry, but it’s only a couple of miles to your house.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    They left, and I started walking again, and the Women’s Club started cruising by me again. Honking and yelling. 
 
    Now it was full light. People were on the street, walking, staring at me, and taking pictures. 
 
    My feet were killing me. 
 
    My legs ached. My back ached. Wearing high heels changed the structure of my whole body, made me use different muscles. 
 
    A mile left to go. Kids on their way to school. They noticed me, but didn’t think much of it. I did look like a woman, after all. A clumsy woman who couldn’t walk, but…a woman. 
 
    I turned up my street. I walked past my neighbors and they came out and stared at me. 
 
    I walked up the walk to my house, and…the door opened. People came out, people came out of the garage, out of the side yard. Hundreds of people! 
 
    “But…what…” 
 
    They were cheering. There was some laughter, but…but… 
 
    And Donna grabbed my arm. I stared at her through my hair. 
 
    “Welcome home, honey. Did you enjoy catching me cheating?” 
 
    Jack came up, gripped my hand and shook it. “John Hansen. My wife knows your wife, and when they told me about this practical joke…” he started laughing, but not in a mean way.  
 
    Women came up to me, hugged me, gropped my tits and laughed. 
 
    Neighbors came up, grinning and making quips. 
 
    “But…but…” All I could do was blubber. 
 
    Then even the two cops drove up, hit their siren for a moment and got cheers. 
 
    Donna handed me a bourbon and Coke and everybody cheered when I took my first drink. 
 
    Jack turned out to be a real plastic surgeon, and, not to worry, the boobs would be absorbed within a month. I would be a flat-chested man again. 
 
    And the cops chuckled and thanked me for being a good sport. Sandy had apparently told the whole police department about the joke. 
 
    And the neighbors rallied around and…and Donna hugged me and kissed me, and somebody got some pliers and cut the padlocks off my shoes and my corset, and I was finally allowed out of women’s clothing. 
 
    And, they took me in the garage and got the horse’s dick off me, and cut off the plaster cast I was wearing on my dick. 
 
    Oh, lord, I was relieved. I didn’t even care when people, including women, came in to watch the ‘operation.’ 
 
    And a lot of people admired my awesome boobs.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The world loves a good practical joke. 
 
    Sure, I get some ribbing, but everybody knows, so it’s not bad. I just grin and go along with it. 
 
    And, I seem to have gotten over any jealousy about Donna going out on her own, coming home late. That one joke taught me that I should trust my wife. 
 
    But, there were some bad things about the whole thing. 
 
    For one, I was now fascinated by women’s clothing, and especially the underwear. 
 
    For a month I had had to wear a bra, and…I liked it. I liked the attention. And sometimes, during that month, I had worn other women’s clothes, and even high heels. 
 
    Donna, of course, was amused by it. She just chuckled and thought that I was trying to deal with my boobs and my necessary bra in my own way. 
 
    But, I wasn’t. I was…fascinated. 
 
    I liked the feel of nylons on my legs. I liked the corset. And…I really loved my boobs. 
 
    And I wanted them to last. 
 
    I wanted big boobs. Well, maybe not as big as they initially were, but…I wanted boobs. 
 
    One day I was sitting on the patio, watching the sunset, and Donna came out and sat with me. She handed me a bourbon and Coke and we sat, and every once in a while she would chuckle. It had been months, but she still laughed about the practical joke she had played. 
 
    Then she looked at me, and noticed that I was glum. “What is it?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know how to tell you.” 
 
    “Blurt it out. I ain’t gonna bite…too hard.” 
 
    She had a grin, I was sardonic. 
 
    “I liked being dressed up as a woman. I liked wearing the underwear, the nylons and shoes…I liked it all. Even the make up. I even liked—hell, I loved—having tits. 
 
    She was silent, biting her lip and considering me. Suddenly she got up and went into the house. 
 
    I sighed. I had fucked up again. I never should have said anything. But, that’s me, open mouth and switch feet. 
 
    But a minute later she sauntered out. She was in lingerie. Bra and panties, and a negligee. And she had something else on, too. She had a strap on with a big dick sticking out. 
 
    “Honey, if you want to be a woman that’s fine with me, but you know where that leads. So now the question is…are you woman enough?” 
 
    Smiling, I rose and took her hand and followed her into the house. 
 
      
 
    END 
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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. 
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    Mind Controlled Sex! 
 
    Jedi mind tricks enable women to control men! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I awoke feeling like Valentines and Christmas ornaments. Hearts and sparkles. Love and a golden, glowing world. 
 
    I rolled over and found Tom staring at me. The look in his eyes: this was a desperate man. 
 
    I giggled. “How long have you been awake?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I didn’t sleep much. I’m really horny.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” I put a hand to my open mouth. “That’s terrible! Do you think you might get Lisa to come over and take care of you?” 
 
    Oh, the look of despair on his face. “Honey, I’m sorry! I told you—“ 
 
    “Shush up. The day is too wonderful to listen to your whining. Cheater.” 
 
    I slid out from under the covers and stretched. I could feel his eyes focused on my boobs. My ass. My private, little pleasure palace.  Private from him, at least. He was going to have to be a different person, a trustworthy person, before I ever let his dick in me again. 
 
    I walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. In a minute I was soaping and shampooing my hair and just feeling good. Just think, yesterday I had gone to a garage sale and Tom had gone to golf and get a blow job. But the earrings I found at a yard sale had done the trick. Now I could listen to his mind. I could even make him do things, especially if he had a sexual stake in it all. 
 
    Yes, things were certainly going to be different for Tom from here on out. 
 
    “Hey, Tom?” I called from the shower. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “How’s that erection?” 
 
    I heard a groan, and I knew that his pecker was standing up and saluting. I chuckled, knowing he couldn’t resist me. 
 
    I stepped out, dried, dried my hair, and was aware of him staring at me from the door. I looked into his mind. 
 
    SEX! Bleating like a neon. And, five seconds later…SEX! 
 
    I giggled. I liked sex, and I thought of it every once in a while, but not like men. All men were horn dogs, with thoughts of sex once every seven seconds. Since I had started taking my revenge on Tom for cheating he was having thoughts more often, and he couldn’t touch his penis, and he couldn’t cum. 
 
    He came to the bathroom door and watched me. I could feel the lust emanating from him like heat from a radiator. His penis was literally glowing, and as I glanced at him I saw a big drop of pre-cum forming on the tip of of his dick. 
 
    I ignored him. 
 
    “Can you take this boner away?” 
 
    “What boner? Oh, that boner? The one you please all your girlfriends with?” 
 
    “How many times do I have to say I’m sorry.” 
 
    I formed a mental image of a hand pulling on his dick, twisting as it went from ball to skull. His knees buckled and his mouth made an O. Shaking, he regained his footing. 
 
    “Is that as good as your girlfriend?” 
 
    “Please!” he begged. 
 
    I walked towards him, naked, my tits thrusting out, my nipples erect. He found himself backing up, and I went to my closet. At the door I turned and said, “Stand in the center of the room.” 
 
    Now, he could have resisted this, it wasn’t sexual, but he was learning not to resist, not to argue, not to do anything but agree. What he didn’t understand that every time he went along with it the more he fell in thrall, the more he became unable to resist. 
 
    “Now then, I’m going to do some things to you, and I don’t want you to cum, and I don’t want you to fall. Are you ready?” 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    “Drip.” 
 
    His jerked and he looked down, a huge drop fell and splattered on the floor. 
 
    He looked up, stunned, and I said, “Feel your cock pulsing?” 
 
    He didn’t want to, but he nodded. His cock jerked upright as sensation ran up the shaft. 
 
    “Now a big hand is stroking it. The hand of your favorite actress…” 
 
    I watched his mind, and an image popped into it and he couldn’t stop it. 
 
    “Ah, Scarlett Johansson. Wonderful. Scarlett is holding your penis. She has beautiful, red nails, and she is curling her hand around your shaft, stroking you. You are getting closer, and closer. Scarlett is getting closer and closer, too. She wants to be closer to you. Her lips are inches from yours, if you could only move. If you could only kiss her…” 
 
    Tom was swaying, then leaning forward, his eyes were open, but blank. His lips were pursed as if Scarlet Johanssen really was right in front of him, holding his dick. 
 
    “But, Tom, you can’t move. All you can do is feel your cock getting harder and harder as she pulls it and twists it” 
 
    His cock was actually getting fatter, and turning purple. Drops were dripping on the carpet regularly. 
 
    “Maybe she’d like you to eat her pussy. Ask her, Tom. Ask Scarlett if you can get on your knees and eat her hole.” 
 
    Tom began murmuring, little whispers, which were like shouts in his mind. ‘Scarlett, please, I love you, let me eat you. Please…Scarlett.’ 
 
    “Hump her hand, Tom. Let her know how much you love her.” 
 
    Tom began thrusting his hips forward. I could see his mind ratcheting up, getting closer and closer, yet I made sure he couldn’t quite get there. 
 
    “Stay there, Tom.” 
 
    I threw a robe on and walked out of the room, leaving Tom pumping his cock into the air, thinking it was Scarlett Johanssen’s hand. Thinking he was an inch away from kissing her, muttering endearments and trying to convince her to let him eat her pussy. 
 
    I stopped at Lisa’s door and tapped. 
 
    “Mmmphm?” 
 
    “Get up you slugabed.” 
 
    I chuckled as I turned the knob and entered her room. 
 
    Her room was a pink, which she had loved when she was younger, but which she wanted to paint a more grown up color. It was also a little messy. Not a disaster, but a few clothes strewn about. A book on the floor where she lay in front of the window and read.  
 
    She was in bed, one arm hanging over the side, a big teddy bear watching over her. She had pictures of boy bands on the walls. 
 
    I sat on the bed and ran one hand through her hair. “Come on, honey. Today is the first day of the rest of your life.” 
 
    She opened an eye and inspected me morosely. “What time is the funeral?” she muttered. 
 
    “Right now if you don’t get up.” I stood up and pulled her bedding off. 
 
    She gave a mini shriek, then curled up, then sighed, then turned around and sat on the edge of her bed. 
 
    Her beauty always amazed me. She looked like I did when I was young. Slender but with big boobs, and she kept her hair long and wavy. It fell over her face as she sat there and contemplated the world dourly. 
 
    “How come?” she asked. “Wanna sleep.” 
 
    I said, “Want your room painted? Free of charge? 
 
    A blue eye appeared through her lush blond locks. “Do I get to pick the color?” 
 
    “I offer you a slave and you want to quibble.” 
 
    She brushed her hair back, revealed her sensuous lips, naturally red, and asked, “What do you mean…slave?” 
 
    “Exactly what I said. And not only that…it’s your brother.” 
 
    She smiled an evil smile, “I’m officially awake.” Then she yawned. “So how does this work?” 
 
    “Come down to breakfast and I’ll explain.” 
 
    I went down to the kitchen and began bacon and eggs. I poured Pepsi over a couple of glasses of ice—me bad, soft drinks in the morning? But I prefer soda to coffee for my caffeine—and by the time I had everything ready Tina walked into kitchen. She was wearing shorts, which showed her long, curvy legs, and a cut off sweat shirt. I envied her slender belly. I mean, I was in good shape, but I had to work at it. 
 
    “Mmm. Thanks, Mom.” She sat, picked up a piece of bacon and nibbled.  “Now what’s this about Bobby painting my room?” 
 
    I sat and sipped my Pepsi. I was hungry, but I only ate twice a day. Starving myself to keep my svelte shape. I paused for a moment and listened to Tom’s mind. I could feel his desperation as he humped the air and thought it was Scarlett’s hand. Through his eyes I could almost see her. So kissing close, an inch away, breathing on his mouth, ready and wanting to kiss him, if he…could…only…move. I smiled and returned my attention to my daughter. 
 
    “Well, honey, I bought some earrings the other day, and I don’t know how they work, but they enable me to see into men’s minds. Not only that, I control their minds. Oh, it has to be sexual thoughts, but when I think something they see it, and have to do it. And the more i control them the easier it is.” 
 
    Tina blinked. “Can I have some whiskey, too? I need to catch up to you.” 
 
    I smiled happily. 
 
    Now, I am going to give you a pair, but before I do I need to let you know what’s going to happen. I don’t want you to be scared, and I really need you to be responsible. After all, if all men are now going to be your slaves, you need to take certain precautions. We have to be careful not to harm the men, and we need to be very circumspect. If anybody knew the power we have we would likely have unfriendly people trying to steal our earrings, even trying to imprison us to find out how we can do what we do.” 
 
    “Wow, Mom. Are you going to write a fantasy novel or something?” 
 
    I checked on Tom again. He was standing where I left him, his penis was purple and his hips rocked back and forth. The horniness factor was growing larger and larger. He truly thought Scarlet Johanssen was right in front of him. 
 
    Then, curious, I looked for Bobby’s mind. 
 
    He was asleep, and I blinked. That nasty, little boy! He was having a wet dream! In his dream his girlfriend, Tanya, was on her knees. He was holding her head in his hands and face fucking her. She was mumbling, “Oh, baby! You’re so big!” 
 
    He was grinning, and I had a thought. Don’t cum! He frowned in his sleep. I looked for that thought he had hid from me the other day, but couldn’t see anything. Huh! I could mind read a lot of things, but when the man put up a block I was kept out. Thinking about it, I supposed that was good. People should have some place to have their secret thoughts, to remain true to who they thought they were in their minds. But I wanted that secret. It didn’t feel good, and I didn’t want some sort of perverted anchor holding Bobby back in his mind. Well, I would just have to work him until he broke down and told me. 
 
    I brought my focus back to my daughter and smiled. I reached into the big pocket of my robe and took out one of the little boxes of earrings I had gotten at the yard sale. I placed it on the table, but I kept my hand on it. 
 
    Tina looked down, and I knew she was thinking that I was a little nuts, that I had carried this fantasy a wee bit too far. 
 
    “When you put these on you will hear thoughts. It will be disconcerting at first, but after a while it gets easy, and you’ll have to be careful that you don’t simply talk to a man just because he had a thought. You’ll have to differentiate between the voices in the real world, and the thoughts that are in their heads and that you can now hear. 
 
    “Mother…” 
 
    I kept my hand over hers and squeezed. “You have to be kind, but firm. This is not a toy to bully, but a license to educate.” 
 
    “You’re freaking me out, Mom.” 
 
    I opened the little round topped box. The earrings came in different designs and fashions, but they were all beautiful. The inventor was apparently an artisan. I was wearing a design of pearls in a lacy pattern of gold. I had picked out some silvery danglies with a little diamond in them for Tina. 
 
    I held them out. “Never take them off. Never let anybody try them on. If a man wants them, simply stop him. Give him an erection, make him orgasm. It’s hard for men to get tough when they are cumming.” 
 
    “Mother!” she was shocked by my language and what I was saying. 
 
    I turned her hand over and placed the earrings in her hand. “Put them on. 
 
    They were pretty, but she was freaked out. I simply stared at her and waited. 
 
    Slowly, she pushed a pole through a lobe and clicked it shut. Then she took the other one, put it to her ear, ran the pole through, and…click. 
 
    She blinked. Her eyes grew larger. “Is that…is that…Daddy?” 
 
    I nodded, knowing exactly what she was seeing, a grown man, naked with a big, purple, dripping erection, humping the air. 
 
    “Is that…is he with…Scarlett Johanssen?” 
 
    I smiled. “He likes Scarlett.” 
 
    “Damn!” she said. “He loves her!” 
 
    “Language.” 
 
    “Yes, mother,” she spoke, but she was looking for minds to hear. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! Bobby…is Tanya—“ 
 
    “She’s not upstairs. She’s in his dreams.” 
 
    “Man, that’s a nasty dream!” she blurted. 
 
    “Unless you want the man to do it to you. Unless you feel like sucking on a little cock. 
 
    Tina blinked, and I could see her figuring out the differences between hearing real voices and hearing mental voices. “Mother,” she whispered. 
 
    “Can you understand now why we must simply speak the truth? Why we’re going to have to be adult about sex? If we don’t then the men rule the world, every seven seconds they mentally advertise their intentions. SEX! SEX! SEX! On and on, and we are the victims of that.” 
 
    “I never knew,” her eyes were very large. 
 
    “Are you sexually experienced?” 
 
    “Mother, I…” 
 
    “Have you fucked anybody?” 
 
    She looked ashamed, and bit her lip and nodded. 
 
    I patted her hand. “That’s okay. You would have fucked somebody some time, so let’s just be grown up about this. These earrings will enable you to know which man loves you for who you are, and which one is just trying to get in your panties.” 
 
    Tina didn’t say anything for a second, then… “What if I just want to get in their pants?” 
 
    That made me blink, but I quickly realized the truth of it. Men weren’t the only sluts. Women could be sluts, and…was that really wrong? Men scratched their itch…shouldn’t women be able to? 
 
    “Then you go ahead and get in their pants. If you’re going to rule the world you shouldn’t be bound in your desires. You should be free to express them.” 
 
    A far away look came into her eyes. 
 
    “Now then, finish up, I want to get your brother going on your room.” 
 
    She smiled, gobbled a last bite of eggs, and picked up a piece of bacon. “This is going to be good!” 
 
    I couldn’t have agreed more. 
 
      
 
    “Wake up.” 
 
    Bobby mumbled, and ignored us. He had rolled over when we had entered his room, and I knew, and Tina knew, he was hiding a big, drippy hard on. 
 
    “Wake up, little brother,” she always called him little brother because she had been born seven minutes before him. 
 
    “Go fuck yourself.” 
 
    I blinked, then realized he didn’t know I had come in right after her. 
 
    “Limp.” 
 
    His cock shrunk, and we could see him shifting under the blankets, wondering what had happened to his big and enjoyable morning wood. 
 
    “Get hard.” 
 
    SPROING! We could feel the excitement rage through his mind. We could also feel the consternation. Surely his sister couldn’t have just effected his best friend…could she? 
 
    “Get limp.” 
 
    His pecker shrank. He spun around and sat up, legs over the edge of the bed and stared at his groin. Then he realized that I was standing at Tina’s shoulder. 
 
    “MOM!” He covered himself with the blankets. 
 
    “Language,” I grinned. 
 
    “Stand up,” commanded Tina. 
 
    “Too harsh,” I said. “Treat him like a boyfriend, no poke attached, of course. 
 
    Tina smiled. “Boner,” she said sweetly. 
 
    “Eek!” Bobby squeaked. He looked up at her, at me, and I could feel him feeling his now raging hard on. 
 
    “Limp.” 
 
    He looked about to cry now. 
 
    “Stand up, sweet brother of mine.” 
 
    There was more sex in the air than in a New Orlean’s whorehouse, and now he responded. He found himself standing up, and he madly tried to hold to the blanket. 
 
    “Let go of the blanket.” 
 
    He shook his head. I touched Tina’s shoulder, “Let me butt in here for a second.” 
 
    She stepped to the side and I stepped in front of the now quaking Bobby. I opened my robe and he gasped. There, in front of him, an arm’s length away, was his mother’s naked body. His mouth opened and he stared at my large, firm breasts. His eyes traveled down to my crotch. I could feel him admiring me. 
 
    Mis mind was screaming SEX! SEX! SEX! continuously. 
 
    “Drop the blanket, honey.”  
 
    He didn’t want to, I could feel him wailing away in his mind, but he loosed his grip and the blanket fell to the floor. 
 
    He was a handsome hunk. Bursting with young muscles. And his cock was particularly beautiful. It was big and strong and near bursting with the desire to squirt. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh, Mom! He wants to fuck you.” 
 
    “That’s just men, dear. They want to fuck anything, and Bobby knows me from when he was just a little squirt, literally,” we both giggled at the idea of Bobby as a sperm. “He knows you intimately, too. When he sees you naked he’s going to near come out of his mind.” 
 
    “Mom?” Bobby’s voice was quavering. “What is happening?” 
 
    I didn’t want to get into the earrings, so I decided to give him a story. “Didn’t you know? Very special women gain a superpower at the age of 18. We can control your sex, and we can control you.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “We never told you, but Tina’s 18, and she needs to practice her powers on somebody. That somebody is you.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Shut, dear. We’ll make this quick, and then you can paint your sister’s room.” 
 
    He was so shocked by what was happening he didn’t even notice that I had said he was going to be painting. 
 
    “Geez, Mom. Look how big he is.” 
 
    I looked down at my son’s penis. Yes, it was big. Just like his father’s, a little bigger actually. 
 
    I said to Tina, “He’s been softened up, go ahead. Try the things I was telling you about.” 
 
    Tina nodded, cleared her throat, and said, “Feel this?” 
 
    I couldn’t read her mind, but I could tell, from Bobby’s reaction what she was thinking. 
 
    He reached down and took his penis in hand. He began to stroke. 
 
    “Let go.” 
 
    Stricken, he let go, his hands just hung to the side. His eyes were big and little tears were squeezing out. 
 
    “Feel this.” 
 
    Bobby jerked, and twisted his hips. “Don’t!” 
 
    She was giving him an invisible blow job. Just like the one he had received from his girlfriend in his dreams, but even more intense. After all, the blow job in his dreams was him wishing and dreaming. This one was other generated. 
 
    He jumped, and I knew she had goosed him. 
 
    I smiled. “Okay, let’s leave him to his dreams for a moment and check on your father.” 
 
    “Think of a sexy woman, she’s on her knees in front of you. She’s kissing your balls. She’s giving you head.” 
 
    I blinked. Oh, my God! He was thinking of me. 
 
    For a second I was queasy. Sex between mother and son was wrong. Then I took myself in hand and realized this was all in his head. What did it matter if he obsessed on me? As long as I kept myself under control…let him have what he wants. There would be time enough later to train him, and maybe to get him to focus on somebody other than myself. 
 
    But Tina wasn’t that gracious. “Think of somebody else other than Mom.” 
 
    The body on her knees in his mind morphed into…Tina! 
 
    “Oh, gross!” she blurted. 
 
    Bobby knew he was thinking wrong, but he couldn’t stop himself. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey,” I patted Tina on the shoulder. 
 
    “No, it’s not. Doesn’t he have a girlfriend?” 
 
    With that thought the body on her knees in his mind morphed again, and this time into Tanya. 
 
    “That’s better,” sighed Tina. “Stay here and get your blow job, but remember, no cumming.” 
 
    Bobby stood there, his hands as if holding his girlfriend’s head, his hips moving back and forth, and he gave a little squeak of a sob from the back of his throat. 
 
    Tina and I left the room. Outside in the hallway. “Jeez, Mom. He loves us more than his girlfriend.” 
 
    “We’re just the women he knows the best. And he did come up with her right after us, so he’s learning, growing. I’ll bet that on the day he thinks of her first, and not us, you’ll be a very sad woman.” 
 
    She frowned, and would have said something, but we walked into my bedroom. 
 
    “Hi, Tom. How’s it going?” 
 
    He was dazed and drooling. His hips went back and forth and his lips were puckered and searching for the kiss that would never come. 
 
    “Wow,” blurted Tina. Then: “Man, look at his cock!” 
 
    His cock was so purple, so large, and there was a big, damp spot on the carpet under it. 
 
    “Yes, he’s got a big one. Unfortunately, he thinks he can put it in anybody.” 
 
    I stepped in front of him. “Say good bye to Scarlett, honey. Come home to Mama.” 
 
    He blinked, his visions faded, and he focused on me. “Jane?” Then: “JANE! I’m sorry! I didn’t…where’d she…what is…” 
 
    “Aw, did Scarlett leave you? Wasn’t your dick big enough?” 
 
    Tina giggled, and Tom finally realized that she was standing to one side. 
 
    His arms jerked, tried to move, but he was horny, and he was under my control, and I had told him not to move form this spot. 
 
    “Put your hands to the side.” 
 
    He extended his hands. He tired to look at me, at Tina. At me. 
 
    “Tina, go to your room!” He blurted. 
 
    “Not a chance, Daddy.” 
 
    I stepped back. “Handle your father, dear.” 
 
    Tina said, “Limp.” 
 
    Tom actually managed to move, he looked down at his rapidly shrinking dick. 
 
    “Boner.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “Limp.” 
 
    He stared at her as his penis dwindled. 
 
    “Boner.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” he breathed. “Not…not you!” 
 
    “Yes, me, Daddy dear. And while you’re still my father, our positions have changed.” 
 
    “But…but—“ 
 
    I put in, “Women are in charge, dear. You can still play the father, and Tina has said she will listen to you as long as you’re polite. But if you’re impolite, or unfair in your demands as a father, well…” 
 
    Tom: “This isn’t right!” He sobbed. Tears were coming freely now. 
 
    Then something happened that I didn’t expect. 
 
    Tom began to rise in the air. He panicked, but not even panic could rescue him. 
 
    I stared at Tina, and I realized that she was younger than me, and she had youth on her side, and she was terribly stronger than me. I mean, she was actually levitating him! 
 
    She turned him towards her, she made him lay back, then she turned him over. He was on his belly, his monster dick pointing at the floor. 
 
    “Daddy, I want you to cum one drop.” 
 
    I had to make myself be quiet. She wasn’t doing anything wrong, she was just stretching her ‘muscles.’ 
 
    Tom surged, his whole body gave a wave, culminating at his penis, and a big drop of sperm dropped out of his penis. It splattered on the floor. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    She turned him back upright and set him down. 
 
    “Now, Daddy, I love you dearly. I always will. But sometimes you look down on me, like I’m a kid, or…or just a girl. Those days are through. Do you understand?” 
 
    Tom was in shock. He blubbered incoherently. He didn’t even try to grab his pulsing penis. 
 
    Tina turned to me. “Is that okay, Mother?” 
 
    “Honey, that is perfect. Control with compassion. No nonsense, yet understanding. Today you are a woman.” 
 
    She smiled and hugged me, and that sort of surprised me, and then I realized that she was hugging me not just as a daughter, but as a woman made equal.  
 
    And I realized: Children must grow, and they must outgrow their parents. 
 
    “Shall we go see to Bobby?” 
 
    I smiled and said, “One last thing.” I turned to Tom, who was shaken and blubbering. 
 
    “Stop crying.” 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    I went to the closet and got out a negligee. I tossed it to him. “Put this on.” 
 
    The question was in his mind, why? But he put the negligee on. I realized that this was truly devious. If my commands weren’t enough, the flimsy material would rub his penis all day, would drive him half insane. Heck, maybe all the way insane. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Tom, you cheated on me, and you can’t believe how that hurts. You will wear articles of women’s clothing until I feel you have grown up and started acting—and thinking—like a man. And, I’ll tell you, hubby of mine. I like this look. It makes me sort of horny. So the more girly stuff you wear, the hornier I will get, and the more I will go out and find men to fuck. Do you think I’ll be able to fuck as many men as you’ve fucked women?” 
 
    A far away look came into his eyes. He was thinking of all the women he had boffed, and how feminized I could make him. 
 
    “Now then. You will wear panties when anybody can see you, say you’re mowing the lawn or something, but that’s all. Just this negligee, and panties outside. Do you understand.” 
 
    He nodded, a look of profound misery creeping into his eyes. 
 
    “Good. Today you will clean all the windows and screens. If you get done you will ask me or Tina what next to do. If we are gone and you are finished you can watch Sex and the City.” 
 
    Tina giggled. She knew, we all knew, how much Tom hated that show. Giggly girls obsessed with sex. Women’s porn, he called it. And now he was going to have to watch it. 
 
    “Okay, now that we’re all on the same page,” I glanced at Tina and winked, “I want you to go have breakfast, two hard-boiled eggs with no salt, lemon juice, and a Viagra pill.” 
 
    Tina held her mouth and a laugh squirted around the edges of her hand. 
 
    “Okay, scratch he viagra. But after breakfast you will clean the kitchen, spotless, immaculate, and then you will see to the screens and windows. You may move now.” 
 
    I turned and left the room and Tina followed me. Behind us we could feel Tom walking towards the door. SEX! SEX! SEX! in his mind, his hard on raging, his whole body quivering with the desire to cum. 
 
    We walked into Bobby’s room. 
 
    Bobby was standing there, much the same as Tom had been standing. He was fucking the air, and, in his mind, Tanya’s mouth. His penis was monstrous! It was flicking off bits of pre-cum.” 
 
    “Wake up, Bobby boy.” 
 
    Bobby’s eyes snapped open and he realized what he was doing. He stopped moving and his face was filled with humiliation. 
 
    “Brother, dear, you will wear panties and my bra under—no, make it one of Mother’s bras.” 
 
    I blinked. Once again my daughter was outdoing me. 
 
    “She’s slightly bigger than me.” 
 
    “Do you want to put anything in the cups, dear?” 
 
    “Uh, not now. But you’ve given me some ideas.” Back to Bobby. “Today you are going to pick up my clothes—and yes, you may sniff my panties—and then you will do the laundry. After that you will move all my furniture into the hallway, put a drop cloth down, and wait for me. I’m going to get paint, and if you are done before I get back you may stroke yourself, slowly, but no cumming. I want my room painted today. And if you do a good job I will help you catch up with your homework.” 
 
    Well, that was a blinker! My daughter might be a bit more perverse than me, but she had a finely tuned sense of responsibility. 
 
    “Are you ready to start?” 
 
    Bobby waited a moment, figured out he was supposed to respond, and nodded his head. 
 
    “You may start.” 
 
    With a barely concealed sob, Bobby left the room. 
 
    Tina turned to me. “How was that, Mother?” 
 
    “Honey, that was marvelous!” 
 
    And we grinned at each other.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Tina took Tom’s car. Normally he didn’t let her drive his Mustang, but things were different now. She even honked the horn and waved to him when she left, and he almost fell off the ladder he was climbing. 
 
    I took a last look at Bobby’s mind, he was moving furniture, and his erect penis was actually getting in the way, heh heh. 
 
    I went out to where Tom was climbing the ladder to a screen. “Tom, I’m going to go find somebody to fuck now. I’ll be bringing you home a nice, tasty treat.” 
 
    He turned to me, to beg, his face tormented, but I just waggled a finger ‘no’ and left. I could feel him on ladder, his heart sinking like the sun in the ocean at sunset. 
 
    I didn’t care. 
 
    I could see in his mind now, and I was finding some interesting things. For instance, he was thinking SEX! SEX! SEX! every five seconds. But when I said I was going to fuck somebody else his SEX! SEX! SEX! went to every three seconds. 
 
    Could the thought of me fucking somebody other than him actually turn him on? 
 
    Heck, if I’d known that I would have been out boffing the world a long time ago. 
 
    I drive a Beamer. It’s an old model, with all the bells and whistles, and it’s a convertible. 
 
    My favorite sport was driving around with the top down, letting the wind take my hair, ruling the world in my mind. 
 
    Now I was ruling the world for real. 
 
    I went to the Cow Shed Tavern. Yeah, I know. what a name, eh?  
 
    Anyway, it’s a small joint, intimate, and they served good hamburgers and delicious beer and drinks. 
 
    I giggled as I pulled into the parking lot. I never drank beer because I didn’t want to turn into a cow. But now, with my new found powers, I could. After all, Tom could never fall out of love with me now. And in the far fetched chance that he could, I could make any man in the world fall in love with me. 
 
    I walked into the bar, saw Sandy sitting at a booth, and sauntered over to her. She saw me coming, waved to me, then waved to the waitress. 
 
    Sandy’s my besty from forever. 
 
    In high school we had fought over the same boys, until we realized that most boys weren’t men. By then we were ready for college, and there were more than enough shallow men to go around. 
 
    Physically, we were close. Her boobs were a little bigger than mine, but so was her butt, which I delighted in telling her. She was brunette to my blonde and wore her hair a little longer and fluffier, the better to hide her weight problems. 
 
    She stood up when I reached the table and we hugged and air kissed, and she pinched my bottom. 
 
    We sat down and grinned. 
 
    “Well, girlfriend? How’re they hanging?” 
 
    I hefted my boobs and said, “You be the judge.” 
 
    We giggled, and the waitress arrived. 
 
    “Hamburgers,” we announced together, and I asked for no pickles. I confided to the waitress, “Pickles are like cheating men, you don’t want them around.” 
 
    She winked, and I surprised Sandy. “A couple of shots of whiskey, when we’re about done with the burgers.” 
 
    The girl nodded, smiled, and left. 
 
    “Drinking this early in the day?” 
 
    “Cause to celebrate.” 
 
    “Oh? What’s up?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you in a minute. Let’s eat, first.” 
 
    At that moment a group of men entered the bar. They were middle-aged. One was redheaded, one bald, one was thin with dark hair, and the last was chubby with dark hair, They were a little loud, full of themselves, and they took a table across the room. Their boisterous chatter sort of ruined the ambience of the bar. 
 
    “Great,” muttered Sandy. To me: “You want to go to the patio?” 
 
    “Oh, no. I want you to watch something. See the redhead?” 
 
    She looked. “Yeah.” 
 
    “He’s going to jump, maybe even yelp. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Now, I couldn’t pinch him from all the way across the room, but I could put a sexual thought into his mind. The sexual thought was of somebody biting his ass. 
 
    “Hey!” The red headed fellow jumped, rubbed his butt and looked around. 
 
    The others looked at him questioningly, but he just said he sat on something. Maybe a nail, and it must have fallen on the floor and rolled away. Leastwise, nobody could find the nail. 
 
    Sandy stared at me. “How did you know that was going to happen?” 
 
    “I caused it.” 
 
    She stared at me. Then she grinned. “Yeah, right. Jedi mind tricks.” 
 
    “See the bald guy?” 
 
    She looked and saw. 
 
    “He’s going to start to sweat inside of thirty seconds. He’s going to look very uncomfortable. He might even pull his collar out.” 
 
    Sandy stared at the men. 
 
    I sent a message to the bald guy’s libido. SPROING! 
 
    I could see the tell of reactions and I turned up the juice. I made soft tongues circle his cock head. I stuck a ghost tongue right into the slit on the head of his cock. 
 
    At one point the man looked at his lap. He started to fidget, and he finally pulled out his collar and even wiped his forehead. 
 
    “How are you…?” Amazement in her voice. 
 
    “See the skinny one?” 
 
    She nodded, and I realized that she was now speechless. 
 
    I put the image of a sexy woman blowing on his cock, and he felt the sharp wind, the cool breath, and his cock went SPROING! Then I slid a cool finger under his cock, under his balls, and up his crack to his asshole. 
 
    “AIEE!” He jumped up. 
 
    The men were looking around now, and starting to compare notes, and I could make out the word ‘haunted’ being bandied around. 
 
    And our hamburgers arrived. 
 
    I put extra mayo on the bun, and tossed the tomato. I like tomatoes, but this was too thick and a bit green. But the onions, mmm. 
 
    Sandy just sat there, staring at me. 
 
    “Eat, girlfriend. Pad your stomach for the booze. We’re going to have fun today.” 
 
    The men across the room were all leaned together, talking animatedly in low voices. I could have listened in through their minds if I wanted, but I didn’t care. I knew what they were discussing. Then I noticed that the chubby, dark-haired one was scoffing. 
 
    Scoffing. Hmm. 
 
    Without saying anything, I was content to let Sandy eat, I stuck a mental digit up his ass. 
 
    Oh, how he jumped, and that was the end of his scoffing. 
 
    We ate, and I nibbled a couple of fries, and the drinks arrived. 
 
    I sat, and anticipated, and more people came into the bar. 
 
    Good. I wanted more people. I was going to have to convince Sandy, and the more men I goosed, and which I would teach her to goose, the easier it would be. 
 
    We finished our burgers, licked our fingers, and she blurted, “Okay. Now…what gives?” 
 
    “Sandy, what if you could control men?” 
 
    “Yeah, right.” She laughed. “That would be like controlling the wind. You never know which way they’ll blow.” 
 
    “You just saw me control them.” 
 
    She blinked at that. Yes, she had seen me predict behavior and reactions, but…she was having a hard time with that. 
 
    “I came into a power. I can hear men’s thoughts. Their sexual thoughts specifically, but that opens the door to hearing all their thoughts, and even controlling those thoughts.” 
 
    She lifted up her whiskey and looked at it. “Any LSD in this?” 
 
    “Would you like me to demonstrate again?” 
 
    She said nothing. Like Tina, she was freaking a little bit. 
 
    “Pick out a man.” 
 
    She pointed at the bartender. I smiled. it was the same one I had seen on a night previous.  
 
    “Go up and ask for a bourbon and Coke. While he’s making it watch his crotch.” 
 
    “His…crotch?” She was incredulous. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “Okay,” she sounded dubious. 
 
    She got up and walked to the bar. The hunky bar man came to her and smiled and asked what he could get for her. 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” I could see her mouth move, and I blasted the barkeep. 
 
    I grabbed his cock with my mind and I twisted. I slapped his balls,  and screamed SEX! into his mind. He jumped, and groaned, and looked down. 
 
    Sandy looked down, then she turned and looked at me. I could see the shock on her face. 
 
    The guy was red-faced, but he managed to turn a bit and keep his erection out of things, and mix a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Sandy brought the drink back, sat down across from me, and her mouth was still open. 
 
    “Your treat,” I toasted her. “Thanks.” 
 
    “You’re…welcome. I think.” 
 
    “Now, do you need more demonstration? Or can I get on with the explanation?” 
 
    “Please. Tell me.” She actually gulped. She was nervous. This was beyond crazy for her. 
 
    “Okay, I bought a pair of earrings the other day, and…” I told her about the old lady who gave me the earrings. I told her about hearing men’s thoughts, and how men couldn’t help but think SEX! SEX! SEX! every seven seconds. Then I got into it. 
 
    “Look, Sandy. These are my earrings, but I’m willing to share on a couple of conditions.” 
 
    “What conditions?” She wasn’t suspicious, she just wanted to know. 
 
    “When you are done with them, and that means when your ability to hear men’s minds is stable and you don’t need the earrings, you have to give them back to me.  
 
    “These are powerful, and I don’t want to risk some crazy bitch getting ahold of them. I don’t want anybody abusing men just because they can. I don’t want some cuckoo nut job going around and giving men boners and then castrating them.” 
 
    “This sounds like you have a deeper plan.” 
 
    “I do. But for me to make that plan work I need good women, strong women who are willing to use sex to train men, and who won’t abuse the privilege.” 
 
    “And you think I’m that trustworthy.” 
 
    I gave a lopsided grin. “I’ll take a chance.” 
 
    We chuckled. 
 
    Then: “Now, we can go into my plans later on. Right now, would you like to experience this new power?” 
 
    “Does the Pope have hemorrhoids?” 
 
    I reached into my purse and took out a pair of earrings. These had a little emerald on the end of the danglies. 
 
    “I’ll have to wear green,” Sandy mused, examining them. She looked up. “What do I do?” 
 
    “Put them on, and get ready to hear a whole new level of voices. You’ll start to hear men all over the bar, just like they’re talking to you. Don’t freak. Just sit there and wait, and let yourself get used to the voices. It doesn’t take but a minute and you’ll be able to sort them out. 
 
    Sandy nodded, and I handed her the earrings. 
 
    Looking very intense, Sandy put one earring in. 
 
    “They look good with your eyes.” 
 
    She nodded. She put the other post through her lobe and…click! 
 
    The world changed for Sandy, and her eyes opened in shock. 
 
    I knew it was a lot, the confusion of hearing the thoughts of a dozen different men at once, and I though maybe I should find a better place than a bar to give women their first earrings. 
 
    “Oh…oh.” She turned her head, then her whole body. Within a half a minute I knew that she was separating voices. “That man,” she was staring at a businessmen. “He keeps thinking of sex.” 
 
    “Every seven seconds,” I agreed. 
 
    And…he’s planning to cheat on her!” She was staring at a couple in a corner booth. The man was holding the girl’s hand and pledging eternal love, and in his mind he was fucking some slattern. Even paying for it. 
 
    “We’ve got to tell her! Warn her! 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Sandy asked, “Why? He’s going to hurt her!” 
 
    “I’m going to give him a command, watch him, listen carefully.” 
 
    I thought; you will be limp for one year. 
 
    Sandy’s mouth dropped open again. She looked at me, startled, and started laughing. “You…you really…” and she laughed some more. 
 
    “Okay, see that delivery man that came in?” 
 
    She turned around. “Yes, oh, he’s thinking SEX! Do they all?” 
 
    “Every seven seconds. Listen and count.” 
 
    She did, and after fourteen seconds she saw the pattern and grinned. “I knew they were horn dogs, but…every seven seconds?” 
 
    “If they thing SEX! SEX! SEX! faster than every seven seconds you’ve got a pervert on your hands. That one I just made limp, he wasn’t thinking faster than seven, but you could see how filthy his thoughts were.” 
 
    “It was like his whole mind was a ball of slimy mud.” 
 
    “Exactly. Now, the delivery man. Give him a boner.” 
 
    She concentrated, and I could tell she was forcing the thought. The delivery man ignored it. He went on with his SEX! SEX! SEX! thought every seven seconds. 
 
    “Gently. No effort. Just think it, like you’re saying it to me in passing conversation.” 
 
    She got it quickly then, and the delivery guy blinked and straightened up, then he adjusted his crotch. 
 
    Sandy giggled.  
 
    “That guy at the bar. Imagine a finger tickling his butthole.” 
 
    She looked at me, aghast, but in a good way. “Really?” 
 
    “It’s only sex,” I responded. 
 
    She thought, and the man jumped and looked behind him. Then he headed for the bathroom. 
 
    Sandy and I went into hysterics. “He thought he crapped his pants!” 
 
    “Did you see the look on his face!” 
 
    Chuckling, we settled down and we looked at each other. 
 
    “Now, you can do this to Jim, he’s your hubby. And you can do it to your boys, but be careful. Make sure they’re old enough to handle being manipulated. I mean, you can manipulate anybody—any man, that is—but you don’t want anybody finding out, unless you’re working with them on a personal level and you know they won’t be gabbing.” 
 
    “That should be easy. Men don’t talk about sex much. And…I could do my brother, my older boy, and Jim. But I’ll be careful.” 
 
    “And call for help, advise, or just a shoulder to cry on.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    We drank then, got a little loopy, and we messed with men’s minds, and their sex, and the afternoon whiled away. Finally, it being late, Sandy headed for home, and new adventures with the men of her life, and I looked around for a man to fuck. 
 
    Men, men, everywhere, and which one do I fuck? 
 
    I went to the bar and camped on a barstool and inspected the offerings. 
 
    That one was a bit ugly. Had bad teeth. 
 
    Too old. 
 
    Oh, yuck! That one was thinking of doing my butt. 
 
    As I sat and perused, I became aware that men were gravitating. Not physically. They didn’t jump up and run and fight to sit next to me. But man after man, especially after I inspected them for a few seconds, turned and invariably made eye contact with me. 
 
    I started being more careful, and more circumspect. 
 
    That one was too young. That one was too fat, that one was…I stopped. I retracked. Too young? 
 
    He was only 20, got in on a fake ID, but, Lord, he was handsome. He was Brad Pitt handsome, with a grin that would melt hearts. 
 
    I put the thought in his head, MILF? 
 
    He wasn’t even looking at me, and he started nodding his head and smiling. 
 
    I put the idea of SEX in his head…but over to the left of his head. I didn’t want to wait for him to happen on me. I was a little drunk, and I was horny, and I was in a hurry. 
 
    After all, Tom was waiting for a good meal. Heh. 
 
    He felt the SEX in the air, in his mind, and he turned and looked at it, and right at me.  
 
    I smiled. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    I waited. 
 
    I could feel him trying to work up the courage. After all, I was an older woman. What if I freaked on him? A lot of women would. But he finally threw all hope aside and sauntered over to me. 
 
    “This seat taken?” 
 
    I shook my head slowly, meeting his eyes. I enforced the SEX! SEX! SEX! in his mind. I shaped his thoughts and focused them on me. 
 
    When I smiled I gave him a boner. When he asked if I wanted a drink I tapped my glass, nodded, and ghosted his cock. 
 
    Oh, he could feel it. He could hardly concentrate for the feeling of fingers trailing along his meat, but what thoughts he did have were solely about me. 
 
    Our drinks arrived and I leaned to him and asked, “So you have a thing for MILFs?” 
 
    He was nonplussed, but game. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Honey?” I grinned. “I’m your meat. I love young men, if they’re big enough. Are you big enough?” 
 
    I had already looked into his mind and I knew he was big enough. 
 
    He licked his lips, tried not to be nervous and said, “I hope so.” 
 
    I laughed, took his hand in mine and said, “Would you like to fuck me in the bathroom? Or would you…yeah. Let’s take a short drive.” 
 
    I had seen he was scared of fucking in the bathroom. 
 
    We walked out of the bar and over to my car. He looked at it and frowned, but I had him by the balls, literally, and he relaxed and got in. 
 
    Inside the car I put a hand on his stick shift and took off. 
 
    I wheeled it through turns, went into the hills, and searched for a spot to have my fun in. Every once in a while I glanced at my young lover, and he was having the most delightful thoughts. He wanted a MILF, but he was a bit shy. He had had two drinks in him before he braved me. 
 
    I would have to see what I could do to make this a wonderful experience. 
 
    I found a turnout with a little path that led to a barbecue area. It was small, and I was surprised the state hadn’t dismantled it. 
 
    We walked down the path, him following me, and we reached the cooking area. Nobody was there. 
 
    I turned to the man, I didn’t even know his name, and I didn’t care to. I planted a kiss on his mouth that was so hot he didn’t need me telling him to have a boner. I told him anyway, though. 
 
    Then I slid down his body, to my knees, and unzipped him. 
 
    His mind was blown. He was in awe before I even started in on him, and that happy frame of mind built up my moves in his mind. He was shortly gasping, holding my head, and he felt like his dick was going to explode. 
 
    I rose up, “Honey, don’t you cum now.” 
 
    He shook his head and we went back to kissing. 
 
    What he lacked in experience he made up for with youthful energy.  I let him bend me back onto the picnic table, then I pushed him away. 
 
    “Let’s do the dog,” 
 
    I turned around, pulled my skirt up and my panties down, and he charged in with his mouth. Oh, Lord. It was wonderful. His mouth kissed my snatch like we were Frenching, and his nose was pressed right against my crack. I could feel a thrill shooting through me. 
 
    Then he was standing behind me and pushing his big cock into me. I gasped as he filled me, then I wiggled back. 
 
    He leaned over me, reached around and cupped my boobs. His big hands held me, and his palms roughed up my nipples. I groaned and pushed back harder. His cock came in further, and it felt like he was stirring my insides. I could feel all that heat and excitement like stew in the cauldron. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whispered, and he rammed me. 
 
    Man, I was glad I had had the forethought to tell him not to cum, because it felt like he was right on the trigger. He kept shoving and shoving, eventually flattening me out on the table. My cheek was on the green painted wood. My hips were hard on the planks, and he crawled up and lifted my hips with his hands and kept slamming and slamming, using my buns like they were trampolines, bouncing and then diving in for more. 
 
    I loved it. This was what I needed. Not a husband who was lazy and bored by sex. I needed a man to treat me like a woman that needed to be fucked. 
 
    We fucked long. Not five minutes, or ten, or even fifteen. We fucked for a half hour, and I mean hard fucked. He was feeling the desperation. He should have been able to cum before this, but he couldn’t, and the longer it took the harder he worked. 
 
    Sometimes it takes a little longer for a woman. Sometimes she needs that little extra. I was getting a lot extra, and loving every minute, every inch, every bead of hot sweaty fuck. 
 
    But finally, I knew it was time. I relaxed, took a few extra strokes, and the big O jumped up and bit me. God, my whole body froze, spasmed, and I actually cried out. My eyeballs rolled up, and for a second the man thought he had actually hurt me. 
 
    Then my eyes, a bit dazed and rolling around, came back into a sort of focus. My pussy stopped clasping and pulling greedily, and I released my hold on his cum. 
 
    BAM! The sperm shot into me like a firehose. I had fucked him so long, made him so desperate, that he had a massive load. I lay back and enjoyed the semen he was pouring into me. I know that some women go ‘yuck!’ and don’t really want it. Not me. I always feel that the amount of semen you can pull out of a man decides the worth of the fuck. And, man, was he worthy. 
 
    Finally, I lay there, breathing hard, all scrunched down against the picnic bench, my tits flattened out and my buns up in the air. 
 
    He pulled out of me and began tucking himself in. 
 
    I groaned and rolled over, his semen was pouring out of me. I squeezed my legs together and pulled my panties up. A minute later we were walking back to the car. We held hands, our arms swung, and we grinned at each other. 
 
    “How was this MILF?” I asked. 
 
    I had been in his mind and I knew the answer. 
 
    “I only want MILFs from here on out. If some chickie wants me I’m going to tell her to wait and grow up a little.” 
 
    I chuckled. “So I’ve ruined you for anything except MILFs.” 
 
    “Totally,” he nodded, and he meant it. 
 
    I dropped him off at the Cow Shed and headed for home. 
 
    I felt happy, sated, and well fucked. And, here’s the thing with good fucking, you always want more. 
 
    I pulled into the driveway, got out of the car and walked up to the house. 
 
    The windows were sparkling, the screens were brushed and washed clean. I smiled happily. All the sex I wanted, and I get a clean house, too. 
 
    I walked into the living room and Sex and the City was playing. 
 
    Tina was sitting with Bobby on the couch, and I grinned. 
 
    Tina was naked, and proud of it. Bobby was naked too, except for the bra and panties. It looked like Tina had put something in the bra. I made a mental note to get him some breast forms and his own bra. 
 
    He was painting her toenails. She looked at me and gave me a thumbs up. Bobby looked at me and had that thousand yard stare. He was in combat, and hadn’t figured it out yet. Well, he would, as soon as he gave up resisting and began learning how to behave. 
 
    “Where’s your father?” 
 
    “Upstairs.” 
 
    “Mom?” Bobby pleaded. 
 
    “I told you no whining to Mom!” 
 
    Bobby groaned, and I saw what Tina had done. She had warmed one ball and cooled the other one. The result was like a Florida rain, but with lots of thunder and no lightening. 
 
    “You’re going to have to do that one again. Then I’ll do yours.” 
 
    Bobby groaned. 
 
    Happy with the progress I’d made, with the new direction of the family, I headed upstairs. 
 
    I could feel Tom’s thoughts as I walked down the hall. SEX! SEX! SEX! Every five seconds. Tinged with desperation. His dick was as hard as I had ever seen it. And dripping. And I could feel phantom hands puling on it, base to tip, base to tip, a never ending stroking that was driving him crazy. He must have pissed Tina off, and I made another mental note. Remember that particular stroke and keep doing it to him. 
 
    I went in, pulled off my panties and laid on the bed. My pussy smelled ripe form the work out I had given it, and cum dribbled out of me. 
 
    Tom was in the shower. He wasn’t singing, and he wasn’t happy, and yet he was pulling on his cock like he thought he might be able to make it cum. 
 
    Ha! Fat chance. 
 
    He pulled and stroked and even slapped his own balls, and finally, when the water turned cold, he got out. Glumly, he dried himself off, then stepped into the bedroom and stopped. 
 
    Me. 
 
    “Hello,” I said cheerfully. 
 
    “Hi.” He had that haunted look. Then: “You saw me in the shower.” 
 
    “Was that you fapping? I thought it might be. Did you have a good cum?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Jane. Please. https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09SGPLG7Z/ref=sr_1_2?crid=17ZVLH0OI2WAE&keywords=FEMALE+DIFFERENT+Kidnapped%2C+feminization%2C+chastity…where+does+it+end%3F&qid=1644926429&sprefix=female+different+kidnapped%2C+feminization%2C+chastity+where+does+it+end+%2Caps%2C74&sr=8-2Let me cum.” 
 
    “I certainly will.” 
 
    “You will?” Hope. 
 
    “Some day.” Hope dashed. 
 
    “But, while you’re waiting,” I flashed SEX! SEX! SEX! in his mind. Not that I needed to, he had lots of sex on his mind, but I wanted to direct it towards me. 
 
    “You’re going to have to learn that even if you were able to jack off in the shower, that would be cheating.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Sure. We’re married. Community property. Your car is our car. Of course my car is my car, but…” I grinned, “Your semen is my semen. And I certainly don’t want to waste my semen down the drain. Right?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. His mind was like a cloudy day. Not dangerous or ominous, just…murky with suppressed feelings and hidden urges. 
 
    “Now, Tom. Speaking of cum…” 
 
    I spread my legs and waited. 
 
    With a moan he came to me. SEX! SEX! SEX! leading him by the nose. And I realized what was happening. 
 
    He was equating sex with eating another man’s cum. 
 
    It was a heady moment, because I realized, if I was so inclined, I could make him eat cum straight from the source. I could blast SEX! SEX! SEX! into his mind and lead him to a man’s penis, and he would…suck it. Because he thought it was SEX! SEX! SEX! 
 
    Of course, I wasn’t a mean person. I could do that, but a person’s sexual preferences should be his own. 
 
    And that was why I had to be very careful in who I selected to wear the earrings. 
 
    Tom was licking me now, and here’s the funny thing: I was almost ready to cum again. 
 
    Of course, women, once they start to go multiple, often have less and less trouble having orgasms. If they were just doing sex every once in a while, then it was hard to cum. But when they got warmed up and started going crazy, the cums got easier and easier. 
 
    Already I could feel the warm urge in me, the ocean of O waiting to come up and snag me, pull me under, drown me in pleasure. 
 
    Tom was sucking the young man’s cum out of me now. I had kept my legs closed tightly on the way home, and there was still a lot in there. I could feel it, now that my legs were open and Tom was sucking, flowing. I felt a large clump ooze out, and Tom sucked it up. 
 
    I smiled. What a life. A man to work for me, support me, love me…and now I could always go out and get something different. A bigger cock, a smaller one. A crooked one a colored one. 
 
    Tom made grunting sounds. He was eating me so hard he was forgetting to breath, and I felt the orgasm sweep up and over me. I grabbed his head, squeezed with my thighs, then pushed him away. I laid on my side and held my legs together. My thighs were shivering and the muscles inside my pussy were quivering like a fat lady’s belly. 
 
    Tom had fallen on the floor when I pushed him, and he slowly stood up, licked his lips, and watched me come down. 
 
    “Was it good?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Can you let me cum?” 
 
    “Of course.” I smiled. “One drop.” 
 
    It was so quick he didn’t have time to roll his eyes back. One drop spurted out of his hard cock. He gave a choked cry and watched it fall from the end of his dick and land on his foot. 
 
    There was certainly no relief there, and I grinned. 
 
    “Tom, are you sorry you cheated on me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he said sadly, his whole body slumping. That one drop hadn’t dented his big supply of squirtem one iota. He was probably already generating twice as much to replace it. The body does that sort of thing, you know. 
 
    “Will you ever cheat on me again?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Not a chance.” 
 
    “Good. Maybe someday I’ll believe you.” 
 
    He turned away, headed back into the bathroom to wash his face. 
 
    I laid back on the bed, stretched, luxuriated in my new found paradise of a life. 
 
    The funny thing is…I believed him. 
 
    What I had done to him, keeping him hard, not letting him cum, making him eat other men’s cum out of me…it had only taken a couple of days to put him back on the straight and narrow. 
 
    So why didn’t I forgive him? 
 
    Well, me bad, I liked him like this. And aside from the fact that I had probably a thousand fucks to go before I caught up to him…in a perverse way he liked it. 
 
    Part of it was that people like to do the right thing. They like to walk the straight and narrow. 
 
    Part of it was that he was lazy and bored, and there was a certain excitement in being denied, in being force fed other men’s sperm. 
 
    So maybe I believed him, but he wasn’t done with this little journey. Not by a long shot. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
      
 
    Part one of this series is on Amazon at 
 
    The Seven Second Horn Dog! 
 
      
 
    Would you like a part three to this saga? 
 
    Would you like to see where Jane does to Tom 
 
    Would you like to see what Tina and Sandy do with their earrings?              
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “OHMYGOD!” I shrieked. “I have a pussy!” 
 
    My wife bolted upright and stared at me.  
 
    I was sitting up in bed. I was pale, sweating profusely. My eyes were large, and the dream I had had…the dream— 
 
    “Tommy? What…what is going on?” 
 
    “Oh, man!” I blurted. “I dreamed…I dreamed I was a woman!” 
 
    Jenny cocked her head slightly and smiled, “is that supposed to be bad?” 
 
    “Oh, man, it was so real. I had tits, and they were big, and I was like, hot and horny, and I was feeling them. And then I reached down for my dick, to jack off, but my dick was gone, and I was just sitting there, looking down at my crotch and I had…I had a snatch!” 
 
    Jenny lay back down, and I realized she was giggling. 
 
    “What? You think a nightmare is funny?” 
 
    “No, but a wet dream is.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but it was scary! I mean, how’d you like to lose your tits?” 
 
    “You mean these big honkers?” 
 
    She pushed the covers down and hefted her bosoms, and, man, they were big. 
 
    Quickly, I rolled over and attached a mouth to a nipple. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned. “Yes. Do me.” 
 
    I pulled on her nipple with my teeth, pulling the dark skin out, feeling the little pores and crevices with my tongue. 
 
    “Oooh, yeah.” 
 
    I used one hand to palpate her boob, squeezing it up towards the nipple. My other hand went down to her groin. 
 
    “Fuck!” She whispered as I slid two fingers into her hole. 
 
    “You’re wet, babe.” 
 
    “Oh, I am wet. And juicy. And horny. And I want your big cock in me.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I said, humping her with two fingers, my cock is gone. All I have is a hole, like you.” 
 
    “Ahhh!” she tilted her pelvis and fucked my fingers, then she pushed my head up and said, “You’ll be sorry you said that.” 
 
    “Oh, I will?” I redoubled my efforts. I liked to get her as close as possible before I entered her. 
 
    “Oh, yes…” 
 
    Then she fooled me. She began to buck on my hand. She grabbed my head and pulled it to her chest, immersed me in bosom, and exploded her orgasm all over my fingers. 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelled, my voice muffled by her big cones. “Fuck!” 
 
    But she was done. She lurched a few times, held me tight, and then it was over. She sank back and was satisfied. 
 
    I tried to roll over on her, but she pushed me away. “No thanks, dickless. Save your hole for a Lesbian.” 
 
    She laughed and rolled out of bed, quickly, before I could get some muscle on her and have my way. 
 
    I lay back. “You didn’t tell me you were that close.” 
 
    “Well, my dickless husband, with all your whining about not having any manhood, about being a woman down there, it just sort of got me real horny. Pushed me right over the edge.” 
 
    “Well come back here and push me over the edge!” 
 
    She turned at the bathroom door, struck a sexy pose with one hand on the frame. “So solly…no can do. I have a busy day planned.” 
 
    “What? Reading fashion magazines and eating chocolates?” 
 
    “Ooh, ooh, let me revise my schedule. During commercials of Sex and the City I’ll eat chocolates and read fashion magazines. She turned slowly, giving me an awesome view of her charms. She flipped her long hair back and looked over her shoulder at me, “And maybe, just maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll let you suck my toes. And paint them.” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” I threw a pillow at her. 
 
    She giggled, pushed the pillow away, and entered the bathroom. A moment later I heard the shower start up. 
 
    Fuck. Here I was horny, a stiff dick with no place to go. 
 
    “I’m going to jack off!” I yelled. 
 
    She yelled back, “Don’t you fucking dare! That dick is mine and I don’t want you abusing it.” 
 
    “Then you better abuse it!” 
 
    She leaned back from the shower, just enough so I could see her face. “Come on in here, big boy. I’ll show you what abuse is.” 
 
    I heard the shower door open and close, so, nothing for it, being an enterprising sort of fellow, I got up and went into the bathroom. I got into the shower and she squealed in delight. “Oh, goody!”  
 
    She began soaping my cock. Long, slow strokes, and I felt the skin heat up and my hips automatically started to thrust. 
 
    “Easy there, Big Boy. We don’t want no stinkin’ accidents.” 
 
    “You love this, don’t you?” I grunted, trying to get some traction, trying to fuck her hand hard enough to cum. 
 
    “My favorite sport. Get fucked, keep you hot and hard all day, then watch the fireworks tonight.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I nuzzled her and kissed her. The water ran over us making everything so wet and sexual. 
 
    “Or maybe tomorrow. Or maybe even next week.” 
 
    “Ohhh!” I groaned. “I really will abuse myself if you do that!” 
 
    “No you won’t,” she said. 
 
    “I won’t?” 
 
    “No. Because by next week you won’t have a dick. And I’ll have a sister. A sister who loves me and eats me and paints my toenails.” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” I moaned. 
 
    Sensing I was close, she let go of my cock. 
 
    “So solly,” and she giggled. 
 
      
 
    We went out for breakfast. Down to a little eatery that had the best hash browns, and indulged in those hash browns, and bacon and sausage and orange juice. 
 
    As we ate Jenny asked me, “So tell me about this weird dream you had?” 
 
    We were sitting on the patio, sort of by ourselves, and I said, “It’s funny, I was in Mrs. Morrison’s house.” 
 
    You mean the old biddy? The one in the corner house from your house?” 
 
    “That’s the one. I used to do odd jobs for her.” 
 
    “And then you stopped. I remember that. You were pretty weird for a while. You never told me what happened.” 
 
    I shrugged. It was a long time ago, when Jenny and I were kids, living near each other. We would ride bikes and play and we never dreamed we would end up falling in love and getting married. 
 
    “One day she came on to me.” 
 
    “You’re. kidding!” Jenny’s mouth opened. “But she must have been sixty years old?” 
 
    “I guess even old ladies need a little. But I was pretty young, and I just looked at her with disgust and walked out. Never did another odd job for her.” 
 
    Jenny giggled. “Fucking that old crone…now that is an odd job.” she turned pensive for a moment, “Did you know I call her an Old Bag?” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “You were pissed off at her, and I saw her on the street, and she made me angry, making you mad. So I called her an Old Bag.” 
 
    “What’d she do?” 
 
    “She just glared at me. When I was riding my bike away I looked back at her. She was like making the sign of the cross, or whatever Old Bags do. 
 
    “Wow. I never knew.”  
 
    We sat there for a moment, chuckled, then I asked: “You want a chocolate shake?” 
 
    “For breakfast?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Why not is because you don’t have to watch your svelte figure,” she preened, thrust her boobs forward, and grinned.” 
 
    “Well, you’re right. And if I don’t get to cum, then maybe I should just enjoy my chocolate shake. Right in front of you. Very delicious, slurping moment. 
 
    “You bastard!” 
 
    “Tease is as tease does,” I grinned and waved to the waitress. 
 
      
 
    We took in some yard sales, hit an antique shop, and enjoyed the beautiful morning. 
 
    Jenny, needless to say, made it much more enjoyable for me. She bumped my bulge with her hand. She played with my nipples. She stuck here hand into my pants and stroked my enormous member. 
 
    At one point, we were driving down Main Street, she said, “It doesn’t feel smaller.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” I moaned. 
 
    She didn’t, and she didn’t stop playing with me, and by the time we returned home I had a raging tiger in my pants. 
 
    We barbecued that night, just a couple of burgers and some potato salad, then we sat on the patio and watched the sun set. 
 
    She brought me out a bourbon and Coke, and she had a wine spritzer. We watched the stars come up, and she kept her hand on my crotch, rubbing, rubbing, and then, unzip, stroking, stroking. 
 
    “Wait here,” she suddenly said, and she got up and went into the house. Ten minutes passed and I wondered if she was just joking when I heard her come back out. 
 
    “Here go, lover.” She handed me a fresh drink, and I stared at her in awe. 
 
    She wore a nightgown, sheer, with a thong and a shelf bra. Her nipples rubbed the thin material and were standing right up. 
 
    I took the drink, and her hand, and helped her onto my lap. 
 
    She squirmed a bit, gave me a lap dance of sorts, and placed her arms over my shoulders. I could sip my drink, and I could look into her eyes, study her immaculately made up face, but her arms kept me from kissing her. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I blurted, as her pussy ground down upon me. 
 
    She reached down and undid my pants. My penis immediately stood up and saluted, and there we sat, her arms back on my shoulders, drinking and getting horny and unable to touch her. 
 
    Not being able to touch a woman, when you’re that horny, is the most exquisite torture. You want with all your being, but she keeps you back, controls you, tames you even as your cock rages. 
 
    My cock was in front of her pussy, pushing up against her belly. 
 
    “Kiss me, you bitch,” I whispered. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she warned me. Keeping her arms up, moving them so I couldn’t move my head, she leaned forward and nibbled my ear. Then she nuzzled my neck. Then she sat up. I wasn’t pinned, but I couldn’t sit up and pull her to me, either. 
 
    She picked up a tube of lipstick, the bright red stuff, and slowly painted her lips. It was cruel and unusual. My dick was throbbing. I couldn’t take my eyes off her mouth. 
 
    “You are such a sucker for a pair of lips,” she observed. “Feel my tits.” 
 
    I reached up and grasped her mounds. I felt the hard nipples rub against my palms. My dick kept bouncing against her belly. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she gave a mock yawn. “I’m awfully tired. Maybe we should just call it a night.” 
 
    “Oh, God…no!” I managed to pull here to me. Her chest landed on my face and I pulled her nipple into my mouth. 
 
    “Ooh, that’s nice!” 
 
    “Please, honey,” I mumbled over a mouthful of tit. “I need you. I love you. I’ve got to have you.” 
 
    “Promise not to lose your dick?” 
 
    “Oh….God!” I was so frustrated, and it was so delicious. 
 
    She pushed my head back. “Well, if you really want to.” 
 
    “I do! I do!” 
 
    “I guess I could let you sample the goods, for a little while.” 
 
    “Oh, please!” 
 
    She rose up, pushed my dick under her snatch, and sat down. 
 
    My eyes opened. That fast, and I was ensconced in pussy. I could feel her warm delight gripping me.  
 
    “Lay back, lover, have a drink and let mama do what mama does best.” 
 
    I lay back, I took a gulp of good bourbon, and watched as she wormed and squirmed, twisted and tilted, and ground my dick to a nubbin. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I breathed. I had never felt this horny. This hot.  
 
    She kept grinding on me, playing with my nipples, then kissing me. 
 
    I was losing myself in her. The world became a place of plush pussy and love. 
 
    I twisted a little, but she did most of the work. For ten minutes we writhed, and moaned, and made love, but…it wasn’t working. 
 
    I was growing frustrated, not good frustrated now, but bad frustrated. 
 
    “Can I get on top?” I finally asked. 
 
    Jenny knew something was wrong. Usually I spurt my brains out pretty quick when she has me like this.  
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She rose off me, we changed position, and I lowered myself into her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” I groaned. 
 
    Now I was in control. Now I could make the tempo just right. I could slide that cock in and angle it to get the most feeling. 
 
    For a time I plunged and pulled, plunged and pulled, and then…it wasn’t working. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “I know. You must be sore.” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    I had to force myself to get out of her cunt. I wanted to stay in her in the worst way. But it wasn’t doing any good. I just wasn’t able to cum. 
 
    We lay awkwardly on the lounge chair. I was a little to the side, on my side, to take the weight off her. She held me and I could see the concern on her face. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah, just…I couldn’t cum.” 
 
    “It happens.” 
 
    “It’s never happened before.” 
 
    “Maybe I shouldn’t have given you that second drink.” 
 
    But that wasn’t it. We had fucked many times with me a lot drunker than that. 
 
    “Maybe it’s the dream,” I spoke out of nowhere, and was suddenly surprised by what I had said. 
 
    She didn’t say anything. 
 
    After a few minutes we got up and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    “OHMYGOD!” I sat up, I rubbed my chest. I didn’t have tits. I  pushed the blankets back and looked at my crotch. My dick was still there. Limp. 
 
    “Honey?” Jenny held my arm and rubbed my back. 
 
    “The dream. The dream again,” I gasped. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she pulled me to her, hugged me. I was almost crying. It was so real. 
 
    “I was in Mrs. Morrison’s house. She was dressed like a witch, stirring a big pot, a cauldron. She said…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She said that thing from Shakespeare, ‘double, double, toil and trouble…’” 
 
    “From Macbeth. Shhh. It’s okay now.” 
 
    We sat for a long minute, me shaking, her soothing me. Finally, I lay back on the bed. She held me, rubbed my chest now, and we were silent. 
 
    Finally: “Mrs. Morrison. We used to call her the old witch. Do you remember?” 
 
    I nodded. My forearm was across my eyes. 
 
    “Well, it’s okay now. We’re far away from her. Just relax, go to sleep.” 
 
    I was wired, but time passed, and I began to calm down. At last, I began to drift away, and the last thing I remember was that my chest itched. 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    I woke up, and my chest hurt. So did my groin. 
 
    “Oh,” I moaned. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I am…it’s my chest, my chest hurts.” 
 
    I didn’t want to get into my groin right then. 
 
    “Maybe you should stay home today.” 
 
    I own my own company, so that wasn’t a problem. I could take as much time as I wanted  to. “Okay.” 
 
    I went back to sleep. For some reason I wasn’t refreshed, and I knew I needed more sleep. Unfortunately, I didn’t sleep, just tossed and turned. And scratched my chest. And felt my groin. 
 
    Oddly, I felt like punching my groin. Isn’t that weird? Why would I want to hit myself in the nuts just because they were a little sore? Heck, that would make them more sore. 
 
    I finally got up, went in for a shower, and the clouds began to lift. 
 
    Moving around. Motion. that’s the cure. I soaped myself, hummed a weak version of ‘Summertime,’ and began to feel better. 
 
    Oddly, when I soaped my chest I realized it was swollen a little bit. Not a lot, but it was swollen around the pectorals, and the nipples felt raw, irritated. 
 
    I pulled on a shirt, and realized just how irritated my nipples were. I mean….’Ouch!’ 
 
    I took the shirt off, pulled on some sweat pants, and walked out to the kitchen. Oddly, I felt…uncoordinated. Just walking, everything else I was agile, but walking, I felt like my hips were grinding. Out of synch. Weird. 
 
    “How’s my honey bun?” Jenny smacked me on the lips, a good smack, and I knew she was worried. 
 
    “I’m fine. I just needed to get up and walk around a little. I feel weird though. 
 
    “Too much sex,” she quipped. It was the perfect thing to say, and we both laughed. 
 
    She fixed me some French toast and we sat and enjoyed the morning.  
 
    she asked: “How come no shirt?” 
 
    “My chest sort of…my nipples are irritated.” 
 
    She frowned, leaned forward to look at them, and said, “They look a little swollen.” 
 
    “They feel like somebody sand papered them.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s an owie.” She reached forward and touched my nipple with one finger. 
 
    “OW!” I shrank back.  
 
    “Oh!” she jerked her hand back. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay. It just felt like an electric shock or something.” 
 
    “Wow.” Then: “I want you to go see a doctor.” 
 
    “As if that would happen,” I snorted. 
 
    “I know you don’t like doctors.” 
 
    “I don’t like quacks, and they should be called ‘duck-ters.’” 
 
    “Nevertheless, I want to—“ 
 
    “If I still feel funky in a couple of days I’ll consider it.” (Not) “Until then, what am I going to tell him? My chest is sore and I overused my dick.” 
 
    She stared at me. 
 
    I grinned. “And I’d like to overuse it again.” 
 
    She smiled. My joking went a long way towards calming her down. 
 
    “I’m sorry, the doors to my sacred cave are closed.” 
 
    “What? You can’t open them?” 
 
    “Do you have a ticket?” 
 
    “I’ve got a ticket to ride!” I sang the tune of the old Beatles song. 
 
    “Well, maybe in a few months.” 
 
    “A few months!” 
 
    “There’s a lot of people in line, sir. You’re going to have to wait your turn.” 
 
    I shook my head and mocked up sobbing. “Oh, please…I’m an orphan!” 
 
    “Orphan shmorphan,” she mocked. 
 
    “But you don’t understand! I’ve got to have sex! I have a dread disease and could drop dead at any second.” 
 
    “Ew! You think I want to fuck somebody with a dread disease?” 
 
    “Where’s your heart!” 
 
    “Right here,” she said, grabbing my crotch. 
 
    I groaned. It felt good. She rubbed me and rubbed me and it felt so good. 
 
    Then: Honey?” 
 
    “What?” I sighed. 
 
    “You’re not getting hard.” 
 
    Oh, shit! 
 
    I stood up and pulled my pants down. Sure enough, old faithful had wilted. It looked small and puny, like fingers after they’ve been int he water too long. Pruney. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    We stared at each other. 
 
     
 
    “OHMYGOD!” I sat up, rubbing my chest, and now it was really swollen. 
 
    “Honey?” Jenny sat up with me. 
 
    “My chest hurts!” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    I looked at her, she looked at my chest. I looked at my chest. It was really swollen. It was like somebody had cut a couple of tennis balls in half and glued them to my chest. And on top of the tennis balls my nipples were erect and proud, and bigger. Real bigger. 
 
    I looked at my wife’s tits. Her nipples. My nipples. 
 
    My nipples were as big as hers! 
 
    She followed my eyes and saw what I was looking at, realized what I had realized, and her eyes grew big. “Oh…my…God!” 
 
    We stared at my chest for the longest time. Finally, she said, “Can I touch them?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    My mind was moving at light speed, but only in confused circles. 
 
    She reached out and gently cupped my…my breast. 
 
    I felt a shock go through me and I shivered. 
 
    She quickly drew her hand back. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I gulped. “It’s just that…that…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It felt sexual.” 
 
    We were in pause for another while, then she said, “I’m going to try again.” 
 
    I nodded. I was gulping, and I felt a little lightening-like sensation in the middle of my chest. 
 
    She reached out and cupped my breast. 
 
    I felt the feeling, the surge of sexuality, and I groaned. 
 
    She didn’t take her hand away. She felt my tit. She rubbed it gently with her palm. 
 
    I groaned again. This was getting me horny. 
 
    She touched my nipple with her thumb. 
 
    “Ahh!” My hips bucked and I felt like I was going to spurt. 
 
    “Shit,” whispered my wife. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Honey, I don’t know how to tell you this, but…” 
 
    “Spit it out,” I moaned, her hand was making my chest feel like it was on fire. A good fire. A sexual fire. 
 
    “”This is making me hot.” 
 
    “But you’re only touching me!” 
 
    “Yeah, but…your hot is my hot…I guess.” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “I’m going to try and suck your nipple.” 
 
    For a moment I felt a sense of panic, then I nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    She leaned her head forward. I felt her blonde hair run across my belly, then her lips touched my nipple. 
 
    “Ahh! God!” I clutched her head and pulled it into my chest. 
 
    For a second she struggled, then relaxed. She could feel that it was all sexual. She sucked on my nipple. 
 
    “OHHH!” Sexual electricity shot from my nipple to my groin. 
 
    She sucked and sucked, and kneaded my breasts with her hands. 
 
    “I’m hard!” I gasped. 
 
    We stared at each other. This was so weird, but we were compelled. 
 
    She pulled the blankets down and spun around and sat on me.  
 
    I could feel my dick pressing against her snatch, so hard. I had never felt so hard. 
 
    She reached down and pushed me into her hole, and her eyes suddenly opened wide. “Oh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your dick!” 
 
    “What about my dick! It’s hard!” 
 
    “Yes, but…but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    For answer she rose up off me, backed up on the bed on her knees, and we stared at my cock. 
 
    It was hard, all right, and it was only half size.  
 
    “Oh, no!” I whispered. 
 
    Normally it was eight inches, I’m a hefty sort of a guy. Now it was only 4 inches. If that. 
 
    “What happened?” Jenny breathed. 
 
    “I shrunk.” 
 
    “But...but how!” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I touched you and knew it was wrong…and when I sat on you it felt like I wasn’t getting penetrated at all.”  
 
    She reached down and touched my penis. It was hard and red and pre-cum oozed out of the slit. And it was small. Miniature. Tiny. 
 
    She looked up at me. “You’re going to see a doctor.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, we have no appointments until September.” Jenny mimicked the receptionist. 
 
    “We could always tell them I have a heart attack.” 
 
    “They’d probably want you to pay your bill before they treated you,” she growled. “Fucking assholes!” 
 
    “Duck-ters,” I quipped. 
 
    She looked at me. I was making a joke. My dick was falling off, sort of, and I was making a joke. “Are you all right? Do you feel anything else?” 
 
    “Aside from having tits and a shrinking peeny? No. I feel great. Maybe a touch of a cloud over my thinking processes, but I wasn’t much of a thinker, anyway.” 
 
    Another joke, and she stared at me. 
 
    “Let’s go to the hospital.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Come on,” she tugged on my hand and pulled me up. 
 
    So we went to the hospital, and to make a long story short, there was a line out the door. And down the walk. And around the block. 
 
    We didn’t even try to stand in line. We just stared at it without even getting out of the car. 
 
    “Maybe we could just pay my bill,” I quipped. 
 
    Jenny looked at me. “You’re acting giddy.” 
 
    “Yeah. Probably. I mean, isn’t it sort of funny? My dick falling off and growing a pair of tits? All on the same day?” 
 
    She turned the car around and returned home. 
 
    Once home we sat at the kitchen table. We wanted to talk, but there wasn’t much to say.  
 
    I giggled every once in a while. No male guffaw for me, just a tittering sort of giggle. Like a girl. 
 
    Jenny stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. It was the middle of the morning, but when tragedies strike…but was this a tragedy? In my addled mind I wondered. I wasn’t unhappy. In fact, I was sort of happy. 
 
    I looked down at my tits and chuckled. 
 
    Jenny placed a drink in front of me. My favorite, bourbon and Coke. “What?” 
 
    “I think they look kind of sexy.” 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo fucked a duck without feathers. Here you are…transforming before my eyes, and you think it’s…sexy?” 
 
    “Well, I could always cry in my soup, or my bourbon.” 
 
    She sat down and sipped her own drink. No wine spritzers for her…she was drinking bourbon. 
 
    We drank silently for a while. Except for my giggles. Then I suddenly stood up. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “We need some music.” I went to the computer and turned it on. I have it hooked up so the music goes throughout the house, even outside if I want it too. I pulled up Katie Melua. 
 
    ‘If you were a cowboy I would trail you…’ she sang softly. 
 
    I sauntered back into the kitchen. 
 
    “You’re walking funny.” 
 
    “My hips hurt.” 
 
    “Your chest, your hips, your dick, what’s next?” 
 
    I took off my shirt. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “My nipples are getting rubbed raw,” I explained. 
 
    She just watched me, suspicious, but without sacrificing any of the love between us. 
 
     
 
    Two drinks later…”Honey? Could you suck my dick?” 
 
    “Sure,” she slurred. 
 
    Oddly, we were afraid to touch each other, but, it was almost like we were afraid not to touch each other. We needed the feel of each other’s flesh to prove that this was all real. 
 
    We stood up, tottered a bit, and she took my hand and led to towards the bedroom. 
 
    She led me, like she was in charge, the man, and I was the woman. 
 
    Thoughts ran through my head. I was a woman. Was I a woman? I was a woman. Like a Gregorian chant or something. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and she shoved me onto the bed. There was a look of lust in her eyes. I just wanted my dick sucked, and here she was, getting all hot and bothered. Women! I snorted. 
 
    She pulled my pants down, off, and tossed them away. I lay back on my elbows. In my crotch my little fellow stood up all proud-like. A tiny rocket ship ready to blast off…with nowhere to go. Heh heh! 
 
    She knelt, and we kept eye contact as she moved in. Her face loomed over my teeny peeny, and then she deep throated me. Easily. I fit into her mouth like a foot into a sock. I felt the little head rubbing against the roof of her mouth. I felt her giant tongue swirling over me. She sucked and sucked. 
 
    I moaned, and groaned. 
 
    If felt so good. So ungodly good, yet, that’s all it did. No trigger within. No white hot tsunami, no electric surge of orgasm. Nothing. 
 
    She stood up and glared at me. “I need a fuck.” 
 
    “So do I.” 
 
    “But you can’t cum. I can.” 
 
    “But if I make you cum, if I use my mouth, my fingers, then I’ll just get hornier.” 
 
    “That’s good. You like being horny.” 
 
    And it was true. I did like horny. But I also liked to squirt. Big squirt, lots of gizm. And right now I NEEDED to squirt. I felt warm all over. I was breathing hard. I wanted to get off. 
 
    But it wasn’t my turn. Yet again. And I wondered when it would ever be my turn. 
 
    She pulled me off the bed, lay down and spread her legs. “Come on, stud, do me.” 
 
    I bent to her and sucked her nipples and finger banged her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Eat me.” 
 
    I slid down her body and began chewing on her snatch. I gobbled. I licked. I sucked. I could feel her clitoris, it felt like a small dick. Smaller than mine, anyway. Barely. 
 
    Then I moved back up. I slipped three fingers in her and began pumping my hand. 
 
    Oddly, I didn’t feel strong. Usually I do something like this and I get all male and bullish, feel my muscles in my arms, but this time I didn’t feel strong. I actually felt weak. But that didn’t stop me. I just kept ramming my fingers in, hooked and pulled, rubbed the insides of her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” She moaned and thrust up with her hips. 
 
    I doubled down, moved my body up so I could use more weight. 
 
    She hugged me, she groaned and twisted her hips. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…” 
 
    Then she began to cum. And it wasn’t a normal cum. I could tell from the expression on her face when she opened her eyes in surprise. Her mouth opened, her face went slack, then her head fell back. Her body arched, her hips began dancing, jerking, twitching, like somebody had just shoved a live wire up her pussy. 
 
    And it went on and on. One minute, two minutes, and then, finally, she seemed to come down. She still jerked and twitched, but it was all residual. The big bang was done, and she was done. I pulled my fingers out of her when I heard here first snore. 
 
    I moved softly, didn’t want to wake her up, and got into bed. I was wired. Electrified. Everything was happening. And I understood nothing. 
 
    Wired, I lay on my back and stared upwards. I wondered. I wondered about tits and dicks and puberty and orgasms and all sorts of things. I don’t know when I drifted off. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Oh…my God!” I mumbled. I was in Mrs. Morrison’s house. She was sitting in an old rocking chair, knitting. Her black cat was sitting next to the rocker, and it was like an old cartoon, every time the rocker went to roll over the cat’s tail the cat lifted it up. 
 
    She looked at me, her sour, pruney, old face. She laughed, wheezed, really, and said, “Double double, toil and trouble. Don’t you wish you knew what the ‘double’ means?” 
 
      
 
    I sat up. I was awake, in bed. Well, on the bed. I looked down at my chest. My boobs were bigger. They weren’t tennis balls now, they were like grapefruits. And the nipples were bigger than my wife’s. And they were big. Real big. 
 
    I looked at my crotch. My penis was only two inches now. 
 
    “Honey?” I gasped and grabbed my throat. My voice was an octave higher. 
 
    Next to me, Jenny stirred. She opened her eyes, sat up and looked at me. “Oh, my god.” she whispered. “It’s worse.” 
 
    “Or better,” I said. Oddly, not joking. And I surprised myself, and Jenny, with that utterance. 
 
    “What will we do?” she asked of the thin air. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to have to do some quick steps to retain control of my company. I either have to make a new identity and sell it to myself, or maybe just tell everybody I’m transitioning.” 
 
    “In three days, though.” 
 
    I shrugged, and felt the delightful sensation of globes moving on my chest. Bouncing. Quivering. 
 
    I stood up and stretched. Oddly, I felt wonderful. I felt like I had never been sick a day in my life. I. felt rejuvenated, refreshed, ready to go out and wrestle gorillas to the ground. 
 
    “Your face…” 
 
    I looked in the mirror. It was more oval, the cheek bones had sort of shifted, were gentler. 
 
    “Pretty good looking, eh?” 
 
    “Uh…yes.” 
 
    I looked at Jenny. “What’s the problem?” 
 
    “Aside from my husband turning in to a woman?” 
 
    “Aside form that,” I agreed. 
 
    “Well, how about…how do we make love? If we do, am I a Lesbian? Is there a support group for, like, uh, Males Anonymous?” 
 
    I struck a pose, “My name is Thomasino. I’ve been a woman for 32 years, two months, and—“ 
 
    “Please,” she begged, and I saw that she was really upset. 
 
    I went to her, reached up and held her. 
 
    Reached up? I used to be taller than her! 
 
    She began to cry. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay,” soothed. “It’s not the end of the world.” 
 
    “But…but you’re a woman!” 
 
    “And a pretty good looking one.” I held her at arm’s length. “But, listen, I still love you. Do you love me? I mean, my body is changed, but you’re the woman I fell in love with…” then it struck me. I wasn’t the man she fell in love with. 
 
    She understood, too. And it was a BIG question just hanging there in the air. 
 
    “Okay. We’ve been doing a lot of drinking, and maybe it’s time we had one more, and sat down and talked about this.” 
 
    “Oh…okay,” she sniffled. 
 
    I took her by the hand. I was now diminutive, but I felt so powerful. Woman, hear me roar. This girl’s on fire. The whole bit. I led her out to the kitchen. 
 
    We were naked, and, I have to say this, I had the better body. I was more stacked.  
 
    Of course my hair needed to grow a little. I probably could have bobbed it, but I sort of wanted long tresses. The better to make a man horny with.  
 
    Make a man horny? Did I just think that? 
 
    “Have a seat.” 
 
    She sat. I went to the cupboards and opened the door and encountered my first ever, real, female problem. I was too short to reach the liquor. 
 
    “Oh, no.” I jumped, but couldn’t get a hold on the bottle. 
 
    Jenny giggled. She came over to me and reached the bottle. Then she was crying again. holding me, the bottle in one hand, our boobs pressed against each other. 
 
    A minute passed, then she got control again, and she sat down and I poured the drinks. 
 
    “Bourbon for you?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Shortly we were sitting, two glasses, filled with ice and amber liquid in front of us. 
 
    “I’m not a Lesbian,” Jenny opened. 
 
    “Neither am I.” 
 
    We drank. 
 
    “I love you,” I said. 
 
    “And I you.” 
 
    We drank. 
 
    And, sitting there, drinking, our hearts began to open up. 
 
    Yes, I had changed. But it wasn’t the end of the world. When I told her how wonderful I felt she was happy for me. 
 
    When I told her I would wear a strap on if I needed to she was bittersweet. 
 
    When we talked about children she was sad. 
 
    In the end, we were at a stalemate, then I broke it. 
 
    “You know, every time I go to sleep I dream, and I changed, and…I dream of Mrs. Morrison.” 
 
    Jenny nodded. Then: “What? You think she’s really a witch? That she cursed you and made you change into a woman? But why would she hold a grudge for 20 years?” 
 
    “Maybe she cursed me then, and it took 20 years for it to take effect.” 
 
    She sipped a bit of bourbon and thought about it. “So what do you want to do?” 
 
    “I think I need to see her.” 
 
    “Now? She’s probably not even alive.” 
 
    “She was what, 60 then? She’d be 80 now. She might be alive. Only the good die young.” 
 
    Jenny snorted. “It’s a fool’s errand.” 
 
    “But it’s the only thing I can think of.” 
 
    “How are you going to get there?” 
 
    “I could fly.” 
 
    “You don’t have any identification as a woman.” 
 
    Hmm. That was certainly true. “How long before I could get some?” 
 
    “Well, you’d have to go through the DMV, that could take years right there.” 
 
    “So flying is out. I could drive.” 
 
    “If you get stopped, with no ID you might get in trouble.” 
 
    “Want to come with me? Do the driving? You have a driver’s license.” 
 
    She nodded. “I hate to say it, but we’ve always been planning a vacation.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” I stood up. 
 
    She laughed. “Give it a couple of days. You need to see to your company, get any legal things started that you need to, to see about your transition.” 
 
    “Transition. How weird. Okay. Give us two days. We could leave Friday.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Should we kiss to seal the deal?” 
 
    Jenny stared at me. I was almost sorry I had said what I had said. Almost. 
 
    Then: “We should try.” 
 
    “Try to kiss.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I’m ready if you are.” 
 
    We both stood up, and we’re actually a little frightened. It was as if we knew that doing a simple kiss would make the whole thing complete. It would acknowledge that I was a woman forever. 
 
    She put out her hands, and I took them in mine. It felt so weird, I had to bring my hands up a few inches to grasp heres, usually I had to reach down a couple of inches. 
 
    We stood, body to body, face to face. Our tits were almost touching. 
 
    She leaned forward, and so did I. Our eyes were open and we watched each other as our lips met. 
 
    It was weird. So different. My lips were softer, and the way we moved, it was almost fragile. 
 
    Then we parted. And we were both breathing hard. Gulping air. Frightened and…compelled. 
 
    “We better do that again,” I suggested. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    We stepped closer together. Now our breasts were touching. We moved slowly, feeling our breath on each other, and our lips slowly, slowly, came together. 
 
    I don’t know what happened. We were exploring, tentative, then she had me in her arms. And our eyes were closed. And she was half turning me, leaning me back, kissing me…using her tongue. 
 
    “Oh…” I gasped when she returned me to a standing position. 
 
    “My…” she returned. Then we both started giggling, and we literally ran for the bedroom. 
 
    We threw ourselves on the bed, entwined our bodies, and lusted merrily. We groped each others tits. We felt each others pussies. And mine was starting to feel more like a pussy, a rather enlargened clit only slightly resembling a dick. 
 
    We giggled, and we laughed, and we rejoiced. 
 
    I got her off again. A massive squirt that rocked her world, then she started in on me. 
 
    For the first time I felt a finger inserting into my body. It didn’t go deeply, as my vagina didn’t seem to be fully formed, to have enough depth. But the nerves were there, and I gasped in awe as everything fired up and turned on. 
 
    Jenny laughed, and she knew how to rub me the right way. Then she got down and ate me, sucked on my clitoris like it was a dick, then stuck her tongue into me. 
 
    Oh, God! Rapture. My pussy felt like it was exploding with fire and light. My breasts were so hot they were actually glowing. Well, they  were, sort of. They were red, flushed with excited blood. 
 
    Then she began to slip her fingers in and out. 
 
    “Oh! So this was what it felt like! All those times I had taken her over the top. This was…oh…oh… 
 
    I felt a strange sensation, like I had never felt before. Not an ignition, like a switch clicking, which is what a dick feels like when it’s about to pop. More like a deep welling of warm waters that kept rising, filling my hips, making me light headed and dizzy. 
 
    “Fuck!” I breathed hard, losing control. “Shit!” 
 
    Jenny just grinned and rammed harder, then I popped. It was like a huge wave just lifted me up, blotted out the universe and washed me back and forth, as helpless as if I had been crammed into a washing machine. 
 
    I held on, gasping, saying things, but I don’t know what. All I felt was her hands doing things to me, and I was far away and in heaven. 
 
    No wonder women are more spiritual than men. 
 
    Then I was bucking, and whining, and Jenny just held on to me and helped me through my first ever female orgasm. 
 
      
 
    The next two days were a whirlwind and confusing. So many things to do. I had to turn the business over to my junior. Then there was packing, making sure the car was ready to go. And…and we kept getting interrupted by our desires. 
 
    Into the bedroom, out of the bedroom. Giggling hysterically. Drained, and only wanting to do it again. 
 
    On the morning we were ready to go Jenny sat me down. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s one thing we haven’t done, and which we need to do. Desperately need to do.” 
 
    “Well?” I was confused. We had discussed everything. I thought we were ready to go. 
 
    “Well, girlfriend,” she spoke lightly. “You are pretty dour.” 
 
    “Dour?” 
 
    “Like, plain. A sack. A dowdy, little daisy, instead of a blooming rose.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Well, I have had to see to the car, and you have been packing, and we tried to pack a suitcase with enough stuff for you as well as me.” 
 
    Oh. 
 
    “So the other day, while I was waiting for the car to be worked on, I Ubered over to the mall, and I got some things for you.” 
 
    “Oh!” That was a surprise. 
 
    “So, just have a seat there…no take your clothes off…my clothes off, and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I sat on the couch. Then I took my clothes off. Her clothes. 
 
    I looked at her bra. I had had a tough time figuring that one out, and it didn’t help that I was a little bigger than her. And her clothes were all right, but they were just slightly off. 
 
    Funny, as a man I wouldn’t have noticed. As a woman…I really noticed. 
 
    She came back into the room carrying half a dozen sacks. She placed them on the dining table and started bringing out the goodies. And they were goodies. 
 
    “Your first shelf bra.” she presented me with a sexy bra, cut low to expose the nipples. “When you feel the fabric rubbing your nips you are going to be erect in the chest….and horny all the time.” 
 
    We giggled, and I put it on. I inspected myself in the foyer mirror, and, man, I was stacked. I was BUILT! I hadn’t realized just how healthy a girl I was. 
 
    “And here’s some panties, and a garter…aren’t you glad I had you shave the other night? And here’s…” She went through the bags and I tried things on, and it was just absolutely delicious. Things fit. She knew my sizes perfectly. Then, the last bag, she pulled out the piece de resistance. 
 
    “Two things, first…these!” She lifted out a pair of heels. Sandal heels, with straps on the vamp and around the back. God, they were sexy. 
 
    “And second…” she pulled out a small bag and held it out to me. 
 
    I looked at it, puzzled. I opened it and looked in, and my eyes opened. 
 
    “Oh…” I breathed. 
 
    “I got you a full make up kit.” 
 
    I had been worried about make up, and Jenny had shown me a couple of things, but this…this was the answer to a girl’s dreams. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get you ready. Sit here.” 
 
    By now I was wearing a blouse and a skirt, and nylons and heels. She placed a towel over my shoulders and began to work on my face. She explained everything as she worked. 
 
    “This is cleanser. You need to make sure you clean your face every day. Don’t want those nasty, old pores clogged, right?” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “And this is moisturizer. It will help your skin stay fresh. And this little cream right here will…” 
 
    She went through the various items. She even curled my eyelashes and helped me put on mascara. My favorite, though, was the eyes. I absolutely loved how she gently brushed color on to them. I was enthralled by the way my eyes turned from plain and dowdy to scintillating diamonds of lust. 
 
    And I was feeling lustful. Real lustful. 
 
    “No, no,” laughed Jenny, slapping my hand away from her breast. “We don’t want to mess your make up.” 
 
    “So this is why you never wanted to kiss me,” I grumped. 
 
    “I didn’t want to kiss you because you were an ugly male…” then she froze. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Why? I was a male. Compared to now I was uglier than a wart on a pimple.” 
 
    She relaxed and finished my eyes, then she took out a gold tube. “You want to do the honors?” she asked me. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    She gripped my cheeks with one hand and painted my lips with the other. I couldn’t believe how sexy it felt. The taste, the way my lips felt so plump. 
 
    She finished, screwed the lipstick back into the tube, and sat back. She smiled. “Almost done.” 
 
    “What’s left?” I asked, dazzled by how I looked in the foyer mirror. 
 
    “This.” 
 
    I turned, and she held up a wig. 
 
    I choked up. I was almost ready to cry. 
 
    “None of that,” she said. “Beautiful girls don’t need to cry. Ever.” 
 
    She put the wig on my head and attached it. “Just until your own hair grows enough.” 
 
    Then she took the towel off my shoulders and we looked at the mirror. 
 
    Two sexy girls. One slightly taller, the other slightly fuller in the bust. 
 
    “Oh, my,” I breathed. “So this is what heaven feels like.” 
 
    “It’ll do, sister.” 
 
    God, we were horny for each other. But we couldn’t muss our make up. 
 
    “Ready to go?” 
 
    “Let’s load the car and hit the strip.” 
 
    So we did. Fifteen minutes later we were heading out of town, the top down, feeling free and enjoying the wind in our hair. And we got a few looks from men. 
 
    We had to drive from California to Ohio. A long trip, but fun. Especially fun when all we had to do was drive, listen to music, and spend nights in shabby motels making love. 
 
    It was an educational trip. We learned about life with me as a woman. It was doable. We could survive as…Lesbians. We loved each other, and that was that. 
 
    Of course, we missed dick, but the dildo we brought with us provided a good substitute. We took turns using it, and I found out what it was like to have six inches of love tube sunk into my canal. 
 
    It was pretty good. Those full body orgasms just kept getting better and better. 
 
    So, the days and nights passing, we pulled off the freeway into a little town called Parker’s Place. 
 
    “Wow, 15,000 people. It sure has grown.” 
 
    We giggled. It had grown maybe a thousand or two. It was still small and comfy and small town, America. 
 
    We passed down Main Street and gawked at how little businesses had changed. In the twelve years since we had been gone a few names had changed. Parker Pharmacy was now Bradley’s Pharmacy. The drive in movie theater was gone, replaced by a K Mart, gas stations were a little more modern, but that was about it. 
 
    The people on the streets wore different fashions, the kids hanging out at the high school were a little scruffier than I remembered, but that might have been my memory. Kids, you know. They’re always in a hurry to grow up. 
 
    Finally we turned off the Main street and headed for a small housing complex. And we were there. 
 
    “Dutch Street,” I said. looking at the sign. It was the same faded green I remember. Then we were on the street where Jenny grew up. 
 
    We passed her house. It looked like a new family was there. A mother was walking a toddler, obviously on his, or her, first legs, across the scabby lawn. 
 
    We turned on my street, and I stared as my old homestead loomed. 
 
    A little two story. My room was on the second story, and there were pink drapes in the window. 
 
    “Pink drapes,” I quipped, “could it be a…girl?” 
 
    Jenny laughed at the mock disgust in my voice, and then we were closing in on our destination. 
 
    At the end of the street,  on the left, past a still empty lot, was a grey, shabby, paint peeling, lawn dead 20 years ago house. 
 
    The witch house. The home of old Mrs Morrison. She of the long, warty nose,  the eternally black garb, the toothless grin. We kids used to say she had one tooth once, but she lost it in the war. Then we would laugh hysterically. And shush each other and make fake ‘warding’ signs. 
 
    But, for the most part, we left her alone. I mean, she was an old lady, and we had all been taught to respect our elders. And we had respected her, until one day she made a move towards my trousers. 
 
    Imagine, the old biddy, probably sixty years old and looking ninety, coming on to a young boy of 12. 
 
    Jenny pulled the car to the curb and we sat for a minute and stared at it. I gave a shiver. “Looks pretty creepy, eh?” 
 
    “You can say that again.” 
 
    “Looks pretty—oof!” She elbowed me. 
 
    “Okay. I guess it’s time to find out.” 
 
    “Heck, we don’t even know what we’re supposed to find out.” 
 
    We looked at each other. We had traveled a couple of thousand miles, for what? A witch? A dream? It sounded pretty silly, now that we were there. 
 
    Still, in for a penny…I opened my door and stepped out. 
 
    Jenny got out on her side, and we again stared at the house. 
 
    There was a rocker on the porch, but it was festooned with cobwebs. There were vines dead on a trellis. The whole thing had an ambience that was pretty gloomy. 
 
    “Well, let’s go.” 
 
    We walked across the non-existent lawn and onto the cracked cement front walk. We ascended four steps, planks that looked ready to snap into splinters, and across the porch. 
 
    I raised my hand and knocked on the door.  
 
    “Come in.” The voice was old and quavery, but we knew it was her. It had that same cracked quality. 
 
    Jenny reached for the knob and turned, pushed the door open, and we entered. 
 
    It was dark inside. If the old lady had ever had light bulbs they had long ago passed away. 
 
    We stood on a thread bare rug, a circular pattern that had probably been handmade before the war. The Civil War. 
 
    “Well, step into the light.” 
 
    There wasn’t much light, but we took one more step, to the edge of the rug, and peered into the darkness. 
 
    “Heee….heee.” Her laugh was like a dusty wheeze. Then she lit a light. She did have electricity, but she had probably bought the light bulb from Edison himself. Still, it was enough to see her. 
 
    She sat in a rocker just a few feet from us. 
 
    “Heee…heee. Don’t you look pretty.” She looked at me, and I stared at her. 
 
    She was the same, but uglier. Her nose was bigger, more hooked, and she had two warts on it now. Her eyes were set close together, and they were narrow and rheumy. The lids sagged with age. She wore the same black, drab outfit. 
 
    “Mrs. Morrison?” Jenny asked. “Do you remember us?” 
 
    “Heee…heee. Of course I do. Little Jenny and little Tommy. Though I don’t suppose you go by that name anymore. Do you?” 
 
    At that point we didn’t know what to say. We were both here, had arrived, and our plan was ill thought out. After all, how do you politely ask somebody if they are a real witch and could you take this curse off me please? 
 
    Though, I have to admit, it didn’t feel much like a curse to me. Now it felt like a blessing. I liked being a sexy girl. I liked wearing heels and sashaying so that people stared at my long hair and big breasts. 
 
    But we didn’t have to ask her anything. She brought it up. 
 
    “Been having some dreams, I’ll bet. Heee…heee.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “Been 20 years, and you’re right on time. Do you feel like calling me an ‘Old Bag’ now?”               
 
    Jenny blinked. “But it was me that called you an Old Bag!” 
 
    Mrs. Morrison cocked her head slightly and grinned. Her toothless mouth was a black hole in her face. “Heee…heee. You both did. Two impertinent youngsters. Feel pretty impertinent now, do you?” 
 
    “But I didn’t call you an Old Bag!” I protested. 
 
    She stopped laughing and leaned forward a little bit, then she started laughing again. “Heee…heee…heee! You still don’t understand. Even after all these years and come again. Do you?” 
 
    “Understand what?” 
 
    “Tell me, little Tommy, do you remember when I spelled you?” 
 
    “Yes,” my mind leaped back through the years, her reaching for my pants… 
 
    “What do you remember?” 
 
    I blinked. Something was wrong. “I remember you reaching for my pants. I remember…you tried to touch me.” 
 
    “Heee…heee…heee! Heee…heee…heee! Heee…heee…heee!” She bent slightly forward, she was having a belly laugh. 
 
    I looked at Jenny, who shrugged. 
 
    She finally straightened up and said, “I wasn’t reaching for your pants, I was pointing at your dress, and then your pants.” 
 
    “I don’t…what do you mean?” 
 
    “You think I cursed you just last week or two.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That I suddenly got all mad because you called me an Old Bag 20 years ago.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. It sounded stupid. 
 
    “I didn’t just spell you. I spelled you 20 years ago.” 
 
    “Then why did I suddenly turn into a woman?” 
 
    “You didn’t turn into a woman…you turned ‘back’ into a woman. Or, rather a grown up girl. A rude and impertinent girl, who called me an Old Bag. Guess you won’t be doing that again.” 
 
    I shook my head, something didn’t make sense. Jenny got it first. 
 
    “Oh…my…fucking…God!” 
 
    “She got it. Heee…heee! She was always a smarty pants.” 
 
    I looked at Jennie. She looked at me. 
 
    “You changed back. She didn’t just curse you, she cursed you 20 years ago, you were a girl, and she made you into a boy!” 
 
    And then I got it. I felt faint as I realized the truth. Jenny grabbed me and made sure I didn’t fall. She walked me out of the house. Supported me. 
 
    Mrs. Morrison came to the door, moving like frozen molasses, but she got there and we turned around and stared up at her. She winked and pointed at us and said, “Double, double, toil and trouble…Heee…heee…heee!” 
 
    We made it into the car and Jenny drove us away. Fast. 
 
    We drove back to California. 
 
    We were chastened. We had met a real witch. And we had lived to tell the tale. But we were chastened.  
 
    Jenny drove, and we listened to the music, and the top was up and we didn’t talk much. We were lost in dark and dire thoughts. 
 
    I thought about my curse. Living as a man for twenty years. And the dream, that was the curse wearing off. 
 
    I thought about how my life would have been if I had grown up a girl. Probably a lot different. I certainly wouldn’t have gone away with Jenny. Probably would have married some schmuck somewhere, maybe had kids. 
 
    Instead, I was plopped into womanhood suddenly, with a vengeance, and I thought about all the lessons inherent in that change. 
 
    And I realized that  witches curses aren’t always curses, but hidden blessings. 
 
    She hadn’t cursed me, she had taught me a lesson. My life would be different now. 
 
    During the nights we stopped at motels. We still made love, but slowly, thoughtfully, considerately. We were both changed by what had happened, what had been revealed. 
 
    We arrived back in California. We had driven a week out, but only four days back. No sight seeing or meandering on the way back. 
 
    We were too chastened for that. 
 
    I took over the reins of my company. Everybody congratulated me for being brave enough to transition. 
 
    I managed to change all my legal paperwork without much problem. I think that was something connected with the spell MRs. Morrison had cast. 
 
    After all, a girl changes into a boy and the town doesn’t notice? 
 
    Damn, her spell had to be pretty powerful to make a whole town shutter its eyes. 
 
    And she had to be a pretty powerful witch. 
 
    I thought about what it would be like to be her. Old and cranky and so powerful you were bored by the affairs of men. 
 
    I wondered, if I got old enough, and if she was still alive, whether I could go be with her, find out her secrets, become a witch myself. 
 
    All women are witches. I came across that quote somewhere. ‘All women are witches if they dare to dream.’ 
 
    We were back in the groove after a couple of weeks. We lived, we loved, and we were happy. We were making a recovery from the shock of our discovery. But one thing still bothered me. Actually, a couple of things. 
 
    First, Mrs. Morrison, chanting that ‘Double, double, toil and trouble’ quote at me. Why that? 
 
    Second, why it was me that got the curse. After all, if Jenny had called her an Old Bag, too, why wasn’t she cursed. 
 
    I realized my answer on a Saturday morning. 
 
    “OHMYGOD!” Jenny sat up in bed. 
 
    “Honey? Are you all right?” 
 
    She turned to me and said, “I’ve got a dick!” 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to wear that!” Jory pushed Lana’s hand away. In Lana’s hand was a wig. She had worn it for laughs, but now was tired of it. 
 
    Jory was bald, and didn’t have anything against wigs. He even had one at home that he had worn a few times. 
 
    But this was a female wig. Long, brunette hair. Wavy. Looked about as real as hair could get. In fact, I knew that Lana had paid a pretty penny for it. 
 
    “Come on, Jory. You’ll look cute.” 
 
    I nudged my hubby and said, “Go on.” And I don’t know why I did that, except we were all high and having a good time. 
 
    “I’ll look stupid,” he groused. 
 
    I held his hand down and Lana jumped forward and put the wig on his head. Lana’s hubby, Tom, just laughed. 
 
    Lana moved back and Jory started to pull the wig off, but I managed to snag his hand again. “Leave it on, lover, and you might get very, very lucky tonight.” 
 
    Tom and Lana hooted, but Jory heaved a sigh. “Okay. For the sake of getting lucky. But I look like a fool.” 
 
    Tom ordered another round and we sat around the booth. People sauntered past, and nobody even glanced at us. I let my hand wander under the table and placed it on Jory’s thigh. 
 
    “Uh,” he said. His face was bright red. 
 
    But, as the minutes passed, and the waitress brought more drinks, and as we drank those drinks, the pink tint in Tom’s cheeks lessened. 
 
    We talked football, people we’d known, and, of course politics. 
 
    And Jory started looking around, studying people, getting over his embarrassment and studying the world. 
 
    I let my hand trail over his thigh and found Mr. Happy. And Mr. Happy was very, very happy. 
 
    Jory had his arm over my shoulder now, and my hand was working full time. 
 
    “I don’t like his tweets,” complained Tom. 
 
    “He closed the borders,” answered Jory. 
 
    “He’s a loud mouth!” 
 
    “The price of gas was about two bucks a gallon. What is it now?” 
 
    And on and on. The old argument against Trump, which had lost teeth when Go Brandon lied and prevaricated and avoided answering and on and on and…sigh…on. 
 
    Meanwhile, Mr. Happy was throbbing. He was as hard as I had ever felt him. He was throbbing under Jory’s slacks, and I could feel every vein and pulse. 
 
    “What? You’d like Nancy Pelosi to be the next president?” 
 
    “Well, she’d be better than…” 
 
    Mr Happy suddenly went rigid, and I could Jory’s arm tighten up, and…sploit! Mr. Happy began to spew. 
 
    I turned my head to Jory and watched in shock. He had just cum! He had spit out semen! And…was it because he was wearing a wig? 
 
    His eyes were wide, and I could feel his breathing, jerky. 
 
    “Jory?” Tom leaned forward. 
 
    Jory came to himself and whispered, “What?” 
 
    “You just went into outer space there, buddy. You okay?” 
 
    “He’s fine,” I quipped. More than fine! My God! He came from wearing a wig!  
 
    Lana yawned. “Well, he might be fine, but I’m ready to go home.” 
 
    Well, we chatted a bit more, but it was obvious the night was over, and Tom went to pay the bill. 
 
    Jory, Lana and I sat at the table and finished our drinks. Lana was still watching Jory. She had noticed Jory’s sudden moment. “You really okay?” 
 
    I said, “He just came.” 
 
    I didn’t know why I said it, but I did. Probably the drink, probably because I like to joke and this was a great chance to get my hubby. 
 
    Jory’s mouth dropped open and he stared at me. 
 
    “What?” Lana blinked. 
 
    “He just came. I was playing with him under the table and he squirted. All in his panties. I think it was a big load, too.” 
 
    Her mouth dropped. She looked back and forth between us. Jory looked like he wanted to shrink up and roll away. “You’re kidding!” 
 
    Jory was making sounds, but nothing intelligible. 
 
    “No. When we get up take a look. But look quick, I’ll be standing in front of him as soon as I get out. Got to cover up his little accident.” 
 
    Lana giggled, and covered her mouth when the titter threatened to turn into a guffaw. “He didn’t.” 
 
    “Stop,” gargled Jory. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” I soothed. “It’s okay. Lana is one of the family. And, besides, it’s okay to cum in your pants just because you’re wearing a wig. Girly man.” 
 
    Now Jory was gurgling and trying to speak, but what can a guy say when he’s been found out? I turned to Lana. “I think it’s the wig. Can we keep it?” 
 
    Jory started to reach up to rip it off, but I once again grabbed his hand and stopped him. “If you take it off I won’t stand in front of you when we walk out. I’ll point at your groin and scream ‘He came! He came!’” 
 
    Jory was truly caught. And he was flaming red and beside himself with no where to go. 
 
    “Absolutely. I wanted to get rid of it anyway, and what better recipient than a girly man?” 
 
    “Excellent. Now that i know he’s a girly man…I’m going to have so much fun.” 
 
    “We. Girlfriend, we! You’re not leaving me out of this.” 
 
    “But you’ve got Tom.” 
 
    “But Tom is manly. I put the wig on him once and he just laughed, wore it, and there was no sign of excitement, and especially…especially…” she darted her eyes down in the direction of Jory’s lap. 
 
    “Well. Okay. I guess two can play with him as well as one. But no fucky fuck.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Well, unless I say so.” 
 
    “Agreed. Besides, I like Jory as a friend, not a lover. I’ve got my own lover. Man, I can’t wait to tell Tom—“ 
 
    “GEERK!” That was the sound Jory made. His eyes were wide and his hands were now claws. 
 
    “Maybe you better not tell Tom.” 
 
    “You…you…” Jory looked like he was going to have and apoplectic fit. His face was red and there was actually a bit of drool coming out of the corner of his mouth. 
 
    Lana sighed. “Well, I guess.” Then she leaned towards Jory. “But you’d better do everything we say.” 
 
    “I…I…I…” 
 
    “Everything! Or I tell Tom now!” 
 
    Shamed, humiliated, mortified, Jory gave a half a sob and slumped down. And he nodded. 
 
    Lana and I looked at each other and grinned. Man, this was going to be fun! 
 
    It was also going to be hot. When I felt him squirt, and then the realization that he had squirted because I had done something girly to him…well, it made me wet. So wet that if I had slapped my legs closed I would have splashed. 
 
    Tom returned then, and Jory slid out from the booth. As he stood up Lana looked down and grinned, then looked up at the flaming Jory. She saw the dark stain on the front of his pants. “Oh, baby,” she licked her lips. 
 
    Then I was out and standing in front of him, covering up the evidence, and we all moved towards the exit. 
 
      
 
    At home. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that!” Jory was standing in his socks and was still wearing his shirt. He had taken off his pants and boxers and was washing the stain on the front of his slacks. His boxers were crumpled up in the hamper. 
 
    I had taken the wig and placed it on a signed football he had. I was combing out the tresses. It really was a good wig. 
 
    “Honey, it was all in fun.” 
 
    “But Lana knows! And you know she’s not going to let it go.” 
 
    “So what. She’s good people. She even likes Trump. Like you.” 
 
    He arranged his slacks on a hanger and put the hanger in the shower to dry. He turned back to me and I grinned. “You know how hot it was to feel you squirting like that? In my hand? Right in the middle of everybody?” 
 
    “I thought I was going to die.” 
 
    “You survived, and tell me the truth, wasn’t it hot?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” blah, blah, blah/ 
 
    “I said the truth.” 
 
    And he finally admitted it. He gave a curt nod and said, “It was okay.” 
 
    “Hell, it was not only okay, it was great. And think about it, sometimes you’re a little slow in getting off. I think we’ve found what really turns you on.” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered. He kicked his shoes off and took off his shirt. He slid into bed. 
 
    I turned off the lights and held him. He was a thin fellow. Strong, but thin. And he was a soft sort of handsome.Tell the truth, I had often wondered what he would look like if I had trimmed his brows, maybe softened his cheeks with a bit of make up. 
 
    “You know, there is one thing that bothers me.” 
 
    “What,” he asked. He was sleepy. Of course, he had cum. 
 
    “You got off, but I didn’t.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    My hand slithered under the covers and found his trouser snake. 
 
    “Do you think you can get it up?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    But he was awaker, if I can make up a word. 
 
    I stroked him. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I said, “Wearing that wig was such a turn on.” 
 
    Pulse. 
 
    “I wish you’d put it on right now and make love to me.” 
 
    Chub. 
 
    “You’re getting harder, and it’s all that wig. You like that wig.” 
 
    “Nonsense.” 
 
    But he was breathing harder, and getting harder. 
 
    I said, “I’m going to get up and get that wig out.” 
 
    “No. It’s late and I want to go to sleep.” 
 
    “Your dick doesn’t want to go to sleep.” 
 
    “But I just came.” 
 
    I slid under the covers and spoke to his cock like it was a microphone. “Hello, dickie. Would you like to wear a wig?” 
 
    Throb, throb. 
 
    “Stop it!” 
 
    I deep throated him. Yeah, I’m one of those girls who can use her mouth. He made gurgling sounds. 
 
    I threw off the covers and got out of bed. 
 
    “Hey!” He sat up. 
 
    I took the wig off the football and placed it on his head. It was a perfect fit. Real snug, non slip. 
 
    “Come on, Jesse. I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “You might not want to, but Mr. Dickie says otherwise.” 
 
    He sat in the bed, the long wig streamed down over his shoulders. God, what a turn on! I wanted to get out the make up, paint his lips, even…even…I imagined him with boobs. Big boobs. 
 
    I had a moment of..of..what? Remorse? Sadness? Something else? then I was climbing on his lap. 
 
    “Jesse!” 
 
    Then I was impaled. I could feel his dick thrusting up into me. He wasn’t one of these well endowed fellows, but it’s not how much you have, it’s how you use it, right? 
 
    I began to grind on him, and, God, it felt heavenly. It was like sitting on a hot cactus, and all the stickers were attached to my nerves and shaking them. 
 
    Well, maybe that’s a bad analogy, but you get the idea. 
 
    He started breathing harder, and I knew that, even though he had just cum, he was getting excited. 
 
    I tell ya, it was the wig! It wasn’t just turning me on, it was turning him on. 
 
    I stared at the flow of hair as it spread out from his head on the bed, so rich and thick. 
 
    He reached up to grab my tits and I brushed his hands away. He stared at me. 
 
    “You’re the bitch, lover. And I’m the bastard.” I grabbed his pectorals and squeezed and turned my hands on them. I could feel his hard nipples spark up. 
 
    I rode him hard then, not giving him a chance to act male. I fucked him like I was in charge, and, you know, it felt like I was in charge. He was under me. Female submissive. I was on top. Male dominant. Grrr. Me cavemen. Him slut. 
 
    He started to rise up, to push his hips up, to get some sort of traction. 
 
    I let him, a little, but I focused on screwing my pussy onto his dick. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    “Hot, isn’t it,” I murmured as I leaned and tilted and pushed. 
 
    The orgasm, when it came, was something I never expected. 
 
    When women orgasm, like as not, they feel a big, old wave sweep over them. It’s breathtaking, but it’s not as hard a man’s orgasm. But this felt hard and sharp. Instead of an ocean of hot and horny sweeping over me, I felt like I was a gun shooting. A big gun. POW! POW! POW! And then the orgasm faded. Fast. 
 
    “Fuck,” whispered Jory again. 
 
    I laid down on him, and now he felt my breasts on his chest. 
 
    “I didn’t cum!” He complained. 
 
    “Shut up, bitch.” I whispered. then I laughed and nuzzled him…then rolled over and went to sleep. No wet spot tonight. Heh. 
 
      
 
    We awoke and he still had the wig on. I had been half sleeping on him and he hadn’t wanted to disturb me, so he had just drifted off to sleep with the wig on. 
 
    But, actually, I knew it…he liked the wig. 
 
    He liked how it made me horny. And he liked how it made him horny. 
 
    In fact, he woke up with a boner. 
 
    Well, of course. He might have cum, but then we had made me cum and he hadn’t, and…I liked it. 
 
    “What are you smiling for?” 
 
    “You. You’re beautiful.” 
 
    “Oh, this,” he started to take the wig off and I, once again, grabbed his wrist. 
 
    “No. Wear it. It’s making me horny. And the hornier I am the more chance you’ll have to get lucky.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    Still he lowered his hand. 
 
    And that was the way it was going to be. I would prod, he would object, and I would convince him. And it didn’t take much convincing. 
 
    I slid out of bed and tossed him my negligee. “Put it on.” 
 
    His eyes and mouth jerked open in surprise. “I’m not going to—“ 
 
    “Of course you are. I’m the boss, and I just told you to. Now, put it on, and wear it to breakfast. I’ll go fix some waffles. And if you come out without that hair and negligee, I’ll…I’ll…” 
 
    “What?” he dared me. A twinkle in his eye. 
 
    “I’ll put you over my knee and spank you.” 
 
    “Crap. I’ll bet you would.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t bet. You’d lose.” 
 
    I spun and walked out of the room. 
 
    I popped the waffles in and threw some sausages into a skillet. I watched the sausages cook, listened to the snap and pop of grease, and thought about what was happening. 
 
    I’m a sexual person. I like sex, maybe even more than Jory. But I had never experienced such horniness in my life. 
 
    I thought back over my earlier life. I had minored in drama in college, and I had many boyfriends. Heck, I wore them out. I had a very male appetite when it came to sex. 
 
    But…had I shown any predilection for girly type boys? Not really. But, I realized, I had always gravitated to men with long hair. Fucked ‘em and left ‘em, but…and the next boyfriend had long hair. 
 
    And then I married a guy who was balding. Hunh! 
 
    The waffles popped and I took them out. Slathered butter on them then set them on the table with a big bottle of syrup. The politically incorrect kind with the big black cook on the front. Lots of sugar Mmm. 
 
    I shook the skillet, rolled the sausages a bit, and kept thinking. 
 
    I thought about Jory with the long hair, and it made my knees weak. I envisioned him in the negligee, and I felt the warm pulsing in my groin, like I was about to have an orgasm. I was so horny, thinking these things, I was actually thinking about putting my hand down there and rubbing one out, when I heard a noise. 
 
    I spun, and there was Jory. He was wearing the negligee, and his cock stuck out from between his legs. He wasn’t big, but somehow it seemed, in his female attire, bigger. An illusion, I thought. 
 
    And the long hair of the wig framed his face, gave it a feminine, oval look, and fell over the shoulders in sexy waves. 
 
    But the thing that had me was his high heels. 
 
    I gawped, and he smothered a laugh. He walked into the kitchen, tried to stride, but he was so damned awkward I had to smother a laugh. 
 
    He stopped in front of the kitchen table, spoke regally, “The queen has arrived.” Then he sat down and pulled a plate of waffles across the table. I could see his erect penis through the glass top of the table. 
 
    Oh, I was filled with mirth, near to busting out laughing. But I was also even more hornier. 
 
    “Oh, my God! That is fantastic. Those are my heels.” 
 
    “They’re a little small, my toes and heels are overflowing.” 
 
    It was true, but so what. It was the effect, and the effect was magnificent. 
 
    “All you need is tits,” I said. 
 
    He stopped and blinked, a forkful of syrup dripping waffle right in front of his maw. “Now wait a minute!” 
 
    I sat down across from him. “I’m just kidding.”  
 
    He smiled. 
 
    But I wasn’t kidding. The heels made his calves curvy and sexy, and they lifted his butt, gave him booty. Honestly, with boobs he would have had a near perfect female body. 
 
    “Oh. Good.” He continued eating and I watched him. And I thought: Hmmm. Lipstick. 
 
    We ate then, and it was all I could do to not put my legs together, squinch them up with a hand half inserted into my pussy. He was that hot. 
 
    And we didn’t chat much, just a word here, a phrase there, but we were astonishingly comfortable. 
 
    He was looking like a woman, and I liked it. 
 
    More important, he liked it. 
 
    Wow. 
 
    Suddenly, just as we pushed back with a sigh, the front door slammed. 
 
    We jerked and looked at each other, and Lana entered the kitchen. “Hi, kids. I just…” she stopped talking and stared at Jory.  
 
    Jory was plain to see. Negligee and heels, his penis sticking up like a little flag under the glass. 
 
    “Well, I’m just in time,” she quipped. 
 
    Jory tried to cover himself up and get up, but Lana pushed him back. 
 
    “Oh, just sit down. Nobody here but friends.” 
 
    “But…but I…” 
 
    “I’ve seen a dick before. And, not to break the news to you, slick, but your dick ain’t that big.” 
 
    “I…but…” 
 
    He tried to get up again, while pulling the negligee closed in front of him, as if that see through flimsy would stop her eyes. 
 
    “You sit there, and I’ll sit here, and let me show you my goodies. After all, you’ve already shown me yours.” She giggled. 
 
    She had brought a large shopping sack in with her and she placed it on the floor next to the table. 
 
    Jory still blathering, she sat down next to me, gave me a squeeze around the shoulders, and said, “I got to thinking about our adventure last night, and I went through my drawers.” 
 
    She pulled out her cell phone and before Jory could do a thing she snapped a picture, then another one. 
 
    He was panicked now. He tried to get up again and she grabbed his wrist and pulled. Hard. 
 
    “Sit there, Jory,” she worked the cell phone with a thumb and I could tell that she had already uploaded the pictures. Then she flipped it around so he could see. 
 
    Through the glass table top we could see Jory’s erect penis. And his negligee. And his high heels. And above the glass we could see his shocked face. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    She said, “You sit there or I post it on Facebook.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t.” 
 
    “Of course I would. You know me.” 
 
    “Jesse! Make her stop!” 
 
    “Oh, she’s not going to stop for me, are you Lana?” 
 
    “No way, sister.” 
 
    The front door banged. 
 
    “We’re in here, Tom” 
 
    “You told him!” Jory gasped. 
 
    “Of course I did. You couldn’t possibly think I wouldn’t.” 
 
    Tom entered the room and Jory about died. His face was so red it was purple. He was trying to close the sexy negligee. He was actually crying. 
 
    “My big, strong man was shedding tears like a little baby! 
 
    “Hey, Jesse.” He turned to look at Jory. “Wow. Lana said you were transitioning, but I didn’t believe it.” 
 
    “What…but I’m not…please…take your wife and leave.” 
 
    Tom sat down and pushed Jory over. “Hell. She’s not going to do what I say. She’s my wife and she has never—I repeat, NEVER—done anything I asked. And I’m a manly man.” His meaning was clear: Jory was not. 
 
    I high fived Lana. 
 
    Tom smiled.  
 
    Jory cried. 
 
    “Now, Jory, your secret is out. Might just as well come clean.” I spoke soothingly and patted the back of his hand. 
 
    “Stop…stop…” 
 
    Lana ignored him and reached into her big bag. She pulled out a garment. It was a bra. “First, sissy boy needs some support.” 
 
    “I’m…please…” 
 
    “Sissy boy. I like that,” mused Tom. 
 
    “And, I’m more his size than yours,” Lana said to Jesse, “So I got him some garters and nylons. And I’ve even got my Aunt’s breast forms. They’re big and perfect for Jory. And here’s a skin tight bit of latex…and I never wear this blouse…but I think she’d look better in this cheongsam. 
 
    She pulled out a long dress. Tight across the hips and legs, and it buttoned up to a collar around the neck. It was a dress oriental women wore. Quite sexy, made of fine silk with a dragon embroidered around it. 
 
    I marveled. “Oh, this is beautiful!” 
 
    “I picked it up in Hong Kong last year, but it’s just a tad too large and Lana never wears it. Should fit sissy boy here quite well.” 
 
    “Will you stop that?” Jory was almost whimpering. 
 
    “Nope,” answered Tom. “Heck, we’ve all known you’re a little soft, and nobody really cares what gender you choose to be. So just go with it.” He paused. “Sissy boy.” 
 
    “But I…I…” 
 
    “He doesn’t like it, Tom,” Lana pointed out. “And how would you like it if everybody started calling you a manly man?” 
 
    “Heck, I wouldn’t mind it. The truth doesn’t hurt, right?” 
 
    “But if he’s crying, hurting, then it’s not the truth?” I pointed out. I didn’t really want to watch Jory blubber anymore. 
 
    “All right. Point taken. How about if we call him Girly Man. Just among ourselves, you know.” He turned to me. “I suppose you want to keep this pretty much in the house? Or did you want to parade him around? Subject him to the whims and vagaries of cruel and ignorant people?” 
 
    “Well,” I mused, “I don’t think many people would be mean, but… here is fine, and Girly Man is okay. Now let’s see what else you have in that gift bag.” 
 
    “I’m not going to do this,” Tom was looking down. I could see his small but hard cock throbbing through the glass. 
 
    “Nonsense,” I said. “You’ll do what you’re told. Girly Man.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “You don’t have any choice,” smiled Lana, and she tapped her phone. “You do what we say or I post this.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I’ll move to another town.” 
 
    “The internet goes everywhere,” said Tom wryly. 
 
    “I don’t care. I’m not doing this.” 
 
    We all sat there for a minute, three of us thinking and one of us feeling sorry for himself. At last Tom heaved a sigh. “You know, I knew it was all going to come down to this.” 
 
    Lana and I looked at him. Jory kept his head down. 
 
    “Jory. If you go along with this…you can fuck Lana.” 
 
    Jory’s head snapped up. He was miserable, but…Lana? 
 
    I looked at Lana and she looked at me. “If it’s all right with you,” she said to me.” 
 
    I thought about it. 
 
    Lana was sexy, stacked, and perfectly built. She had a mature face with large, movie star lips. Did I want my hubby tapping into that? 
 
    “Well, I never…I…” 
 
    Tom: “You’ve known for a while that we swing every once in a while, and I’m not worried that Jory’s teeny peeny is going to rob me of the love of my life.” 
 
    “Never, big hunk,” Lana reached across the table and ran her hand along his jaw. She turned to me. “Did you know that Tom measures out at eight inches?” 
 
    Tom smiled with fake modesty I could tell he was proud as a peacock of his endowment. 
 
    I turned to Jory. “How about it, Girly Man. You let us make you up, have some fun, and you get to fuck Lana?” 
 
    Jory looked up, and he was still miserable, but he was also thinking. Those tears were starting to turn off. “But then you’d fuck him.” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. But so what? I love you, and it’s just sex. And wouldn’t you like to see me laid out and moaning over a king-sized dick?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “And then I could fuck you, and tell you what a shrimp you are compared to a real man. Baby, I know you. That would make you so hard. Hell, you’d probably be begging me to fuck him some more.” 
 
    “This is crazy. I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    But we could all tell he did. 
 
    I stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. I took out the good bourbon and reached into the fridge for the big bottle of Pepsi. 
 
    They all watched me as I filled four glasses with ice cubes. I think only Tom saw when I filled three of the glasses with a skimpy shot and lots of Pepsi. I filled Jory’s glass with a skimpy shot of Pepsi and lots of bourbon. I brought the glasses back to the table. Tom eyed me as I placed the mostly bourbon glass in front of Jory. 
 
    “Well, I guess that’s it,” said Tom. He picked up his glass and took a drink. “Whoa, you make them strong. Isn’t that strong, baby?” He eyed Lana. 
 
    Lana took a sip, and she didn’t believe it was a strong drink, but she went along with it. “Yes. That’s more than a lady can stand.” 
 
    I sipped my drink and coughed. 
 
    Jory was watching us, fascinated. I think, on some level, he knew we were playing him. But knowing on some level and being fully aware were not the same. 
 
    He took a sip, coughed, gasped for breath, and Tom slapped him on the back. “Man, that’ll put hair on your chest.” 
 
    It was the perfect thing to say. Jory thought he wanted hair on his chest. He wanted to be a manly man, and what better way to be manly than to drink hard whiskey. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Jory, and he took another sip. 
 
    A half hour later, and one more drink, and Jory was sailing. He was sitting at the table in his negligee, his legs spread and his little cock poking up, and laughing. 
 
    I watched as he brushed his hair back and sipped again. “You guys are crazy,” he grinned. “Thinking you can make a sissy boy out of a manly man.” 
 
    “Yeah, we probably are. Of course, you might not be man enough to go through with it,” suggested Tom. 
 
    “Hell, I’m the manliest man you ever seen. I can do anything!” 
 
    We all just sort of walked around that one. 
 
    “Well, I can! What you want me to do? You want me to wear this stuff?” He fingered the lapel of the negligee disdainfully. “No problem.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. That’s the liquor talking.” 
 
    “That’s ME talking. And I can do anything. Go on, tell me what you want me to do.” 
 
    We all hemmed and hawed until Jory was near begging us. 
 
    “Well, okay.” I said. 
 
    Tom: “Better have him sign something or he’ll think we talked him into this.” 
 
    “Sure,” Jory’s head lolled a bit. “Nobody’s talking me into anything! 
 
    I got a piece of paper and Tom, being the lawyer, wrote up a contract. 
 
      
 
    I, Jory Laine, will dress like a woman for one year. I do this under no duress and of my own free will. And if I should break this contract I give all my worldly goods to my wife and agree to sleep in the doghouse outside. 
 
     
 
    Lana filmed the reading of the contract, Tom kept asking Jory if this was what he wanted, and Jory kept saying yes. Then he signed the contract. And we witnessed it. And Tom folded it up and said, “I’ll make sure this gets put in a bank box. Honey, snap a picture so Jory can have a copy.” 
 
    Lana snapped, and it was done. 
 
    We all sat back. 
 
    Jory started singing: 
 
      
 
    Back your ass ‘gainst the wall 
 
    here I come balls and all 
 
    bye bye cherry. 
 
      
 
    We all snickered, and kept looking at each other. It was perfect. My man was going to be so hot, and I was going to get sex, and even sex with a big dick. 
 
    And I had to laugh at the idea of Jory satisfying Lana with his little, teeny peeny. 
 
    Oh, man. This was going to be good.  
 
    And I felt hot and horny. Wet as a glass of water in the sea. And I couldn’t wait to get started. 
 
      
 
    I took her out into the wild wood 
 
    there I took advantage of her childhood 
 
    Cherry…bye bye! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Two 
 
      
 
    We didn’t wait long to start. We let Jory finish his drink and then we led him back into the bedroom. He wavered along, unsteady in the heels, and we stripped him of all clothes. 
 
    He stood there, drunk, and grinned as we pushed him into the bathroom. I grabbed a bottle of Nair and followed him.  
 
    I slathered him good, everything below the neck, and we waited until the burn started. All the while Tom and Lana were talking. 
 
    The burn started and I put him in the shower and watched as his hair circled down the drain. I pulled him out and toweled him off. He was still drunk, and he still sang, and his little dick was hard as ever. 
 
    I pulled him into the bedroom, and found Tom and Lana fucking. She had pulled her dress up and her panties down and was leaning on the bed. He had unzipped and his big cock was plumbing her depths. 
 
    They grinned at us. “Sorry,” said Tom. “But we just couldn’t wait.” 
 
    I looked at that big hunk of salami buried in Lana’s pussy and I licked my lips. Oh, baby. First Jory gets me all horny with his feminine ways, and then this log of a cock has to tantalize. 
 
    “Well, hurry up. And, Tom. You get another drink. Lana, I’ll take his left side.” 
 
    They kept fucking, him ramming it in again and again, and her groaning with each thrust of that pile driver. Finally, however, I heard her give one of those surprised grunts, and I could see, out of the corner of my eye, the way her hips were locking up and then spasming. 
 
    Tom, having done his duty, let himself go. What a man, cum on command. Make sure the woman is pleased first. I was looking forward to enjoying him. 
 
    Tom went out to the kitchen to make some more drinks. Now that we had Jory high, I wanted to keep him that way. At least until he was ‘transitioned.’ So to speak. 
 
    Lana sat down next to his other leg and proceeded to prep his tootsies. I was already prepped and painting. And the red color rolled onto his toes quickly and easily. 
 
    “This is long lasting polish,” said Lana. 
 
    “Absolutely. And we’re going to use super glue on his hands. Maybe an inch long?” 
 
    “For a first time?” she asked. Then she giggled. “Sounds good to me. Better not make them too sharp, though.” 
 
    We painted for a while, I finished, Tom brought back another round of drinks, and we sipped and continued our little project. Jory was repeating verses from his little song. 
 
      
 
    Take off all your underwear 
 
    I don’t care 
 
    I’ll go bare 
 
    Bye bye cherry 
 
      
 
    Tom laughed. “For a Girly Man he sure knows some great songs.” 
 
    “Compensation,” I said. “Jory, take a sip.” 
 
    Jory sipped. 
 
    I finished his feet and started on his hands. I sanded and pressed the cuticles back. I selected inch long ovals and applied super glue. Shortly I had his hands looking like talons, and I began painting the blood on them. 
 
    Interestingly, Tom had never put his penis back in his pants. He was just sitting there, that big hog hanging out of his zipper. 
 
    I looked over at Lana. She had pulled her panties up and semen was leaking through them, lots of semen, but she didn’t seem to care. Or maybe she was just drunk enough not to care. 
 
    I looked back at Tom. “You ever hurt anybody with that thing?” 
 
    “Nah. If it gets a little too tight I just do anal. Assholes can take more dick than pussies can. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” muttered Lana. “First time he took me in the ass…whoo!” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Lana looked up at me. “When I finish this hand I’ll take care of Girly Man’s face and Tom can preach the gospel to you.” 
 
    Now that was interesting. I looked up at Jory. He was just laughing away, singing his sick, little ditties, and…why not? 
 
    So I finished his claws, blew on them, and waited for them to dry. then I stood up and said, “I think I’ll go fuck Tom now. Okay, Jory?” 
 
    Jory never did hold his liquor too well. His head waggled a bit, and he nodded and said, “A girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do.” 
 
    I followed Tom out into the hallway. 
 
    We had no sooner stepped out of the bedroom than Tom spun around and pushed me up against the wall. He placed one hand to one side of me and held me against the wall with his lips. 
 
    That man could kiss. His lips were soft and hot, and they were hungry. I realized, as he scoured my soul with his mouth, that Jory having a small dick…well…he had smaller urges. He was horny enough, like all the time, but he wasn’t driven and insistent.  
 
    Tom’s hand went under my blouse and slithered up my body. He cupped my breasts and I gasped. He grabbed my nipple with one hand and gently pulled it. God, I nearly came out of my skull. 
 
    “Where you want to do this?” He asked. 
 
    “Guest bedroom,” I managed to say. 
 
    He picked me up, just scooped me up, and carried me into the guest bedroom. He was strong, and I could feel his muscles holding me so easily. 
 
    He bent and placed me on the bed, then started getting undressed. 
 
    I was anxious, and I pulled my clothes off like they were on fire. 
 
    Then we were both naked, and he was looming over me. I could feel his big cock swing against my leg. My, God! He was a club! 
 
    He held himself over me, a half a push up, and whispered, “Let me fuck your pussy first, then you’ll understand and we can do your asshole.” 
 
    “Okay.” I whispered, so horny I felt like I was exploding. 
 
    “Shit! Do we need lube?” 
 
    “Lots of it.” 
 
    I snaked out from under him, off the bed, and ran back down the hall and into the bedroom. 
 
    “Hey, baby! How’s the fucking?” Jory raised his glass towards me as I streaked past him, boobs bouncing, and into the bathroom. 
 
    Lana just looked up from where she was blowing on his fingers. 
 
    I came out of the bathroom and held up the jar of lube. “Just fine, baby.” 
 
    Lana laughed. “Good call. Use a lot.” 
 
    “Is she really going to get fucked in the ass?” Jory asked. I didn’t hear Lana’s reply. 
 
    Back in the guest room Tom was waiting. He was lying on his side, on an elbow, and his big cock was sticking out like a rooster’s beak. 
 
    Giggling, I laid under him. 
 
    He rolled over, and I was near swallowed by his muscles. 
 
    Still, he didn’t let his weight crush me, and I felt his hand spreading a bit of lube on my pussy. Then he stroked his cock and got it all slick. 
 
    “All right, baby. Are you ready for the big choo choo?” 
 
    Oh, was I! I gave a nervous gulp and nodded. 
 
    He slipped into me, and right away I knew I was in for an adventure. Just the head alone was amazing. It was like a big, old tennis ball was being forced into me. 
 
    I groaned, and it hurt a little, but the lube did its job and he slid into me. 
 
    Inch after inch of that mammoth python crawled into me, and I felt like I was being slow exploded. 
 
    “Easy now,” he whispered. He fondled my breasts, took his time, and kissed me. 
 
    But those slight distractions were nothing compared to the way he was opening me up. 
 
    “Oh, God…I can’t…” 
 
    “Sure, you can. Just hold on.” 
 
    He paused, and I had a chance to come to grips with what was inside me. I just laid there and got used to it. The slight pain receded, and the desire set in. I was plugged, filled, and I wanted to feel it more. I began to move. 
 
    He stopped me, kissed me, and I was getting desperate. “Please!” 
 
    “Pretty soon now. We just want to make sure. I’ll be able to get in you all the way, but I won’t be able to really fuck you until you’ve done this a bunch of times, until your hole is stretched a bit and can accommodate.”
  
 
    I was gulping, unable to stop, and holding on to him. The itch that is the desire to fuck was monstrous. I wanted him to move. 
 
    Finally, he did. He shoved it the rest of the way into me, and now I was panicked. It was too big. “Wait! Wait!” 
 
    He had stopped, and he held me, soothed me, and he finally said, “That’s all of it. You see what I mean?” 
 
    I nodded. “I can’t…I can’t…” 
 
    “Not now you can’t. But with time…with time you’ll learn to love it. But it will always be like you’re walking on a cliff, thinking you’re going to fall into a big abyss of pain.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” I whimpered. 
 
    “Let’s do your asshole. It might hurt more for a second, but it can take the whole thing a lot easier.” 
 
    I bit my lip and nodded. 
 
    He pulled out, and even that was an excruciating experience. I wanted him to stay in…but…I couldn’t…it was too big. 
 
    Then he was outside of me, and I was gasping and wondering where he had gone. 
 
    He sat up and picked up the jar of lube. “Over on all fours and I’ll get you ready.” 
 
    I was surprised that I could still move, but I could, so I went over on my hands and knees. 
 
    Very gently he slathered lube on my asshole. After the near pain of. my pussy it felt really good. 
 
    He pushed lube into my asshole and used a thumb to spread it around inside. The he pulled his thumb out and used two fingers. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, now recovered from the near disaster. “That actually feels good.” 
 
    “Yes, it does.” He moved slowly, pushing more lube in, now using three fingers to spread it around. 
 
    He finished, and I felt like somebody had squashed a banana up my asshole. It felt good, but squooshy. 
 
    He stood up and got behind me. “Remember, the trick is to stay relaxed. If your muscles are rigid it’ll hurt. Relaxed muscles will accept everything quick and easy.” 
 
    “Okay,” I gulped. 
 
    He shoved it into me. 
 
    I knelt there, in shock, and felt the big baseball bat laying in my rectal canal. 
 
    “I know,” he said. “But if you go slow it takes forever, and you have to keep overcoming pain. Do it quick and fast and the muscles don’t even have time to tighten up.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    He was already sliding back and forth, and I felt that monster rub up against my walls. 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes.” 
 
    For a long minute he just took his time, and I started to wiggle my butt a little. 
 
    “How did you learn how to do this?” I asked, at one point. 
 
    “Lana used a strap on on me.” 
 
    “Really?” I froze and looked back at him. 
 
    He put an arm around my head, bent me back, caused me to arch, and his dick to move around inside me. He kissed me, and being all pretzeled it was absolutely stunning and breathtaking. 
 
    When he let me go and went back to his long, deep, slow strokes, I asked, “Can you go home and get that strap on for me?” 
 
    He grinned. He knew exactly what I was thinking. “You think he’ll like it?” 
 
    “Did you?” 
 
    “Love it.” 
 
    “Then, yes.” 
 
    He began to move faster now. The bed springs squeaked and the bed knocked against the wall. Heck, my head was hitting the wall, but I didn’t care. That peeny up my rear was all there was. 
 
    Suddenly, he gave a big lurch and froze, and I could feel his cock unload in me. God! The man had just cum in his wife and he was cumming again! 
 
    Squirt after squirt, and they weren’t sissy squirts. I felt like a bucket of cum was being shaken into my pussy. 
 
    Finally, he sagged, then he backed off. I twisted and lay down on my belly, and marveled at the sensations in my rear end. 
 
    Alive, electric, opened up. And…filled with semen. 
 
    “Just relax a while. I’ll go get us some more drinks.” 
 
    I laid there and just tried to breath and remember who I was. 
 
      
 
    When we returned to the bedroom Jory was pretty nearly made up. 
 
    “Geez,” Lana mock complained. “You guys took long enough.” 
 
    Jory was asleep. He laid there, his features slack as Lana put on the finishing touches. 
 
    His eyes were smoky grey and his lips were bright red. He had the proper amount of blush, and she had even plucked his eyebrows and shaped them perfectly. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    Tom grinned. “He’s going to be surprised when he wakes up.” 
 
    “He’s going to be upset,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Sure. But…let’s keep him away from mirrors and keep pouring drinks into him. Then we can slack off a bit, and he’ll sort of sober up and get used to it.” 
 
    That made sense. 
 
    “Okay,” said Lana, “Now the hard part. Let’s get him dressed.” 
 
    Dressing up a limp body in tight clothes is difficult, to say the least, and we struggled. Really, we should have dressed him first, but that hadn’t seemed likely. Fortunately Tom had the muscle, and Lana and I could adjust his clothes. 
 
    We laid him on the bed and pulled up garters and nylons. Then we put on his bra and his breast forms. 
 
    “Crap. He needs a tummy shaper.” 
 
    “Not a corset?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but I don’t want to squeeze his body when he’s drunk like this.” 
 
    So we put an open bottomed tummy shaper on him. 
 
    Laying on the bed he was beautiful. A woman in body and face, but there was one problem. He had a boner. 
 
    We all stood to one side of the bed and stared at the little cob sticking up. It was quite pretty, be it a bit small. 
 
    “That’s got to go,” said Lana. 
 
    “Yep,” agreed Tom. 
 
    And, I hated to agree, but with what we were planning to do…his boner had to go. 
 
    But it wasn’t going to go. That dick had been fucked, and but good. There was no sperm left to leak. But he was in a state, having made me cum, and it wasn’t going to go down. 
 
    “Can you jack a man off if he’s asleep?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said, “But he’s not going to cum.” 
 
    Lana took it in her hand, stroked it a few times. Jory merely gave a snore. She frowned and backed off. 
 
    “You know,” said Tom. “I might have a way.” 
 
    We looked at him. 
 
    “Lana? Do you remember that toy the guys gave me last Christmas? It was supposed to be a joke?” 
 
    “You mean that miniature chastity tube?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    They hummed and hawed and discussed it. 
 
    “Might be too small.” 
 
    “For that little thing? Naw.” 
 
    “We’d have to be careful.” 
 
    “We can be careful.” 
 
    “We only live a few minutes away. I can be back in five.” 
 
    “We could put ice on his pecker, get it small enough to fit into that thing.” 
 
    “What are you guys talking about?” I asked. My back door felt so good. I wanted more. 
 
    Tom turned to me. “A solution.” He turned to Lana. “Back in five.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Tom ran out of the room and down the hall. A couple of seconds and I heard the front door slam. 
 
    “What are you guys…” 
 
    “Go get some ice. Big bag.” 
 
    Well, I had better. We had been using the ice for drinks all day, and I came back with a sort of plastic bag, the kind you use for back aches and stuff. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Lana whispered. She took the bag and wrapped it around Jory’s little penis. 
 
    We sat back and talked about Tom’s dick for a while, and Jory’s cock slowly shrank. 
 
     
 
    The chastity tube was a little thing. Way too small for a normal guy, but exactly the right size for tiny dick Jory. 
 
    Lana took the ice bag off him and Tom fitted a ring around his package, pushed a cock shaped sleeve over his penis, then secured the whole thing with a little padlock. 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the little thing. “Is that hot?” 
 
    “It is sort of hot,” agreed Lana. 
 
    “I don’t get it,” said Tom. “What’s the big attraction? You lock it up and you can’t fuck it. And why would a guy want to get himself all imprisoned like that? That’s got to be the most frustrating thing in the world.” 
 
    “Exactly!” Lana and I snapped at the same time, then we giggled. 
 
    “Okay, he’s still asleep. Let’s put the cheongsam on him.” 
 
    Tom lifted and we girls tugged, and we pulled the oriental style dress up his frame. Talk about luck, it was a perfect fit. We buttoned the buttons and stood back and smiled. 
 
    Jory lay sleeping, facing up. And he was a beautiful woman. His dress was snug and his tits were big. His legs, showed a little, and the nylons gave him a sleek look. There was no bulge where the chastity tube held his little man prisoner, and, most important, his hair was absolutely stunning. It wasn’t the dark, raven wing look of oriental women, but it was better. 
 
    “Well, let’s have another drink and watch the tube while we wait.” 
 
    We sat around the bedroom and watched the big screen while Jory slumbered. 
 
    An hour later, he began to stir. 
 
     
 
    “Sleeping Beauty rejoins the land of the living,” Tom murmured. 
 
    I turned off the big screen and we gathered around the bed. 
 
    Tom moaned, then his eyes fluttered. And I do mean fluttered. He had heavily made up eyes. The mascara was precise, the fake eyelashes long, and the colors absolute perfection. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” I shook him. 
 
    He opened his eyes all the way, and was puzzled, but he was also still drunk. 
 
    “My head hurts,” he mumbled. 
 
    Lana helped him sit upright. We agreed that Tom should just stand and watch unless we needed him. 
 
    “What’s on my…” 
 
    Lana stopped him from rubbing his eyes, and I pushed a drink in his hand. 
 
    “Hair of the dog, baby. Drink up.” 
 
    He sipped, but I kept lifting the glass. The liquor went between his red stained lips easily. He gulped, and he looked at us. “What’s on my eyes?” 
 
    Again, Lana stopped him from feeling his eyes, and I pushed the drink on him again. I wanted him stupid again.  
 
    “All of it. Drink it all.” 
 
    Normally, he wouldn’t have been able to. But still half drunk, he managed it. Almost instantly he was grinned. 
 
    Lana and I helped him stand up. He was taller now. And while this confused him, he looked around and said, “Am I still wearing those heels?” 
 
    “You sure are,” answered Tom. 
 
    “Hey, buddy,” he wavered and almost fell, but Lana and I had him. 
 
    “Man, I must have drunk a lot, what’s this…” he started to look down at his clothes, his cheongsam, but I pushed and Lana pulled, and the threat of motion, and falling on his face, made him look up. 
 
    Chatting, talking to him soothingly, we walked him out of the bedroom. The drink was taking good effect, and he hadn’t had a chance to see himself in a mirror. 
 
    We arrived in the foyer and had a choice. Turn left, into the living room, and avoid all mirrors, or turn right and let him see himself in the big wall mirror. 
 
    I took a big breath and nodded to the others. 
 
    The mirror. 
 
    We turned him and he turned and grinned stupidly and said, “Are we going out? I don’t know if— “ he stopped. 
 
    He had caught sight of himself, and we kept him turning. He took in himself, and his breathing stopped.  
 
    He was beautiful. Slender with big breasts. His hair flowing down, his face perfectly made up. 
 
    He was a woman, and there was no denying that. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    He stared back at himself. He was still drunk, but his eyes were big, and I had a feeling that he was getting so shocked that the effects of alcohol were dissipating. 
 
    “Is that…did you…” 
 
    Lana stood next to him, under his arm. She was grinning, and beautiful. I realized they made quite the couple. 
 
    I was on the other side, under his other arm, and…we made quite the couple, too. 
 
    Tom looked on from behind us, proud as a puppy with a new toy. 
 
    Then the tears started. 
 
    “Am I…am I…” his eyes filled with moisture, a tear trickled down. 
 
    “Did you…I have boobs…what…” 
 
    More tears. 
 
    We talked to him, soothed him, but the waterworks had started. He cupped his hands over his face and cried, and his mascara, though waterproof, still ran a little. Lana and I dabbed and tried to keep the damage to a minimum. 
 
    I thought: Oh, no. 
 
    But I was wrong. 
 
    Suddenly Jory turned to me and hugged me. He held on, sobbed, and kept whispering, “Thank you. Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    If we thought we had had a party this morning, it was nothing like what started then. 
 
    Tom turned up the music and Lana and I started taking turns dancing with Jory. It was wonderful dancing with my new husband. To feel his large breasts pressing against mine. To catch the scent of the delicate perfume we had spritzed him with. To nuzzle together, our faces in each others hair. 
 
    Then I watched him with Lana, and I loved how she held his face and kissed him as they swayed. 
 
    Then Tom danced with him. Tom was big and manly, and he moved Jory around just like he was…she was…a woman. 
 
    At one point we were sitting around the patio table and Jory asked, “What’s going on with my cock? I can’t see it, but it…something is grabbing it. Squeezing it. And the harder I get the more it squeezes.” 
 
    We all chuckled, and Tom explained about the chastity tube. 
 
    “Well, when do I get it off?” 
 
    “That depends on your wife.” Tom handed me the key to the little padlock. “You make her happy and maybe she’ll let you out.” He grinned in a most evil fashion. “Then again, “Maybe she’ll just keep you locked up. Let you watch as I fuck her hole big.” 
 
    Jory’ face turned different colors, his muscles worked, but, in the end, he simply nodded and said, “Oh.” 
 
    At one point Johnny Timmons and his wife came over. They heard the noise from next door and wanted to do a little party crashing. When they found out why we were partying they were astounded. 
 
    “That’s…that’s really you? Jory?” 
 
    Jory nodded. He was becoming accustomed to his new appearance faster than I thought. I mean, he was still drunk, but there was a part of him that wasn’t drunk, if you get what I mean. 
 
    Johnny’s wife insisted on a dance. Then Johnny took his turn. 
 
    More neighbors came over, the news was getting out, and I found out later that Johnny’s wife had posted to Facebook. 
 
    Finally, everybody dancing and drinking and having a great time, I nudged Lana. “Do you want him?” 
 
    She smiled big time. “Do I? Does a fish want water?” 
 
    She moved through the crowd, took Jory’s arm and swung him back towards the house. People understood what was happening, and there were a few hoots, but Lana ignored them. Jory glanced at me and I simply smiled. I was sure, that though he had been drunk, he remembered me fucking Tom. 
 
    I waited a minute, then entered the house after them. 
 
    I followed them down the hall and listened to them at the door. Then, when I thought they were into their own universe, I cracked the door and peeked in. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” said Lana. “I have always wanted to screw a woman with a dick.” 
 
    She had him on the bed, was perched on him. Seemed like everybody wanted to be on top of Jory. 
 
    “But my dick is locked up.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I brought something for you.” 
 
    The strap on was in a bag next to the bed. Tom had remembered to bring it when he had brought back the chastity tube, and she took it out and arranged it around his waist. She had to lift his cheongsam to fit it on him, but when she was done he had a big dick, bigger than his own, and she was now beneath him, waiting. 
 
    “Drive it to me, stud. Let me see how a Girly Man does it.” 
 
    Jory slid the big penis into her, and marveled when her eyes went wide. Of course, he had never seen the look of a woman opened up by a big peeny because, face it, he had a little peeny. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” She held on to him and rose up to meet him. 
 
    Then I watched the most amazing race. 
 
    Her fucking for all her might, and him fucking and not feeling a thing.  
 
    She moaned and cried out and grabbed his hair and pulled him down to her lips. Being careful, of course, not to dislodge the wig. 
 
    Jory thrust into her, again and again, and I knew he was feeling the heat. The look on his face, but…nothing was there. It was a fuckless fuck. 
 
    Suddenly she began to cry out, guttural grunts and moans, and her hips bounced up and down. “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    She came and came and came. 
 
    Jory just stayed inside her, looking down, marveling at his own detachment, his lack of sensation as she had gone crazy. I knew he had to be the most frustrated man in the world right about now. 
 
    Then she pushed him off. “Oh, God. that was good. You can fuck me with somebody else’s dick any time.” 
 
    She strode towards the door, a big, happy smile on her face. She pulled opened the door, wasn’t surprised to see me, and stepped past me. 
 
    I stepped into the room and closed the door. 
 
    Jory was sitting on the side of the bed. His cheongsam up around his waist, the dildo sticking out. I wondered if he was comparing the dildo to the size of his own puny penis. 
 
    “Hey, honey.” 
 
    He looked up. 
 
    “Did you have a good time?” 
 
    “Well, I did…I guess.” 
 
    I chuckled. “That’s what it’s like when you get fucked by a tiny peeny. You feel something, but the bang is small. Sort of frustrating. 
 
    “Is that what you’ve felt all these years?” 
 
    I answered him simply. “Yes.” 
 
    He looked  very miserable then. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be,” I said. “I love you, and there’s other ways of doing things.” 
 
    “There are?” 
 
    I was working around his waist, undoing the strap on. I lifted it off him. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like this,” I began putting on the strap on. It felt to have a good, hefty, hunk of meat, even though it was plastic, sticking out in front of me. I thought about how I liked to be in charge. And I thought about how he liked it when I was in charge. It seemed to make his little dick even harder. 
 
    He looked at my big dick and licked his lips nervously. “I thought you were going to unlock me.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord no. I certainly don’t want to do that.” 
 
    I pushed his shoulders and he laid back on the bed. 
 
    “Ever?” 
 
    “Probably not.” 
 
    “Then…then…” 
 
    “Shush up, Girly Man.” 
 
    He shushed, and I moved between his legs. I slapped lube between his legs and thought about how Tom had slapped lube into me. I used a lot, and really smushed it in. I used three fingers and got him hot and horny…and well lubed. 
 
    “Honey, I don’t know—“ 
 
    I rammed it in and he gasped. 
 
    “What don’t you know?” I asked. I grabbed his little cock cage and shook it. The penis was trying to get hard inside, but failing. 
 
    “I…I…” he was suddenly gasping and giving little shivers. 
 
    I held his cage and pulled out and rammed it in again. 
 
    “I don’t think…I don’t…” 
 
    “Good. You shouldn’t think. You should just learn to lay down and let me fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” he moaned. 
 
    I drove it into him, pulled out, again and again. I moved around so the penis would scrape against his rectal walls, wake up all the nerves. 
 
    He was beside himself, groaning, and his eyes rolled back in their sockets. 
 
    I leaned down and kissed him, then pulled back and said, “I won’t be getting dick from you any more. Tom’s dick will work for me, and when I get tired of him I might find somebody bigger. But as for you, hubby of mine, I am now in charge. I am the fucker and you are the fuckee. Is that clear?” 
 
    His teeth were chattering and his head bobbed up and down. I grabbed his chest mounds and squeezed. “And you can’t feel this, but we’ll get you some real ones, okay?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…okay.” 
 
    Real tits, and I’m in your pussy, and you are my Girly Man, now and forever. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Oh…OH! OH!” 
 
    Jory began to cum. Again and again. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, let’s do something crazy and wonderful and daring and….and let’s do something!” 
 
    Bonnie turned her face towards me and gave me a thoughtful look.  “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. But we live our life in a rut. Go to work, go to sleep. Go to work…there’s got to be more, right?” 
 
    “Well, there’s got to more, I suppose, But are we talking good more? Or bad more?” 
 
    “Hey, life is what you make it!” 
 
    She pursed her lips and considered me, and finally said, “You figure out something daring that isn’t going to kill us and might be I’ll go along with you.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, baby.” 
 
    I put out the knuckles and she knuckle bumped me and sighed. 
 
    I grinned and headed out for the garage to work on my hog. 
 
    Not that hog! My Harley hog. 
 
    As I turned on the lights and walked over to where my Harley was residing I thought about it. Do something new, fresh, exciting. Something we had never done before. Hmmm. 
 
    Truth was, in spite of. my words about living in a rut, we didn’t live a conventional life. We’d roll to Sturges come the summer. Live in a tent and play the gypsy. 
 
    And, we’d gone to a nudist camp one year. That was a hoot. I mean, I’m sort of a chunky guy, lots of beard, and…I couldn’t keep the hard on down. 
 
    All those lush, nude, naked as the day they were born babes. I mean, like, Whoo! Bonnie would even fuck me to a limp noodle all night, then I’d get up and saunter out of the tent the way God made me, no clothes, and some good looking, big-titted babe would walk by and greet me with a big grin, and…SPROING! 
 
    I tell ya, it was hard. Get it? ‘Hard?’ Ha! 
 
    But the thing was, Bonnie had a great time to. After all, she’s one of those babes you can’t get enough of eyeballing. She’s got bigger boobs than all those nudist babes, her body is in better shape cause of all the Yoga she does, and…I get to fuck her! 
 
    Tell me life ain’t grand! 
 
    So, we went places and did things. And we had lots of sex.  And…what new thing could we do? 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    I opened up the tool kit and got to work. 
 
    I like to make sure my hog is in top shape. Sometimes we take the car when we go off on our adventures, but we prefer the iron horse. Nothing like the wind in our hair and beard—I’m the one with the beard—and the smell of all mighty America in our nostrils. Heck, we don’t even mind the splat of a few bugs on our faces. 
 
    I opened up the casing and started fiddling around, making sure all parts were in good shape. Belts not frayed, widgets not worn. And I thought. 
 
    Hmmm. Well, we’d gone to Mt. Rushmore, that was a continuation of a trip to Sturges, and it was a hoot. This big, ugly faces looking down on us. Hearing the history of the US first hand. Fun. 
 
    I pulled the front tire and examined it in detail. Treads in good shape. Believe me, you never want to have a front flat on a Harley. It’s wiggle and wobble and hold on for dear life, and there ain’t nothing to hold on to! 
 
    Hmmm. We’d taken a trip to New York one year. That was actually pretty gnarly. We don’t like to pay for motels, so she’d sleep on the bike and I’d sleep on the ground next to it. And you can’t believe the number of freaks that would come up and do everything from trying to hold us up, to selling dope, to asking for directions, to tell us to get off the damned lawn. 
 
    Ridiculous. 
 
    I put the front tire back on and took the rear off. It’s a big, fat mother. People always tell me a Harley is good for nothing but pulling stumps. Ha! So I got me a stump pulling tire and the next time somebody wants me to clear their land…grin. 
 
    Hmmm. California was cool, but they’re even lefter than New York. It wasn’t tweaked out freaks that got to us there, it was all these political types telling us that the planet is going to roll over and fall into a celestial grave just because they can’t afford an air conditioner. I been hearing about global warming since Al Gore, and when the planet doesn’t succumb they just tell us, Oh, we didn’t mean this year…it’s next year that we’re all going to die! And when global warming didn’t work they changed to climate change. 
 
    Sheesh. Make up your minds. But until you get it right, I’m going to ride my Harley and go have adventures. 
 
    Hmmm. I just did a political rant. Sorry about that. But…what about sky diving? Yeah! We could bike out to some place and hire somebody to take us up in the clouds and kick us out! 
 
    Man, if we liked the feel of fresh air in our nostrils, think what a rush it would be getting fresh air at 120 MPH straight down! 
 
    Now, this was a good idea, so I called my riding partner, Johnny, and asked him about it. 
 
    “Johnny! Buddy! What do you know about sky diving?” 
 
    “Bu-u-ur-rp! What? Sky who?” 
 
    “Johnny! It’s ten in the AM! Man, you got to wake up?” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Hold on a minute.” 
 
    I heard the sound of bedsprings. Good. He was getting out of bed. Then the sound of feet pattering down a hallway, and…ah, there it was, the sound of a refrigerator being opened. 
 
    PSSH!  
 
    I smiled. That was a beer can opening. Johnny didn’t hold with those sissy bottles. He always felt that if your beer didn’t have aluminum in it wasn’t real beer. Besides, one night when he was real sloshed he couldn’t figure out how to unscrew a bottle. From that time on it was nothing but shiny aluminum for him. 
 
    I listened to the sound of him glugging. Then a smack, as of somebody putting a can down on a counter. 
 
    “Who’s this?” 
 
    Excellent, he was asking questions. “Johnny! It’s Ace!” 
 
    “Ace! How they hanging?” 
 
    “Big and round and ready to get down!” 
 
    He laughed. “What can I do you for, my man?” 
 
    “I just wanted to know about sky diving. You been in the army. You know about this shit. Bonnie and I are ripe for an adventure, and I thought about sky diving. What can you tell me?” 
 
    “Oh, man. I wished you hadn’t asked me.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, look, it’s like this. They get you up at five in the morning, and there’s no beer! That alone should be enough to put you off. 
 
    “Then they march you five miles, with a damn pack filled with a parachute. And you can’t take the pack off or mess around with it at all! 
 
    “Then they climb ya aboard these big, fat planes and take off. 
 
    “It’s okay up till then, I mean, you’re tired and all, and your legs are sore from all the marching, but then…then…” 
 
    “What, Johnny? What then?” 
 
    “Then they kick you out of the damned plane? I mean, why’n the hell did they take you all the way up there and then throw you out? I mean, you were already on the ground in the first place! Why go up just to come down?” 
 
    I thought about it. Johnny was making sense. Beer always makes him smarter. But he wasn’t done. 
 
    “But that ain’t the worst part! All the drill sergeants are laughing, and they don’t care if you got a big stain in your pants, they just yell out things like ‘only two things come out of the sky! Bird shit and paratroops!’ And if you don’t jump they actually kick you right in the butt and send you sailin’. I tell ya, it’s horrible! I tell ya, the one thing I took away from airborne school was this: it ain’t the long fall that hurts. It’s that sudden stop.” 
 
    I blinked. The sudden stop. Man. I hadn’t never thought of that! 
 
    “Hey, thanks Johnny. I think I’ll cross that off my bucket list.” 
 
    “You better, or you’ll end up kicking the bucket. Hey, you got any beer?” 
 
    “Nah. I drank it all. But, thanks.” 
 
    “You’re welcome amigo. Bu-u-u-r-r-r-p!” 
 
    He hung up. 
 
    I placed the phone down gently and thought about it. Okay. We’d been to the big city, and we’d been out west. We’d seen faces on the mountains, the Grand Canyon, Carlsbad, and a dozen other places. Man, finding something new and exciting was turning out to be pretty hard. 
 
    Suddenly the door to the garage opened. “Honey?” She poked her cute face out and tossed me a missile. “It’s beer thirty!” 
 
    I caught the can and grinned at her. I popped the top as she came out and sat in a lawn chair to watch me. 
 
    Okay, so I lied to Johnny. I did have beer. But he would have come over and drink it all. So my lie was just self preservation. Right? 
 
    We sat, me cross legged on the floor and her in the lawn chair, and I took a couple of big gulps, and then looked at the bottle. Yeah, bottle, Johnny wouldn’t have liked it anyway. 
 
    “What’s this ‘Golden Monkey’ shit?” 
 
    “Specialty beer. Drink one and you’re on your ass. Drink two and you’re on somebody else’s ass. Drink three and somebody else is on your ass.” 
 
    “And you want me to drink three.” 
 
    “Hey, I like being in the top position. Can you blame me?” 
 
    I couldn’t. It’s always fun to be the fuckor and not the fuckee. Uh, unless you like being the fuckee and not the fuckor. 
 
    “Show me your titties.” 
 
    She smiled and took off her shirt. Man. what a fine set of ta tas. Big and buxom, large nips that always seemed to poke out like they wanted to stick you in the eye. 
 
    I smiled. “The bra, too, bitch.” 
 
    So she did, and I felt that instant SPROING! that signified that my heart was working just fine, thank you. 
 
    “So what’d you come up with?” 
 
    I frowned. “Well, we been to the coasts, and a lot of places in between. We been to the Rushmore and the Smithsonian and all those bars down in Baja…I’m having a hard time.” 
 
    “Maybe we’ve done everything.” 
 
    “Maybe. But we ain’t been elected president, so…” I shrugged. 
 
    She snorted. “Who, in their right mind, would want to be the leader of the free world. Nobody likes you, everybody insults you, and you can’t even piss on your own rosebushes without the world getting their knickers in a twist. 
 
    “Or their panties in a bunch,” I added. Then I thought about it. “Say, is it worse to get your knickers in a twist? Or your panties in a bunch?” 
 
    Bonnie got a far away look in her. “You know…I don’t know. Knickers is short for knickerbockers, and I sure don’t know what a knickerbocker is.” 
 
    “Knockers are boobs, so maybe knickers is small boobs.” 
 
    “Don’t get your boobs in a twist?” 
 
    “Ouch,” she said, sipping some more Golden Monkey, “I don’t like it when my nipples get twisted.” 
 
    “Who’s been twisting your nipples?” I asked, a bit of suspicion in my mind. 
 
    “I’m just saying. But, heck, you’ve pinched my nips before, and that didn’t feel too good. So twisting would be worse. Take off your pants.” 
 
    I stood up and peeled my jeans off and tossed them aside. I’m a commando guy, and Mr. Happy stood right out and saluted my lady love. 
 
    “Nice,” she said. She slithered out of her own jeans and we contemplated each other. My cock was throbbing, bouncing up and down. 
 
    “You should lose some weight,” Bonnie said. 
 
    “I know.” the truth was that I’m sort of a typical Harley guy. I got the beard and the tiny eyes, and I got a roll of belly that’s pretty serious. “But it’s your fault.” 
 
    “How the fuck is it my fault?” she got up and walked over to the garage fridge. She opened it up and rows and stacks of shiny cans looked out. I cold see where she had put a couple of six packs of Golden Monkey on the front of a shelf. She took out two and threw one at me. 
 
    I burped and caught it. We unscrewed the tops and pssh! I said, “I was never fat when I drank regular beer. I just started puttin’ on the pounds when you started making me drink that lite shit.” 
 
    My sweet, little patootie let out a belch that would scared the bats out of the belfry. If we had. belfry. If we had bats. “Don’t start that. I’m just looking out for your health.” 
 
    “Well, I’m telling you that regular beer is healthier than lite beer.” 
 
    I bent down to put the casing back on my Harley. My dick draggled on the ground and I jerked a bit. Cement was cold. 
 
    Bonnie laughed. 
 
    “If you can put that toy back together, and finish that beer, and still walk straight…then you can walk straight on into the bedroom and put your crooked pecker straight into me.” 
 
    “What? You don’t want to go for three beers?” 
 
    She lowered her head and the look in her eyes was downright scary. “Baby, I thought you’d never ask. Chug.” 
 
    We tilted our bottles and raced to the bottom. We hit it at the same time, slapped out bottles down and glared at each other. 
 
    She opened the fridge again and took out the last two bottles of the first six pack. 
 
    I tell ya, I was already looped. That Golden Monkey is the shits. I mean, my eyeballs were working separately. I’d look to the right with my left, and to the left with my right, and no matter how much I tried, the world wouldn’t cross back over and look normal. 
 
    But, when she threw the bottle at me…I caught it! Booyah! 
 
    We psshed! and took our first sips. 
 
    She turned to the work bench and turned on the radio. “Wanna dance, big boy?” 
 
    “Does a bear want to shit on the pope?” I grinned at her. 
 
    “Ooh, I’d like to see that.” 
 
    We came together in the center of the garage, put our arms around each other and swayed, each of us holding a Golden Monkey. 
 
    Oh, man, her boobs were big, they fit over my big belly just perfect, and we were joined like we were made to be joined. Yin and yang, baby. And my cock stuck out and the tip grazed her thigh. 
 
    “What’s that?” she hooted. “Is that a peanut?” 
 
    “That’s a penis,” I growled. I bent my head and caught a nipple in my teeth. I bit and pulled and she yelped, and held my head and wouldn’t let me go. “Fuck me, you asshole!” 
 
    “Finish your beer, ya ditz!” 
 
    We both upended and took a big glug. 
 
    We swayed and took little steps and ground our bodies together. 
 
    Man, her boobies were the living end, and she snaked a hand down, got under my belly and grabbed my dong. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, bitch!” I moaned. 
 
    “That’s the idea, bastard!” and she tugged on my cock. Then she let go and grabbed my balls. She began to squeeze and said, “I’m going to keep squeezing harder and harder, and I wont’ stop until you’ve finished your Monkey.” 
 
    She began to squeeze, and she wasn’t kidding. 
 
    I put bottle to lips and started chugging. She’s got a grip on her, and I could feel the flesh squeezing out between her fingers. 
 
    Chug…chug… “Ow! Woman! Let go!” 
 
    “Hurry up, you horny bastard,” she laughed. 
 
    Chug… and, finally, chug. I held the bottle up and a single drop fell out on her tits. She let go. 
 
    I was almost ready to fall down, my nuts hurt so bad. But she was laughing. I went to my knees and held my poor package, and she came too close, so I grabbed her pussy. Hard.  
 
    I rose up and her eyes were now wide. I squeezed, and my fingers were in her snatch and my palm was on the outside. “Tit for tat, bitch. How you like it?” 
 
    I started squeezing, harder and harder, and she gasped and put one hand on my chest, as if to stop me. But I wasn’t going to stop, and I kept squeezing. “Finish that Monkey!” 
 
    She put bottle to lips and, man, she started gulping. Her eyes were big and bulging, and her mouth was open and a bit of brewski was draining out the sides. 
 
    Glug…glug…glug… 
 
    She finished, and I laughed and let up on the pressure. I didn’t take my fingers out of her cunt, though. 
 
    She hung on me. Weaked, and dazed by Monkey. “Man, that’ll teach me.” 
 
    “Nah,” I said, “Nothing will teach you. you’re the original brass balls pussy bitch.” 
 
    “You say the sweetest things.” 
 
    “To the sweetest thing.” 
 
    Then she whispered against me, “I know one thing that will teach me.” 
 
    I grinned. “Three beers. Who rides who?” 
 
    “Let’s go find out.” 
 
    We staggered, arms around each other, through the kitchen door. We stumbled back through the house, running into door jambs and giggling. 
 
    We made it to the bedroom and fell on the bed. 
 
    She rolled over and spread her legs, and I crawled over her. Man, that Golden Monkey was slaughtering my senses. I truly did not know which way was up and which way was down. 
 
    “Right here, baby, that’s my asshole.” 
 
    “Any port in a storm,” I belched, and stuck it in her. She had been quick and I slid into her pussy. 
 
    I lay on her for a moment. And we laughed, then she wheezed, “Get your belly up. I wanna fuck, not get squashed.” 
 
    So I pushed up and pushed forward and my hog went all the way into the pen. 
 
    “Oh…yes!” 
 
    Her eyes were dazed, and I knew she was having the same trouble with her eyeballs that I was having. 
 
    I pulled out and she grabbed me and held on. “Fuck me, Ace. Do what you do best!” 
 
    I began ramming it in, and it was wild. I was moving in straight, but the beer was making me feel like I was skewed. I felt like I was falling over as I fucked her. 
 
    This gave her the weird feeling of me meaning one thing, and doing another. And since she was having her own falling to the side feelings, it was turning into a wild fuck of a fuck! 
 
    In and out! Holding on to each other because we were scared we were going to fall out of the bed, and, suddenly, BANG! We fell out of the bed. 
 
    She landed on top of me, which was probably good, since I would have squashed her flatter than an old lady’s tits. 
 
    I grunted and then she trying to fuck me even as she tried to straighten up to the cowgirl position. 
 
    It looked like she was falling over, and I held on, and she fell the other way. 
 
    It was violent, it was wonderful, and we couldn’t stop laughing. 
 
    We rolled over again, and I fell into the dresser. 
 
    I rubbed my head and we giggled, and she opened up the dresser drawer and took out the strap on. 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelled. My cock slithering around and wanting to cum. “Not yet! I haven’t cum!” 
 
    “Assholes shouldn’t be allowed to cum,” she giggled. And she sat on me, was fully impaled, and pulled the strap on around her waist. 
 
    Then, before I could think, which is to say before I sobered, she pulled off me, scooted down, pushed that plastic dick down so it was protruding from her groin, and she shoved into me. 
 
    “GAH!” Oh, God. It felt good. 
 
    I’m not one of these girly guys, but I sure enjoy a poke in the rear. 
 
    Trying to stay in me, we contorted, and because of her Yoga training we were able to end up with me on my belly and her deeply embedded. 
 
    “Okay, slick,” she whispered in my ear, putting her full weight on me, “Let me show you what a real dicking is.” 
 
    I lay there, my belly propping my ass up a bit, and she drove it home. Again and again. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whined. “Oh, damn!” 
 
    She was on her knees behind me now, and I was on my knees, ass tilted up perfectly for her penetrations. 
 
    I lay there, grunting, the world spinning, and there was only the feel of the penis in my bottom. 
 
    “God, woman!” I cried out, half sobbing with the pleasure. 
 
    “Yes,” she agreed, plowing into me. “God is a woman! Now cum, you bitch!” 
 
    And, amazingly, I began to cum. 
 
    Cumming with the asshole is truly world shattering. There are dick orgasms, pussy orgasms, and asshole orgasms, which are, I understand, the product of anal stimulation and a healthy prostate. Of the three I actually prefer the anal bomb. It is as hard as a dick orgasm, but it gets big and large and consumes the world, like a female orgasm. 
 
    Bonnie felt me starting to cum, and she kept it in tight, kept hammering away, now just going in and out by an inch. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whimpered. 
 
    “That’s it honey. I love you. Let it happen.” 
 
    The sensation of white hot heat swelled, began to consume me, engulf me, take over my world complete. 
 
    She rammed and rammed, and…BLAM! I was riding the whirlwind. It lifted me up and there was no world, there was only the feeling of being taken, and submitting, and my love for Bonnie. 
 
    I lay on the floor, feeling the rug under me, gasping for breath, and the world slowly came back to me. I was aware of Bonnie pulling out and chuckling. I rolled over, and my dick was still standing up. 
 
    I always marveled at that, that my dick, after a good anal orgasm, could stay hard. 
 
    But it did. And today it was doubly significant. Today, I had actually leaked semen all over the place. 
 
    Sometimes you don’t. Sometimes you have a dry cum, or no cum at all. But sometimes the pressure on the prostate is such that you leak your semen out and there is nothing left. But the dick doesn’t understand this, and it still thinks it has to cum. So it stays super rock hard. Which is fun, but frustrating, and can be made more frustrating when your partner hasn’t had her orgasm and you are expected to deliver her one. 
 
    “Oh, no,” I muttered, seeing the pool of semen. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Bonnie laughed. “Come to mama!” 
 
    She attacked me, stripped the dildo off and tossed it aside. She pushed me back and sat on me, slid my cock up her pussy. 
 
    “But I already came!” 
 
    “Shut up, you selfish bastard!” she moaned, grinding away on my hard cock. 
 
    “But I’m done!” 
 
    “You’re a human dildo and I choose to use you.” She pumped up and down. 
 
    It felt good, but, right after you have come, even anally, you don’t feel like getting your cock fucked. 
 
    “Please,” I begged.  
 
    “Yeah, you can please me. Now shut up and do what you do best!” 
 
    So, giving up, knowing that she had the upper hand, I began to pump her. 
 
    Oh, it hurt my sensitive, little peewee for a moment, then the pain went away and it started feeling good again. But I still knew I’d had enough. 
 
    But, no use for it, I had to keep going. 
 
    I used my weight to keep her in place and drove my dick down into her depths. She groaned and moaned and cried out. 
 
    I corkscrewed, scouring her insides with the tip of my dick, and she writhed and wiggled and tried to push her hips up to get more. 
 
    I bent my head and managed to get a nipple into my mouth. 
 
    “Yes…yes…” 
 
    I sucked on that nipple, hard, to the point of pain, and when she gave an out of control groan I backed off a smidgen. 
 
    Oh, she was hot. Even though I had just cum I was now enraptured and wanting. I had been pushed past the desire not to fuck, and now I wanted to fuck. 
 
    I hadn’t cum, like in a male orgasm, and my dick was driving me. I needed to cum! Even though I knew there was nothing left, and that I wouldn’t be able to. 
 
    I fucked her, like an animal, and this was what she loved. This was why she liked to fuck me, and then have me do this to her. 
 
    I grabbed her hips and struggled to my feet. I may have a big belly, but I’m also pretty damned strong. 
 
    Once on my feet I held her in place. I moved towards the wall and slammed her into it. 
 
    “Oh…yeah…do me!” 
 
    She liked it rough, and, baby, I was ready to give it to her rough. 
 
    I went to the doorway and stood, her impaled on my cock, and began going back and forth between the door jambs. First her back hit, then I went the other way and my back hit, then her back, and my back. And every back to the door jamb resulted in a shocking push into her pussy. 
 
    “Fu…uh…uh…uck!” she wailed. Feeling my pubic smash into her pubic, feeling my cock jam to the hilt into her cunt. 
 
    “Yeah, baby!” I groaned. I was almost there. Even though I knew I wouldn’t be able to cum, I felt so damned close! If I could just get a little more…if I could just… 
 
    “AHHHHHHHH!” I never seen her cum so hard. She locked up like somebody having an epileptic fit. She grabbed me so hard I thought my ribs were going to break. Suddenly I couldn’t move, and I just stood there, balls deep, feeling her snatch grab my cock and squeeze it. She was squeezing me so hard I felt faint. Then, suddenly it was over. 
 
    She hung onto me, a dead weight. Clung to me, and it felt like all her muscles had turned to noodles. 
 
    “Come on, baby,” I walked her across the floor, my dick still in her, and she groaned with the sensation. 
 
    But it was over. I managed to put her on the bed, then I pulled out of her. 
 
    She looked up at me and smiled. “Fucks a lot, bastard.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, bitch.” then I lay down next to her. The Golden Monkey was still working, my cock wanted to fuck some more, and my mind…my mind swirled. 
 
    What could we do that was new and exciting? 
 
    I lay there, half slumbering, feeling the glorious Golden Monkey turn me and twist me and make me upside down. 
 
    And, suddenly, I had it. I knew what we were going to do that was new and exciting. 
 
    I grinned, and zonked out for a short nap. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Piercings? What the fuck?” 
 
    “Yeah, baby, it’ll be cool. Come look at this.” 
 
    I took her into the computer room and pulled up a porn site. I typed in piercings and suddenly we were in Oz. 
 
    There were small piercings and bit piercings. There were shiny piercings and dull. There were were bars and balls and all manner of jewelry. 
 
    “Look at this babe!” 
 
    She had white balls. White balls out of the sides of her nipples. White balls in her navel. White balls in her fucking tongue! Her name was Ashton Blake.  
 
    “Damn, her titties are almost as big as mine.” 
 
    “But aren’t those piercings cool?” 
 
    Bonnie tilted her head. “Hmm. Maybe. Yeah. Maybe.” 
 
    Heh. I had her interested now. 
 
    “How about this one?” I pulled up Penelope Black Diamond and we both goggled. The woman was a stone cold fox, big boobers, and all sorts of piercings. 
 
    “You want me to get my tits pierced,” she breathed out. It was getting to her. 
 
    “Well, sure, but I thought…” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I thought about getting our genitals pierced.” 
 
    “Your cock? My cunt?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She looked at me, her mind working a mile a minute, then she noticed the screen. The video was showing Penelope Black Diamond sitting with her legs spread, and she had these enormous rings in her gina. They were big, and thick, and there was a lot of them. 
 
    “Man, look at how that pussy hangs.” 
 
    The rings went through the labia up and down, and the labia was stretched out. 
 
    “That’s a lot of pussy,” murmured Bonnie, fascinated. 
 
    “A lot of pussy to eat.” 
 
    “Man, you could suck on that whole thing, almost like it’s a cock.” 
 
    “It’s better than a cock. Imagine all that acreage. Now imagine me burying my face in it.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck, honey. This is getting me hot!” 
 
    I grinned and changed the screen. O’Pearl. Big boobs, even bigger than Bonnie’s and a pussy that was heavy with rings and getting…fisted! 
 
    “Oh…my…Lord!” 
 
    We watched as the woman laid back and let a friend fuck her with her whole arm. 
 
    Man, I tell ya, my cock was harder than…than I don’t know what! And it was dripping. 
 
    Bonnie looked at me. She looked down at my groin, then she grabbed me. “Shit, you’re dripping all over the place!” 
 
    “I grabbed her pussy and grinned. “So are you!” 
 
    We looked back at the screen. A beautiful woman, with tits as big as Bonnie’s, and a pussy adorned with big, shiny rings. 
 
    Sproing, sproing and double sproing! 
 
    About a millisecond later we were rolling on the floor, ripping clothes off and yelling hallelujahs 
 
    Getting a piercing is not a quick thing. Oh, it can be, if you’re the kind of girl who darns her socks with nine penny nails. But…we had to do some research. 
 
    First, getting pierced, even in the most tender of spots, isn’t all that painful At least, that’s what chat room after chat room told us. Guys and gals educated us as to the quick spurt of pain, and then…the recovery time. 
 
    Ah, yes. Recovery time. Generally, a month. Could be longer, but we were healthy and best estimates was four weeks. 
 
    Oh, man. A month without pussy, and for Bonnie, a month without cock. That was going to be tough. 
 
    Still, it was exciting. We were reading about what a turn on piercings were, and how the sex was super enhanced. Heck, I’m a real horn dog. If the Republican party offered enhanced sex I’d join up. 
 
    Well, maybe not the Republicans. But the Democrats, sure. Well, maybe not the Democrats either. 
 
    But I’d register to vote if it meant enhanced sex! 
 
    So, a month of sitting around, being horny. Uh oh. Being horny meant having hard ons, and…did it matter if I was erect? Or got erect after the piercing? When it was trying to heal? 
 
    I quickly hit the net, went to a few chat rooms, and…instant joy. You could get pierced if you were erect or not. And, it didn’t matter if you got erect after the piercing. 
 
    There were recommendations not to, of course, and I would try not to get all horny. But I’m a guy, and getting a boner is part of our mental make up. 
 
    Well, I’d have to just take cold showers, and Bonnie would have to wear a big body sack that hid her tits. And, no porn. Definitely no porn. 
 
    But, my mind wailed, how can I go a month without porn? 
 
    Well, somehow, I’d have to do it. 
 
    Now, as to the types of piercings. Bonnie and I spent many a night perusing images, researching the various kinds, and we finally made up our minds. 
 
    I would get something called an ampallang. An ampallang goes sideways through the head of the cock. Barbells stick out the sides, and the women go hog rootin’ nuts when they have sex with a guy with an ampallang. Apparently those little barbells rub up and down in the vaginal canal and the woman feels things she hasn’t never felt before. She starts to shimmy and jump and the orgasm blasts through her like Sherman through Georgia. 
 
    And the guy, well, let me tell you: when a guy has sex while having an ampallang the rod through the penis executes the penis from the inside out. The guy starts humping like a rabbit with a red hot poker up its furry, little butt, and the orgasm is supposed to be so far out of this world even aliens get turned on! 
 
    So, I was going to get an ampallang. 
 
    Bonnie was going to get a whole bunch of rings through her labia. A half a dozen good sized rings that would jangle when she walked, and when they jangled they’d be rubbing and vibrating and…she was supposed to be able to have an orgasm just from walking across the street. 
 
    I told her, of course, that if she got that many rings through her pussy I could put a padlock through them, and then I could be sure she wasn’t messing around on me. 
 
    She just laughed because, though we didn’t care about each other messing around, we were pretty true to each other. 
 
    Simply, we hadn’t found anybody who could give us as much fun as we gave each other. 
 
    So, an ampallang, and a bunch of rings, and we would be all set for the most exciting sex of our lives. This was going to be good. 
 
    While I was doing a lot of research on piercings, and figuring out the money and the time, Bonnie was looking for a cabin somewhere where we could be alone. 
 
    We wanted to have our fantastic sex out in the wilds, where people couldn’t hear us screaming and carrying on. We didn’t want to just be in a tent, we wanted to spend a week getting horny, making sure everything was healed, and then do it on a bed. 
 
    Hey, this was going to be special, so we wanted to make it special. 
 
    At first we thought we weren’t going to be able to afford it. Resorts are incredibly expensive. But she knew a girl who had a friend who…and she arranged for us to get two whole weeks in the hills above Malibu! 
 
    The place was way off the beaten path, at the end of a cow path, and it belonged to some rich guy who liked to ride but didn’t know one end of a wrench from the other. But that was our trade. We got to spend a couple of weeks in the sunshine and I just had to tune up his three bikes. Heck, that’s like getting paid to go to heaven! 
 
    Fuck! We could take my Harley down during the day and swim with all the hot bodies, and there was night life, and we could take advantage of that great California sunshine. Heck, the place even had a pool, so we could sunbath in the nekkid and drink all the Golden Monkey we wanted! 
 
    As long as we didn’t fuck until the end of the two weeks we would be spending there. 
 
    The only bad thing was that that was going to be two weeks of hanging out with my naked, sexy honey. Two weeks of watching her boobers bounce, of having her hug me and love me…without any dicking. We called it fucking with with NPA. No Poke Attached. 
 
    Well, heck. I guess I could handle that. Gulp, gulp! Take a deep breath. 
 
    So, we started making plans. First, I ordered ten cases of Golden Monkey. That ought to last two weeks, right? Wait a minute, there was two of us, so I ordered an extra ten cases. Then, because I’m an adventurous guy, I started mixing up the different styles of Golden Monkey. I made one of the cases ‘Sour Monkey,’ and another one’Easy Ringer,’ and ‘Dirtwolf’ and ‘Hopdevil’ and ‘Whirlwind,’ and…and, man, were we going to have fun! 
 
    I arranged to have the beer delivered, cost a pretty penny, but…I couldn’t carry all those cases on my bike, right? 
 
    And we were all set. All we had to do was find somebody to put holes in our genitals. 
 
    Yikes! 
 
    First, we went on the internet and examined web pages and talked to more chatrooms. Then we actually went in and talked to the guys who did the piercings. After talking to a dozen guys, and a few gals, we happened on a hole in the wall called Inky Dinky. It had a good rep, but it didn’t look all that good when we first walked in. 
 
    It was dusty, and the lone piercer was sleeping in the big, barber type of chair that is commonly used for piercing and inking people. 
 
    I cleared my throat and he opened an eye. “Yo.” 
 
    “Want to talk about a couple of piercings.” 
 
    He opened the other eye. “So talk.” 
 
    I just about left, but Bonnie told me later that she had a good feeling for the guy. So she poked me and I started asking about genital piercings. “We’re interested in an ampallang and some labia rings. 
 
    He yawned, sat up, and grinned. “You’re out looking for the hottest sex in the world.” 
 
    I kept my face straight. I didn’t know this guy, but Bonnie grinned. “Exactly.” 
 
    He got up and sauntered over to us. I could tell he was judging us, measuring us, and then he started talking. 
 
    Man, he was the man! He knew absolutely everything about piercings in the world. In fact, he was actually a doctor who gave up medicine to be an inker, or a ‘Body Modification Artist.’ 
 
    He told us about problems we never would have imagined, and he showed us pictures of his work, and…it was some of the best work I had ever seen. His tats were the Mona Lisa. His piercings were as if Michelangelo had done them. 
 
    We walked out convinced, and with appointments for getting pierced. 
 
    I got my piercing first. On a Monday morning, the slowest day of the week, which he recommended because he didn’t like answering the phone or talking to people when he was working, I showed up. 
 
    Bonnie was with me, moral support, maybe to cheer a little, and then get here piercing. 
 
    He hung a ‘closed’ sign on the front door, then took me into the back. First, I took my pants off, then I sat down in a padded chair. He raised a foot platform and lowered the back, and I was laying there with my dick in the air. 
 
    Yeah, I got a boner just from the idea of getting my cock pierced. 
 
    He didn’t notice, didn’t care, and just took my cock in his hand and started swabbing it with some disinfectant stuff. 
 
    Man, it felt weird. 
 
    First, the disinfectant stuff had a chill reaction with my skin. It felt cold, and I would have gone limp except…a guy was handling my cock! 
 
    Second, the guy was handling my cock! 
 
    Hey, I’m straight! I don’t have anything against gays, but…I’m straight! And here was this guy holding my cock and painting it with some yellowish goop! 
 
    Heck, I even started throbbing. 
 
    His name was Dinky. Inky Dinky, get it? And he handled my cock cooly. Then he put on one of those magnifying glasses doctors wear and started really looking at my prick. 
 
    He examined both sides of the head, and made little ink marks, just dots. 
 
    “Good cock, man,” he mentioned, as he picked up his needle. “You know, the chat rooms say an ampallang piercing doesn’t hurt, but…it does. Of course it does. You’re talking about some of the most sensitive skin in the world! You want me to use anesthetic?” 
 
    “Fuck, yes!” 
 
    Bonnie was watching from the side and she snickered, “Pussy!” 
 
    Dinky ignored her, but he grinned, then he applied anesthetic, and he…he pushed that needle through the head of my penis. 
 
    Man, it was other world. Suddenly I felt like I was watching from a million miles away, and I grew faint. He put the bar through, screwed the balls on, and dabbed up a couple of drops of blood. 
 
    “You okay, honey?” Bonnie was holding my hand. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” But I was ashen. And in spite of the anesthetic it had hurt. 
 
    But, sitting there, looking down at the rod through my pecker, seeing the big balls on the sides of the head, I realized that it didn’t hurt anymore, that it was done, and that I was officially pierced. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, getting over my near faint. 
 
    “I guess you aren’t a pussy, after all.” 
 
    I grinned and she helped me stand up. Standing up my belly sagged out a bit and I couldn’t see my piercing. but I could see it in my mind’s eye, and I could feel it. 
 
    “Man, thanks a lot.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” Then, to Bonnie, “You want to have a seat?” He motioned to the chair with one hand. 
 
    “I guess I have to now.” 
 
    She sat down in the piercing chair, and I pulled up a chair and held her hand. 
 
    Man, if I thought it was weird to have somebody handle my cock, it had to be ten times weirder for Bonnie to have somebody handle her pussy. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to apply a bit of anesthetic.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Why?” I quipped. “She’s no pussy.” 
 
    “Har de har har,” mumbled Bonnie. She was a little freaked out. 
 
    Dinky grinned. “Says the man who almost fainted from getting a little needle stuck through his teeny peeny.” 
 
    Bonnie laughed, then she closed her eyes and held onto my hand. 
 
    I tell ya, it was absolutely fascinating. Dinky worked fast, but efficiently. He slid three rings through one side, spaced about an inch apart, then three rings through the other side. 
 
    Bonnie’s pussy was looking pretty puffy now. 
 
    “Bit of swelling,” Dinky mumbled. “Don’t even worry about it. You guys have to visually inspect each other, and use plenty of disinfectant. That’s the only danger here, an infection, but in three days the danger is past and you just have to wait out the month for the healing.” 
 
    He looked at us as he took off his magnifying glass thing. “And no sex. Not at all. Four weeks you’ll be healed, on the 29th day from now you can beat each other with barrel staves, but no sex until then. Got it? 
 
    We did. 
 
    Man, the next couple of weeks were torture. 
 
    We had fucked our brains out the night before we got our piercings, hoping that that would drain us for a while. But a while passes pretty quickly when it comes to sex. 
 
    By the end of that first day I was a walking hard on. I couldn’t wear pants because I didn’t want to risk the barbell catching on anything, so I walked around naked, and Bonnie kept looking at my cock and wishing. 
 
    And it got worse from then on. I was naked most of the time, and when I did have to go out I wore underwear and tried to make sure I would bang around in side my pants.  
 
    Bonnie went naked, too. And she loved the feeling of the rings dangling from her pussy. They jingled and they jangled, and here is the cruel thing: she could orgasm. 
 
    And, man, did she orgasm. 
 
    She’d be standing at the counter, buttering some toast, and all of the sudden she’d get a far away look in her eye, then she bend her knees a little scrunch her body over, and groan. Then she’d straighten up and look at me and laugh. 
 
    So she was cumming several times a day, and lording it over me, who couldn’t cum at all. 
 
    By the end of two weeks she was touching me pretty regular, and driving me crazy, and loving it. 
 
    “This is for all the times you came and left me high and dry!” Then she’d do some jumping jacks until she orgasmed. 
 
    But, though I was getting hornier and hornier, the two weeks passed, and it was time to head up into the mountains for a little cabin time. 
 
    On a Monday morning I pushed the bike out and warmed it up. Bonnie came out, sat down behind me, hugged me, and we were off. 
 
    And, oh, my god, I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Harley’s have a tendency to vibrate, and I was pushed up on the seat so that my crotch rested right on the tank. And, inside my pants, one of the ampallang balls was against the tank. 
 
    Oh, man, the vibrations. I wasn’t even out of the driveway before I knew I was in trouble. My cock was getting super vibrated, from the inside out, and my cock was getting harder and harder, and the ampallang pushing harder and harder up against the metal tank. 
 
    Bonnie didn’t know anything was wrong. She just held on and enjoyed the ride. 
 
    Inside my pants my cock started to drip, like big time. It was like I was getting vibrated right to the point of cumming, but…not quite enough. I just couldn’t get over the edge. 
 
    Several times I groaned. Several times I reached down to adjust my pants. 
 
    Bonnie heard one of my groans through the bluetooth in our helmets. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “This…the bike is vibrating!” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “My piercing is right on the tank.” 
 
    She started laughing. “Poor boy. Serves you right.” 
 
    “Why does it serve me right? What have I done?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but you’ve done something, right?” 
 
    Well, I had to agree with that. 
 
    So we rode, and while Bonnie enjoyed the freedom of the road I kept twitching and itching and moaning and groaning. 
 
    We headed out of the valley and up into the hills. 
 
    In spite of my poor, abused cock, it really was beautiful. So I withstood the intense feelings down there and I swooped through the curves, and we came to the dirt road. 
 
    Harleys aren’t built for dirt roads. They’re cruisers, they aren’t dirt bikes. 
 
    Still, I’m a hell of a good rider, and the trick was pretty obvious. Don’t go slow and try to pick your way, you’ll end up getting caught in a rut, the rear tire won’t grip enough, and you’ll end up struggling for balance. 
 
    So, you shoot the juice. You zoom it. You risk the occasional bounce and you fly over the ruts and bumps. 
 
    Actually, it was sort of fun. Of course the vibration to my ampallang were intensified, but we were almost there. 
 
    We pulled up in a clearing and stared up at the cabin. 
 
    Cabin? 
 
    Try Taj Mahal! 
 
    It was in the middle of a clearing, new trees planted around the thing, and gathering tons of sunlight. 
 
    It was three stories, made with select woods and sheets of shiny glass. 
 
    “How the hell did they ever get the building materials up here?” I turned off my bike and Bonnie got off. Then I stepped off and we stood there and looked at the place. 
 
    Beautiful. The swooping modern lines of master architecturalizing. 
 
    We walked around the outside, marveled at the pool and hot tub. There was even a little maze type of garden on the far side of the pool. 
 
    “You done good, bitch.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, bastard.” 
 
    We grinned. 
 
    And, the Golden Monkey had been delivered, and the delivery guys had even put a couple of the cases in the big commercial refrigerator. 
 
    We opened that fridge, grinned, and got started. 
 
    Man, what a week. We didn’t even bother going down to the ocean. Heck, why go to paradise when you’re already in paradise? Right? 
 
    So we sat around that pool, took walks through the country, drank Golden Monkey until it was coming out of our pores, and…it really was paradise. 
 
    But, paradise or not, time passed, and D-Day approached. D-day. you know? Dick-Day. And every day we got more and more excited. Bonnie was fine, she was getting off from just walking around, but me…man, I was tumescent. Isn’t that a great word? Tumescent? It means all swollen and dripping. 
 
    And all that last week Bonnie would come over to me while we were lounging and play with me. Or stop and give me super kisses and fondle me while we were out walking. 
 
    Man, I have never been more horny in my life. i had never gone so long without cumming, and I had never dripped so much in my life. In fact, I was actually leaving little splatter marks behind me when I walked. I was that dripping. 
 
    And, the morning of the 29th. 
 
    I awoke, and I grinned. I was looking at the ceiling, and so was my pecker. 
 
    Bonnie was already awake, and grinning, and looking at my pecker look at the ceiling. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I moaned, stretching and feeling all that horniness run through my frame. 
 
    She flicked my cock and bits of pre-cum flew off. “I think you might be ready.” 
 
    “You think?” 
 
    I turned to her, and kissed her, and she said, “But I’ve been cumming so much I really don’t want to cum anymore.” 
 
    I just grinned. “Baby, you aren’t pulling that. Not after what I’ve been through.” 
 
    She was nibbling on the end of my cock and she looked over my belly at me. “So what are you waiting for?” 
 
    Man, I threw her over, she opened her legs, and I went in. 
 
    Oh, a month of denial, fuck, the sweetness of pure pussy. 
 
    The way she had played with me, the way that piercing had been vibrated and bounced around had driven the head of my cock wild. 
 
    I felt the rings on her labia against the sides of my shaft. They ran alongside my cock and drove me extra wild. 
 
    She felt the balls on the sides of my head scour the sides of her pussy and she opened her eyes and almost shrieked. 
 
    In and out I went, twisting and turning, and she felt my ampallang do it’s job. 
 
    I could hear her rings jangling, and I could feel them. 
 
    It was true, every thing about sex was enhanced. Super enhanced. It was ten times better than nirvana. It was incredible. 
 
    Our eyes were open in shocked wonder as we experienced absolutely amazing sensations. 
 
    My cock, already harder than a railroad spike, got even harder. 
 
    Her pussy was actually sloshing, she was so wet. 
 
    “Fuck, baby! We should have done this long ago.” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes!” She whimpered. 
 
    I drove into her, and she met my every thrust with raised hips. The head of my penis felt like it was glowing with vibrations. Bonnie jerked her hips and made her rings sing. 
 
    In and out, alive in a new heaven. 
 
    Man, it didn’t take long. Suddenly, she started jerking. 
 
    “You’re cumming already?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” her eyes were far away, I might as well not have existed, she was so wrapped up in her personal orgasm. 
 
    Man, I hurried. I jammed it in, and she jerked some more, and shivered, and I got that white hot feeling way down inside of somewhere. My eyeballs actually rolled back, and I began spurting. 
 
    Man, it was the most violent cum I have ever had in my life. It went on and on, and we just held onto each other and rode the whirlwind. 
 
    Finally, it was over. 
 
    I lay on her, gasping, dazed, wondering what the hell was going on. 
 
    “Over,” she gasped. 
 
    I rolled, and because we were arm entwined, she rolled with me. We lay there and stared at each other. And started laughing. And kissed and made out, and loved each other. 
 
    Finally, she said, “Let’s get some breakfast…and then do this again.” 
 
    “You got it.” I pushed away and, “AIEE!” I felt a sharp pain down there, in the head of my cock. 
 
    “AIEE!” screamed Bonnie, and it was obvious that she felt the same pain. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    “What the fuck” I gasped. 
 
    Bonnie ran her hand down underneath and I could feel her feeling my cock, then her eyes got big. She whispered, “Our piercings are…they’re…it feels like they’re locked together!” 
 
    Now my eyes were wide. I tried to reach down between us, but my belly got in the way. 
 
    “I can’t feel it. Can you get them loose?” 
 
    “Maybe, hold on…” she fiddled and faddled, but when she tried to move back I felt that big pain again and gave a yelp. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I yelled. 
 
    “Sorry, it feels like two of my rings are twisted, or one went through the other, and your ball got mixed up in there.” 
 
    “Can you get it loose?” 
 
    “I’m trying!” 
 
    She tried to pull one ring out of the other, but that just pinched skin and hurt even worse. She tried to pull the ball out, but it was stuck bad, and when she moved it it felt like she was trying to pull the ball right through the head of my cock. 
 
    After fifteen minutes she gave up. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. What’ll we do?” 
 
    “Could you get it free if you had tools?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. There’s no space.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    I was silent. She put her head against me and just breathed. 
 
    “Can we stand up?” she finally asked. 
 
    “Maybe. Let’s roll over and see.” 
 
    We rolled so that I was on my back, and she was laying on me. 
 
    “Can you get your legs up? I can carry you.” 
 
    Thank God for her yoga. I don’t actually know how she managed it, but she got her legs up and sat on me. I couldn’t see our piercings, but I could feel them. I could feel the little bits of metal between our flesh. Most of all, I could feel her pussy. My cock was pointing right into it, and even though I had just cum, my dick was getting hard again. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “That feels good!” 
 
    She ground her hips down, and we each yipped. At a certain point the piercings dug into us. Now it wasn’t heaven from extra sensations; now it was hell from extra sensations. 
 
    “I’m going to try standing up.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She helped a little, but it was a matter of me getting bent far enough forward to get my legs under me. She pressed down, we both went through some pain, but…I stood up. 
 
    We grinned. 
 
    “Okay,” she asked, holding on to me. “What now?” 
 
    I stopped grinning. Yeah, what? 
 
    “Your cell phone. Maybe we can get some help.” 
 
    We…I…walked out of the bedroom, Bonnie sat on me, was held up by my arms, and she clung to me, pressed her groin against mine so we wouldn’t shift around down there. 
 
    A few yelps and eeks later, we were downstairs. I bent a little and she picked up her cell phone. Grinning, she pressed the face a few times, then she frowned. She looked at me with a distraught expression. “It’s been sitting here all week. No charge. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” Seemed like I was saying that a lot. 
 
    Now we were stuck. The cabin was so far out there there was no phone. We had no car. All we had was a worthless phone and…my chopper. 
 
    “Heysoos bled peanut butter, honey. Can we take the bike?” 
 
    We walked, I walked and she rode, to the front porch. The bike sat at the bottom of the stairs, ready to go. But…it had no starter. 
 
    I’m one of these old school guys, I liked kickstarters. And there was no way I could kickstart that mother with Bonnie hooked to me like this. 
 
    For a long moment we stood there, thinking, then, “It’s on a sort of a downslope. I might be able to pop start it.” 
 
    We looked at the big, chrome monster, and I shuddered. Me and Bonnie, entwined on the bike, and if it didn’t start we would be at the bottom of the hill, likely under 800 pounds of motorcycle, and still connected at the dick. And the pussy. 
 
    “We gotta do something,” whispered Bonnie. She was freaked out, and I was freaked out, and…this was our only chance! 
 
    Heck, I couldn’t walk the four miles up to the road carrying her on my dick. 
 
    “We’re going to have to try it.” 
 
    “Let’s cover up your tits, first.” 
 
    There wasn’t much we could do about our bottom parts, but…that’s just the way it went. If I rode fast and nobody looked at our groins…oh, hell. Well, whatever. 
 
    I walked her to the backyard. We had only the clothes we had brought with us. We had planned to go native, and we had jumped in the pool with our clothes, then taken them off and hung them over a rail. 
 
    But our clothes were gone. I went to the rail and looked. Far off, in a tree, was what looked like my pants. Of my shirt and her blouse there was no sign. 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I walked back through the house, down the stairs, and we contemplated getting onto the bike. 
 
    A Harley is low, and easy to mount, but not when one person is carrying naked weight like I was, and confined by the connection of our tangled up piercings. 
 
    “You hold to the handle bars. Yeah, like that. Try to just use it for balance.” 
 
    She nodded, and somehow, I don’t know how, I managed to throw a leg over the saddle. Now all we had to do was sit down. 
 
    I pushed back as far as I could, and I just barely managed to squeeze her in front of me. There we were, her laying back against the tank, her big boobs thrusting up, and me leaning forward, looking like I was fucking her. 
 
    “Oh, man,” she wheezed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This feels good. Your pecker is pushing right up against my clit.” 
 
    “Oh.” I put my attention on our groins, and it did feel good. It was like the head of my cock was in the best possibly position for sensation. “Okay. You ready to do this?” 
 
    “Go for it.” 
 
    I shifted the bike over, balanced it, and kicked the kickstand up. 
 
    Bonnie cried out, but I think it was more in pleasure than pain. 
 
    “Okay,” I muttered. “Hold on to your socks, baby. We only got one chance.” 
 
    I walked the big bike forward, and turned it, and it began to pick up speed. Those first moments were the worst moments. The bike wasn’t going fast, and we were running out of room. I waited till the last possible second, then popped the clutch. 
 
    CUNK! The bike went into gear. For a second I thought the motor wasn’t even going to turn over, but, just a few feet left: R-R-R-M! 
 
    I fed gas, the motor powered up, and I tried to turn. 
 
    To this day I have no idea how we made it. We left the cement, the big back tired started throwing dirt—thank God for stump pulling Harley motors—and we lurched along the edge of the pavement, then I was able to get us up on it again. 
 
    “Wow!” screamed Bonnie. But she wasn’t screaming from the ride, she was screaming from the way our bodies lurched when the motor caught. That had ripped at our piercings and given her a big dose of pure pleasure. 
 
    I angled the bike up the hill and onto the dirt road, and now I had another problem. I had to traverse the damn cow path that was an excuse for a driveway.  
 
    Oh, man, the bike sliding into ruts made our piercings clutch each other. 
 
    When we bounced over potholes we thought our groins were going to be ripped apart. 
 
    And, we were being jammed onto each other. Either the piercings felt like they were going to rip our groins right off our bodies, or my penis slid up and almost into her hole…until our piercings stopped me 
 
    Man, talk about torture! 
 
    We groaned, we cried, we screamed in ecstasy that was cut off by sharp jolts to our sex. 
 
    I think Bonnie may have had it worse, actually, because I could hear her piercings rattle against each other, the ones that weren’t trapping my ampallang, and every once in a while she gave a groan that sounded suspiciously like an orgasm…which was then cut off. 
 
    We got to the main road, and that was a relief. There were cars traveling, but I just turned and rode the edge of the pavement, then zoomed out. 
 
    Oh, man, the cars started honking at us. Both of us naked, looking like I was fucking her as we rode my big machine. I could hear people screaming and yelling and everybody was pointing at us. 
 
    Then the car in front of us slowed down, I could see people pointing out the rear window at us. 
 
    I pulled out and passed them, and the driver almost went off the road. Gee honey, I saw the most interesting thing today, some biker passed me while fucking his woman. 
 
    I was on Kanan Rd., above the Paramount Ranch. Okay, fine. I turned left onto Mullholland Highway. I had biked around here before, so I thought I knew how to get us down to the flatlands and the San Fernando Valley. 
 
    I swooped down the curvy road, but the cars kept up with me. 
 
    If I had been alone I could have gotten away, but with a naked wife under me, her head up against the handlebars, I had to be slow and cautious. I certainly didn’t want to go over the edge. 
 
    Down the road, making tight corners just barely, swinging wider than I wanted to, almost hitting cars coming up the road. Cars that immediately started honking, pulled a U-ie if they could, and fell into the train building behind me. 
 
    “Fuck!” wailed Bonnie. “Fuck!” Her hips were moving up and down. Yes, pleasure was greater than pain with her. 
 
    Then, fuck of all fucks, I came to The Rock House. All those bikers there, there must have been a hundred bikes on the sides of the road, and they heard us coming. All the honking, they came out and stood and watched. I cruised by, my beard and hair flowing in the wind, Bonnie under me, screaming in orgasm, and everybody started cheering, and they headed for their bikes. 
 
    By the time I cruised out into the valley I had a hundred bikers surrounding me. They passed the cars behind me and surrounded me and cheered and gave me thumbs up and honked their horns. 
 
    Bonnie, cumming again, turned her head and smile. Her eyes were dazed, but the bikers on that side all stood up on their bikes and cheered. 
 
    I didn’t know where a hospital was, but I figured that was the best bet for getting our piercings cut loose. But the bikes were so tight, and we were running stop lights, and then a cop car started wailing its siren somewhere behind us. And then, if all that wasn’t bad enough, I heard a chopper coming in. Shit! We were going to be on the five o’clock news! 
 
    Then I saw it. A sign. ‘Mickey’s Keyshop! Since 1937.’ 
 
    I started crossing the lanes, and the bikers around me figured out what I was trying to do, and they made a path for me. 
 
    It was going to be tight, but…but…I turned at the corner, then turned in behind Mickey’s, and not 30 seconds later I heard the cop car that had taken up the chase zoom past. 
 
    Mickey, an old guy with a rag in his hand and a grin missing a tooth, came out to see what was going on. 
 
    A couple of the bikers helped push me under an overhand, and the helicopter flew past. 
 
    “Wal,” said Mickey in a creaky voice, “I can get ya loose. But it might be expensive. Might even hurt a bit.” 
 
    “Please,” gasped Bonnie, starting to cum again. 
 
    “Aw, hell,” wheezed Mickey. He leaned down and stuck his hands between us and..unscrewed the bar on my barbell. Instantly, we were loose! 
 
    Fuck. I could have done that! 
 
    And Micky laughed and laughed, and said he’d only charge us a squeeze of my wife’s boobs. Which she happily allowed. Then a couple of biker’s leant us jackets, and a couple of them had backpacks with extra pants, and, with waves and red faces, Bonnie and I headed for home.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I had been working on my bike, and I suddenly got a great idea. I put my wrench down and ran into the house. 
 
    “Honey, let’s do something crazy and wonderful and daring and….and let’s do something!” 
 
    WHAM! That frying pan hit me right upside the head. I fell all the way down. Then, rubbing my head, I sat up and asked, “What’d you do that for? I just got a great idea for a new adventure that we’ve never—“ WHAP! That frying pan hit me on the other side of the head, and I fell right over the other way. 
 
    I straightened up and looked up at my beautiful wife. Now what the hell had gotten into her? 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    He Asked Me to Feminize Him! 
 
    It was the best thing I ever did! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I want boobs.” 
 
    I looked at Jeff, sighed, and said, “You already are a boob.” 
 
    “Har de har har. And I’m serious. I want boobs.” 
 
    I gave a bigger sigh, and hoped he would do something smart, like give me a million dollars. But, that possibility not likely, I put down my Grace Mansfield book and listened to him. 
 
    We were sitting in the living room at the time. Couch on the left, big screen over the fake fireplace, fake logs roasting on a screen in the fireplace. We had finished dinner an hour before, there was nothing on the television (is there ever?), and it was just a quiet night at home. 
 
    Quiet until my bozo husband says he wants breasts. I mean…sheesh! 
 
    Now don’t get me wrong, Jeff is a wonderful man. He’s not the largest, he’s always been slender and short, my own height, actually, but he is one of the brightest. He works on the internet, and he’s accumulated a pretty good fortune. Enough so that we live a life of ease, party when we want to, and go on vacations, and, well, basically we can do whatever we want. 
 
    But…boobs? For a man? Sounds like somebody was trying to have a bright idea. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Tell me. Why on earth would you. like to put a chest on that delightful man body?” 
 
    “I’ve been doing research, and several points come to mind.” 
 
    “And these points are?” 
 
    One, woman is ascending. Man is producing less and less testosterone. 
 
    Two, societal conventions are lifting and woman are proving themselves equal to men.  
 
    Three, I would like to identify with the incoming ruling class. I want to understand them so that I can better assimilate with…with the new rulers. 
 
    Four, uh… 
 
    He turned a little red, and I knew it was coming. The logical packaging had been presented, but here was the driving motive. “Go ahead,” I encouraged. 
 
    “Four…I’ve got a bad case of boob envy.” 
 
    Oh, his face was redder than a sunburned beet.  
 
    But, here’s the interesting thing, I was suddenly intrigued by the concept. 
 
    “Boob envy? What the heck is boob envy?” 
 
    “Well,” he forced himself to go blithely on, as if that would hide his face that was the color of Santa Clause’s butt after a spanking. “There used to be this thing called ‘penis envy.’ Freud described it. He said that young girls get very anxious when they realize that they don’t have a penis. 
 
    “Young girls…” Dubious is my middle name. 
 
    “Go on! Look it up!” 
 
    I leaned over and picked up my iPad. “Siri, what is penis envy.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, could you repeat that?” 
 
    “Siri, penis envy.” 
 
    “Something seems to be the matter.” 
 
    “Penis…envy…you prick.” 
 
    “My feelings are hurt.” 
 
    I picked up my cell, and had the same results. So I typed penis envy into Google, bypassed the ads, and shortly had my answer. Young girls get anxious when they realize they don’t have a penis. Freud. 
 
    I contemplated Jeff, who was looking smug and vindicated. 
 
    “Siri, what is boob envy?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. Could you speak more clearly?” 
 
    After a few more attempts I typed in boob envy. 
 
      
 
    ‘When small chested girls constantly look at large-chest women.’ 
 
      
 
    “I already looked it up.” Still red-faced, he was grinning.  
 
    “This is for girls. Girls who are envious of other girls who are bigger.” 
 
    “Oh, so you’re going to pull the prejudice card on me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Women can have it but men can’t. That sounds like prejudice to me.” 
 
    “That’s not…” I sighed. “You’re really serous about this.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I sighed. Seems like I was doing a lot of sighing this night. “Okay. You want boobs.” I lifted my cell and said, “Siri, how do men get boobs.” 
 
    Siri told me where a restaurant was, so I typed in the request. 
 
    Bingo. Drugs to take. Implants. Creams to massage on the chest. Fake tits on Amazon. And this surprised me. 
 
    It surprised me because for Amazon to have such a large and extensive and thorough list referring to men having boobs…somebody had to be requesting the information, which means that men wanted boobs. 
 
    Holy heysoos trying to put a rubber on a limp dick.  
 
    And it showed on my face. 
 
    “What?” asked Jeff. 
 
    I shook my head, started to say something, shut my mouth, and held up a finger. 
 
    Rarely has Jeff seen me at a loss for words. 
 
    I stood up and walked into the kitchen.  
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Just stay there,” I said, motioning him to remain seated. 
 
    I went to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. Usually I like vodka, but the bourbon was the handiest, and Jeff always buys very expensive stuff, so…I filled a glass with ice cubes, added the bourbon, then washed the thing with Coke. I took a big glug, set the thing down and waited for my breathing to start again. 
 
    This bourbon was from somewhere called St. Augustine. It tasted like vanilla, cocoa and maple. Over Coke, of course. And I was going to have to drink more of it. 
 
    I took another sip, then made another drink and took it in to Jeff. 
 
    He smiled, and imbibed, and we smiled at each other. Over the bourbon. 
 
    “Boob envy,” I said. 
 
    I stopped smiling. He thought I was going to make fun of him. He thought I was going to ridicule him. But I wasn’t. 
 
    I looked at my cell phone again for the results of how a man could enhance his chest. I pulled up foods. 
 
    “Okay, if you want tits, we start with the easiest first, and get more complex as we go. First, here are the dietary changes you are going to have to effect. 
 
    “You are going to have to eat more processed foods. No more fresh fruits and vegetables for you. 
 
    “Soy. You have to eat LOTS of soy.” 
 
    He nodded his head, listened carefully. I think he was surprised at my attitude, but also grateful. At least he took what I was saying seriously. 
 
    “Eggs and dairy products. 
 
    “Oh, and here’s one you’ll like. Beer has lots of empty calories and estrogen.” 
 
    I went on, but those were the big ones. 
 
    “Now, listen,” I said when I was done with the list, “if you’re going to do this, if you want to be serious, then you change your diet, eat these things, and if your chest doesn’t grow we’ll try step two.” 
 
    He nodded, and his face was a curious mix of happy and ‘Oh, crap…what have I gotten myself into.’ 
 
    “And…” I spoke significantly and his head rose a fraction as he gave me his full attention. “You’re going to have to wear a bra.” 
 
    “A…bra?” 
 
    I giggled inside. I had saved this for last. I actually figured it would put him off, make him forget this silly idea. But his face firmed up and he stated, “I can do that.” 
 
    “Okay. Then—“ 
 
    “But I don’t have to wear one now, do I? I mean, I don’t have any tits, so…?” he shrugged expressively. 
 
    “Training bras, Miss Jeff.” 
 
    He frowned and made a moue. “Miss?” 
 
    “If you’re going to join the other sex then…” my turn to shrug. 
 
    And so it began. 
 
      
 
    The following day I dragged him down to Jennette’s Bras on Santa Monica.  
 
    Oh, he didn’t want to go, but I insisted. 
 
    “I was just going to order what I needed off the internet.” 
 
    “The internet is for people who wanted to experience the discomfort of wearing the wrong size.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Do you want raw marks where your straps rub? Do you want underwire marks that you have to massage out?”” 
 
    So I dragged him into the store, and once again he was as red as a fire engine. 
 
    But, I noted, as we walked between the racks of bras, he had a hose appropriate to a fire truck. 
 
    I mean, his cock was sprouting! All the feminine finery, it was effecting him. 
 
    Tell the truth, I probably wouldn’t have noticed, except the sales girls were looking at his pants and giggling. And I looked, and was a bit surprised at how horny these bras were making him. And I turned and felt him, and his eyes went wide. 
 
    “Getting a little horny, are we?” 
 
    He mumbled and turned redder, if that was possible. 
 
    “May I help you?” a lady of about thirty approached us. She was not just selling bras, she was modeling them. Good for business, I supposed. But then it only makes sense. Are you going to have girls with pancakes trying to sell mountains? No. 
 
    “We’d like to have my husband fitted for a bra.” 
 
    “Certainly, and then she surprised me. “Are you getting implants? Doing hormones? Or just wearing falsies?” 
 
    Why did that surprise me? Because she didn’t blink. And that meant that men had come here before. So I asked, “How many men come in for a fitting?” 
 
    “Oh, lots,” she ran a tape measure around Jeff’s chest. “This is Hollywood, you know.” 
 
    Well, I hadn’t thought about it, but…yes. Hollywood, where starlets had surgically enhanced chests, and the male stars were all gay. Or trans. Or actually females. Or…etc. 
 
    “You’re a 36,” she said. I told you Jeff was slender. “So…how big would you like to be?” 
 
    “Oh…” Jeff’s eyes lit up. Embarrassed, he was still digging this. The idea of big boobs was more exciting than embarrassing. 
 
    “I want two bras, to start,” I interjected. “I want a training bra, so he can feel it, and I want the biggest cups appropriate to the size of his chest, so he can see what he’s getting into.” 
 
    “Okey dokey,” and the girl went to work. 
 
    We went home, and Jeff was wearing the training bra. I drove, and he sat in the passenger seat with his own thoughts. And they were deep thoughts. 
 
    To put on a bra is a big step. For a girl it signifies an entrance to womanhood. Today I have a chest. Today the boys will start to stare at me, lust after me, and even put their groping hands on me. 
 
    For a boy, a man, it is a statement that he is no longer specific to the male gender. Today I am a woman…at least in appearance. Today I stand against all those males who stare and lust and even grope, and am now in danger of being stared at and…groped. 
 
    Deep thoughts. 
 
    I pulled into the drive,  parked the car and got out. I went around the car and opened the door for him and bowed. “Madam?” 
 
    He frowned, and got out of the car.  
 
    “You should swing the legs out first, then stand up.” 
 
    “Huh? Why?” 
 
    “Because you don’t want the boys to look up your dress,” I replied nonchalantly. 
 
    “Look up my…I’m not wearing a dress!” He protested, and I could tell that thought had got to him. 
 
    “Today a bra, tomorrow a dress, the day after…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Har de har har,” he grunted as he walked past me. I goosed his butt, made him jump, and I giggled. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Now, woman,” I snapped with a grin. “Get in that kitchen and make me a feast.” 
 
    “I repeat,” he groused. “Har de—“ 
 
    “I mean it.” 
 
    He turned and stared at me. I had an amused, wry smile on my face. 
 
    “You are having us change our entire diet, so you are going to have to cook. And make sure you wear an apron. You don’t want to get your new bra wet.” 
 
    Oh, Lord. I had him. 
 
    “I’m…” and he stopped, and he thought, and he finally said, “I don’t know anything about cooking. 
 
    “No girl does, and then she learns. There are cookbooks, the internet, even cooking shows. Everything is in the fridge. I suggest you start with a salad. 
 
    He sighed. “I guess I’m really doing this, aren’t I.” 
 
    I smiled. I’ll take a whiskey on the veranda. And make it St. Augustine. With Coke. That’s pretty good stuff.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “And you should have a wine spritzer. Got to watch your girlish figure, you know. Ta ta!” I gave a wave over my shoulder and went out to the patio. 
 
    He concocted the drink fair fast. He brought it to me, and I took it, sipped, and smiled. “You’re going to look lovely with long hair and red lips.” 
 
    His face sort of stopped. He said, “You should stop teasing me about all this.” 
 
    “All what?” 
 
    “About me wanting boobs.” 
 
    “No, dear. I should tease you harder. After all, if you’re going to present to the world you need to grow a thick skin. Besides, women have to get used to being stared at, their tits being stared at, and even men trying to place their hands on them. So consider this a friendly lesson in how to cope with a female world. That’s what you wanted, right? To understand the female world?” 
 
    He grumbled, and he retreated. 
 
    And I sat under the late afternoon sun and sipped my new preference: bourbon and Coke. 
 
    After the drink I went into the house, turned on the music, took off my clothes, and went back to the patio. I jumped in the pool and sighed with pleasure. 
 
    And it struck me. 
 
    This had all started as a bright idea, but it was turning into a lot of fun. It was like I was suddenly in charge. He was so busy trying to figure things out he just sort of blundered along. And there was I. The taker advantage of a blundering person person. 
 
    I smiled. And I looked up at the eaves around the edges of the patio. 
 
    On the corner was a wind chime, but the strings had long since worn away and the chimes were fallen and discarded. What was left was a bell. 
 
    I got out of the pool and walked over to the wind chime. I unhooked the bell, pulled the last bits of string off it, and rang it. Just like a bell for school. 
 
    Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    Nothing, but I could hear Jeff listening in the kitchen. so I did it again. 
 
    Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    Footsteps, and he appeared in the doorway. And stopped. And stared at my rather luscious figure. Yes, he was certainly a boob man, and he stared at my mammary glands as if they were important and even earth shaking. Well, I suppose they were earth shaking to him. “Is that you?” 
 
    “Yes, dear. I would like another drink.” 
 
    “Another…” He eyed the bell. Then he sighed and went back into the kitchen. 
 
    I lay down on a lounger and waited, and shortly he brought me a drink. 
 
    “Thank you, dear.” 
 
    He stood for a second, wanted to say something, then gave up. I suppose he assumed that the bell thing was a one time thing. But it wasn’t. Heh. 
 
    The salad he made wasn’t that bad. He had used a lot of mint, chopped a peach into the mess, added some other things that were boob friendly, and it was pretty good. 
 
    Of course it’s hard to mess up a salad, but, still… 
 
    “Wonderful, honey. You’re hired.” 
 
    He said, “Are you going to keep making fun of me?” 
 
    I paused, fork halfway to my mouth. I lowered the fork and considered, then I said, “I know I’ve been a bit…I’ve made fun of you. But I want you to consider something. If you really want to know what the ‘new rulers’ are like, you have to start where they started.” 
 
    Little lines appeared on his forehead. 
 
    “For the history of man woman have been property. They have had to toil, somewhat thanklessly, without pay, and their only reward was getting to shut up at night and let men poke their dicks into them and spit their seed. Which, as you might imagine, led to the some more problems, including the furthering of the race. 
 
    “Now, I am doing this for you. I am going along with you, and I admit I am having too much fun. And maybe I’ll even try to control myself. But, honey, this is what it is like being a woman, and you really should shut up, please, and learn to deal with it.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    Hunh! That was a stumper. I was liking this, but…how long? 
 
    I put the fork in my mouth, chewed, and thought. I think my eyes may have even glazed over a bit. I finally said, “Until you become all woman. This is what you want.” 
 
    He sat there, hearing my words, and the wheels went around. 
 
    “How do you like wearing the training bra?” I asked, changing the subject. 
 
    “I…” he retracked, “It’s comfortable enough.” 
 
    “It wouldn’t be if you just bought it off the shelf.” 
 
    He was silent, but I knew something was cooking in there. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Yes, you do. Now out with it.” 
 
    “I just…it seems…it’s too slow.” 
 
    I grinned. “Little girl is in a hurry to grow up.” 
 
    He frowned, so I got serious. 
 
    “Tomorrow you may wear the big girl bra with the breast forms, if you want to.” 
 
    And my words were more like, ‘if you dare.’ 
 
    He sat there, and ate, but he was slow. 
 
    “Oh, hell. Go put it on now. Don’t wear anything else, just the bra and falsies.” 
 
    He actually grinned, and got up and left the room. Three minutes later he was back, and I caught my breath. He had not followed my instructions, he had pulled a tee shirt over his chest, but that was okay. 
 
    His body was stunning. He’s a slender man, but with big boobs he was a voluptuous woman. In the body, at least. 
 
    “I put on the tee shirt,” he spoke sheepishly, “because you could see the falsies too much. it looked too weird.” 
 
    “And this looks more natural.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    And I looked down. His cock was as hard as I had ever seen it. 
 
    “Honey, do you like that bra? Or are you just glad to see me? 
 
    He grinned. “A bit of both,” he quipped. 
 
    I lifted up the bell and rang it. 
 
    Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    He blinked, and he would have refused, made a remark about how he wasn’t to be called like a maid, but…his dick was hard. And the air was as sexually charged as it could get. 
 
    He came around the table and approached me. He stood next to me, and I eyed that wonderful, big hunk of sausage. 
 
    I reached out, I touched it, and it throbbed, and a bit of pre-cum oozed out. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, gulping. 
 
    I stroked it, and his knees started to shake. 
 
    “You know, I just thought of a wonderful new salad dressing.” 
 
    “You can bottle it and sell it,” he said. 
 
    “I could,” I whispered, eyeing the tip of his cock as more pre-cum formed, and started to elongate in a long drool. 
 
    “Why don’t you?” he begged. 
 
    “Because…because…” he was pulsing, I could feel his churning balls and knew the semen was starting up the tube. “Because I’ve already got some dressing on my salad.” 
 
    I let go of his cock and he made the most delightful whining sound. It was just like the wind was whistling out of a tire. But better. 
 
    I looked up at him. “Better finish your salad, Sally.” 
 
    “Sally,” he murmured, walking back to the other side of the table, his knees stuff and his legs stumping. 
 
    And I ate, and watched him. Watched him watching me. 
 
    God, this was fun. This was making me wet and warm down there. 
 
    My own personal maid…a human sex toy, if I could keep him going. 
 
    And I thought that I could, because… it looked like he wanted it as much as I did. 
 
      
 
    We awoke the next morning, and I was excited with possibilities. I sat up, turned to my sleeping lug, and blurted. “You’re going to wear a dress today!” 
 
    He opened his eyes. 
 
    “And I’m going to make you wear the rest of women’s underwear. Not just a bra.” 
 
    “Honey?” he beseeched, but I don’t think he knew what he was objecting to. He was just objecting because we had sped up his little change. 
 
    “And make up!” 
 
    He turned over and snored. A fake snore, but it was obvious he was overwhelmed. 
 
    I laid down and hugged him, gripped his falsies—he had slept in his bra—and whispered, “Sorry. It’s just getting to be so much fun. It’s like I have my own life-sized barbie doll.” 
 
    “Ken doll,” he murmured through his pillow. 
 
    “Barbie!” I countered, and I shoved. He fell off the bed and landed on his backside. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Hay is for horses and cows that go moo. Now get up and fix me breakfast.” 
 
    “Fix you…but…” 
 
    “You’re now the big boobed woman in this relationship, and I want breakfast.” 
 
    “Now listen…” he growled. 
 
    I spun around and sat on the edge of the bed and spread my legs. 
 
    He looked at my pussy. He studied the bare skin—I like to keep it shaved—and licked his lips. 
 
    “Eggs and sausage. Over hard with the eggs, and…a dollop of syrup on my hash browns. And orange juice. I want fresh orange juice.” 
 
    “You can’t eat until I’ve eaten,” he said. He had not taken his eyes off my moist slit. 
 
    “Then hurry up and eat. I’m starving.” 
 
    He dove forward, pushed me back on the bed, and I laughed as his mouth attacked me. Then I moaned. He’s really good at oral sex. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I held his head. “Make me cum.” 
 
    He didn’t need to be asked twice. He scooped his hands under my buns and lifted and blew a motorboat into me. 
 
    I felt the vibrations ripple through me, and I laughed and pounded on his back. 
 
    He kept pushing, then he pushed a finger up and replaced his mouth with his fingers. Two of them.  He straightened up, lifted my bun with one hand, and my whole body, and began ramming his fingers into me. 
 
    Oh, fuck! I loved it like this. I loved feeling his knuckles smack against the rim of my pussy. I loved how I held his wrist and felt the muscles working as he slammed his hand into my vagina again and again. 
 
    And I got wetter and wetter. I was moaning so loud it was almost a howl, and then…his hand slipped inside me. 
 
    We froze. We had never…I had never been fisted. I looked down, his wrist ended in my pussy. His whole hand was actually inside me. 
 
    He was stunned. He was afraid. He opened his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I groaned, “Do it.” 
 
    He moved his hand gently, as if afraid he was going to break me. But a pussy is not a thing easily broken. Babies come out of them, whole babies, so what’s a little fist, eh? 
 
    I pulled on his wrist and arched my back. I had never felt so full. I had never felt so hot. I was impaled, and I felt like a doll with a pole rammed up its ass. Except it wasn’t my ass. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I whispered. “Do me. Do me.” 
 
    His eyes wide, treading on ground never before trod, he moved his hand harder. 
 
    I could feel it inside me. I could feel the big knuckles, the fingers, and I was awash with sensations. 
 
    He picked up speed, and soon he was jerking his arm back and forth violently, almost like he was punching me in the pussy. 
 
    I groaned, I wanted to hold on, but he was shaking me and my eyes were rolling back and I started to cum. 
 
    But not just cum. 
 
    To…CUM…and cum and cum. 
 
    For long minutes he just shook me and I felt myself flopping around on the bed, helpless, caught in a hurricane of orgasm. 
 
    But, finally, it came to an end. 
 
    He could feel the difference in my body, and he slowed down, stopped. “Can I take it out?” 
 
    I nodded. I was crying, sobbing, the orgasm had been that good. 
 
    He pulled his hand out and I just laid there. 
 
    “Holy fuck, honey, are you all right?” He was so concerned. 
 
    My mouth was half open and I was breathing heavily. I could barely whisper. “Some day I’ll do that to you.” 
 
    He said nothing, he was still shocked by what we had done. 
 
    “Now go fix me breakfast, you bitch.” 
 
    He nodded, and backed away from the bed. I stayed limp, enjoying my body, and he headed for the kitchen. 
 
     
 
    A half hour later I managed to get out of bed. I felt like I had run a marathon, and done jumping jacks the whole way. My legs were shaky, my muscles felt like they were used up, and I pulled on a peignoir and staggered out of the room. 
 
    I walked down the hall, my mind still razed, and began to recover. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I had been fisted, and it had been so good. I had never felt anything so good. And I had always thought that fisting would destroy a pussy, render it large and useless. 
 
    Nonsense. I was sore, but my pussy already felt like it was recovering. Like I said, good for babies, so what’s a little fisting? 
 
    “Are you all right?” Jeff asked as I entered the kitchen. 
 
    I smiled, looked a bit like the Mona Lisa, and said, “Never better.” 
 
    He nodded, but kept looking at me as he dished up our food. 
 
    I sat on my side of the table and ate slowly. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    I focused on him. 
 
    “Honey, nothing but fisting for me from now on. Sorry, but I don’t need your cock any more. I just want your fist.” 
 
    He nodded slowly, and he thought I was just talking, but I was serious. I wasn’t going to fuck for a while, maybe a month, and when I did…I wanted the fist. I wanted something big and powerful to rupture my idea of what the world should be. 
 
    So we ate, and I was so satisfied, and I kept looking at him and smiling. 
 
    Poor boy. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    After breakfast I had recovered enough to see to his apparel. 
 
    “You’re going to have to get rid of all your hair.” 
 
    He looked down at his chest, then his groin. He had quite a bush going. 
 
    “So use the Nair in my cabinet, and I’ll get your clothes ready.” 
 
    While he showered I picked out panties to go with his bra. Then a garter and nylons. Then I put the panties back and selected a padded tummy shaper. I had a feeling his new diet, should he stick with it, would make him rounder in the butt, but until then… 
 
    Then I got out my nail polish and thought about what make up would look good on his face. 
 
    I listened to him singing in the shower. I smiled. And I wondered if we could get his vocal cords shaved, make his voice higher. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and he was as naked as an egg. Except for his head, of course. And his body was beautiful. He had taken off the boobs to shower, but the image was in my head, and I enjoyed it. 
 
    “Humming,” he stepped into the bedroom and froze. 
 
    Here it was. Kink. And he had committed to it. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, more to affirm himself than to reassure me. 
 
    I started in on the nails. 
 
    His face was very still as he watched me. His eyes were black, like those thousand yard stares that soldiers have after living through a life or death battle. 
 
    “How you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “This is a lot of stuff to go through,” me murmured. 
 
    I smiled. “Girls do it every day. After a while it gets to be fun, and it gets easier. When you do it yourself, starting tomorrow, it will take you a an hour or two. I do it in five minutes.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    I pressed ovals on his fingers. Just medium-sized ones. I didn’t want to scare him. “Are you having second thoughts?” 
 
    “All the time,” he said. “But…I’m going to do this.” 
 
    “No matter how much it hurts.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said glumly. 
 
    “And no matter how good it feels.” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    I finished the last nail and took out the red polish. “You have got the biggest hard on I have ever seen.  If it was any bigger you could use it for a baseball bat and hit home runs. 
 
    “But that doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
    “Of course it does,” I countered. “It means you’re turned on. And you’re turned on because you’re wearing girl clothes.” 
 
    “But I’m not a girl.” 
 
    Curious. It was like his mind was going in two different directions. 
 
    “No. But…almost.” 
 
    He was silent at that. Deep things were happening in my poor hubby’s cranium. 
 
    I finished the red paint and put on a thick coat of lacquer. Being a clumsy man he would probably do his best to break and chip his nails, the lacquer would help prevent that. 
 
    “I’m going to want to go back, eventually.” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe not,” I shrugged. “But, whatever, enjoy it while you can.” 
 
    I blew on his nails, then he held them up. They were bloody red and shiny. Real claws. And about as sexy as a woman’s nails could get. 
 
    “Put your foot up here,” I motioned towards his feet. 
 
    “My toes? Too?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    So I painted his toenails, and they were cute, with a capital C. 
 
    His nails done, I handed him the bra and watched him put it on, then helped him slide the falsies in. He needed help because the nails were longer than he was used to, and they took a bit of thought. 
 
    Voila. Instant stacked. 
 
    Then the tummy shaper, and (giggle) voila! Instant butt! 
 
    Oh, this was getting good. 
 
    I helped him unroll the hose up his legs. Dare I say it? Voila! Instant sexy legs. And they were very feminine legs. I couldn’t wait to see them in heels. 
 
    I pulled a dress over his head, a cheongsam, because that would present his breasts, and hide the fact that they were fake. 
 
    And I frowned. We had barely started, and I couldn’t stop thinking about him having real tits. Real implant tits. If we didn’t just go hormone. 
 
    His body done, for now, I sat him down at the vanity and started working on his face. 
 
    “We should get some electrolysis.” I murmured, as I cleaned and primed him. his face turned into a pale canvas. 
 
    “Electrolysis?” 
 
    “Get rid of your hair. Hair might be fine on a man, after all, cavemen should have some sort of badge, right? But they are definitely not okay for a woman.” 
 
    He look glum, and I said, “Cheer up, or I’ll kill you.” 
 
    He chuckled at that. 
 
    I began working on his eyes. I plucked his eyebrows, eliciting babylike complaints, then put on eyeliner and shadowed his eyes. I worked quickly and deftly. 
 
    Finally, I was done. I popped one of my wigs on his head and handed him some red lipstick, to match his nails, and I said, “Christen yourself.” 
 
    I watched as he rolled the paint on. It made his lips pop out and look soft and kissable, and I found myself holding my breath. 
 
    “Is this right?” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “More than right. You’re gorgeous.” 
 
    He looked in the mirror, and froze. “Oh…my…God.” 
 
    “Pretty good for a guy who just wanted boobs, eh?” 
 
    “Amazing, he said. 
 
    “Okay. Put on your heels and let’s go shopping.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    “Shopping. A woman’s favorite sport.” 
 
    “But I’m a man!” 
 
    “Look in the mirror again, girlfriend. Then pull up your big girl panties and let’s hit the road. 
 
    Well, it took some persuading, and the hard part was the hard part. 
 
    By that I mean his dick was bumping up right through the tummy shaper. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” He sounded almost frantic when I pointed out his little…big…friend.” 
 
    We wasted time talking about possibilities. Gaffs, corsets, chastity tubes. But finally I lifted his cheongsam, tied a ribbon around his cock, under the lip of the head, and simply pulled it down and back between his legs. He had a sort of squinchy look on his face, but when I tied it to a loop on the tummy shaper and he saw the finished product…he was convinced. He had a flat belly. No penis. No evidence that he had ever been anything but a woman. 
 
    And we went. 
 
    And we shopped. 
 
    And it was one of the happiest days of my life, but it was only the start. 
 
      
 
    THIRTY DAYS LATER 
 
    
“It’s not working.” 
 
    “What’s not working?” 
 
    We were getting ready for bed. 
 
    “My body is getting svelter,” I had him on a regimen of exercises for girl bodies, and he was sticking to his soy diet, “but my boobs aren’t growing.” 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed. He was quite beautiful as he took off his make up. I waited until his face was clean, then I called him to me. 
 
    “Okay, we’ve got two choices, as I see it. Three, if you don’t want to have boobs.” 
 
    “But I do.” The look in his eyes was almost pleading. 
 
    “I know. But the choices are this: implants or hormones.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “We’ve tried diet, we’ve massaged the hell out of your breasts with creams, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    “So which do you think I should do?” 
 
    “That’s a toughie. You go the hormone rout and you might lose some cock function. You go the implant root and…and maybe you’ll wish for something more.” 
 
    “But…cock function…hmmm.” He thought, then he said, “Am I going to get in you again?” 
 
    I smiled at the memory of the last night. He had fisted me again, and I had had another one of those earth shattering orgasms. 
 
    “Maybe.” Then I frowned. “But maybe not. Let’s face it. Your cock has been replaced. I might want it for a change, or maybe just a silly remembrance, but…” 
 
    “So do I need my cock?” 
 
    “Probably. At least for the foreseeable future.” 
 
    We talked long into the night, and the end result was that the following day, that morning, I made an appointment with a plastic surgeon. And the following week we were sitting in his office. 
 
     
 
    His name was Irvin Walkens. And he had every letter but DDS behind his name, which meant nothing to us. But he had been recommended as the top boob man in Los Angeles. 
 
    He met with us in his office, sat down, faced us, and said, “So you wish to have boobs.” 
 
    It was sort of offsetting, his nonchalant manner, but it was what Jeff needed. 
 
    Or Sally, as I now often called her. Really, when a man is half way in between male or female names are not all that important. I had a feeling that if he ended up on hormones it might matter. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Okay. Did you want small or large.” 
 
    We looked at each other, then Jeff blurted. “Big.” 
 
    “Okay. Do you want…” he went on and on, going over the different models, interjecting thoughts and considerations, and finally he said, “You know, I could put some Chyna 2000s on you.” 
 
    “What are Chyna 2000s?” I asked. 
 
    “She was a professional wrestler, billed as the Ninth Wonder of the World. Quite gorgeous, really. She was a big girl, however, and she had specially constructed implants made to fit her size. Quite gorgeous.” 
 
    “Can we see?” 
 
    The good doctor thumbed his intercom. “Miss Richardson, could you bring in the Chyna 2000s?” 
 
    A minute later and a pretty nurse came in, smiled at us, and handed Dr. Walkens two large, plastic implants. 
 
    They were big. 2000 CCs, I presumed. And, they were heavy. 
 
    “Are they going to be too heavy for him?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah. We’ll just hook them to his ribs, and his male muscles should do the rest.” 
 
    Jeff and I discussed it briefly, right there in the office, then made an appointment for surgery. It was obviously what Jeff wanted. And I wanted it pretty badly, too. 
 
      
 
    We went to the hospital a week later, Jeff went into surgery, and came out with large breasts. 
 
    He was used to large breasts by now, for we had bought the largest falsies money could buy, and he had been wearing them, along with the appropriate bras, for weeks. 
 
    Still, it was a shock. They wheeled him out in the obligatory wheel chair, and when he stood up to get in the car I couldn’t help but stare at his chest. 
 
    And, I admit it, I had a case of…’boob envy.’ My God, was he beautiful. 
 
    We went home, and he had to take it easy for a few days, but we made the best of it. We talked, and laughed, and drank a little, and he started trying on different clothes. 
 
    He had cleavage! Real cleavage. His skin was smooth and he would put dresses on that were low cut, and they looked incredible. In fact, he would come into a room wearing something low cut and I would immediately stare. 
 
    And lick my lips. 
 
    And sometimes I was almost willing to settle for his cock. 
 
    Yeah, his cock was big enough for normal use, but, no, I had gotten used to his fist, and I wasn’t about to go back. 
 
    And, Man, was I getting horny. I was a girl who liked to use her pussy, I wanted hard, stiff objects in my vagina, I like men. But there was something totally intoxicating about see him standing there, his heavy boobs on display, his dress jutting out, his cleavage looking as deep as the ocean. 
 
    Oh, man. This was getting to be too much. A man I didn’t want, in that way, but loved dearly, and a woman’s body that totally turned me on, though I didn’t want women. 
 
    I felt like something truly had to give way. 
 
    And, of course, it did. Sort of caught me by surprise, but… 
 
      
 
    “Party tonight,” I announced. 
 
    Jeff looked up from the funny papers. He was lounging like a harem girl, his big boobs taking a break from his bra. He was on his back, reclining, and wearing just a lavender negligee. 
 
    Lavender, hmm. He was trying out different colors, and lavender didn’t really work for him. Green was good, looked good with his long, brunette waves, and Blue. But lavender and pink, normally girly colors, didn’t work. 
 
    “What party?” He looked at me cautiously. 
 
    I walked over to him, I was naked, natch, and threw a leg over him. I could feel his penis sticking up along my spine. It immediately started throbbing. 
 
    “The party where we invite all our friends and have hamburgers and drink a lot.” 
 
    “And everybody stares at my tits.” 
 
    I reached down and palmed his nipples. I rubbed them, and his cock bonged against my back a little bit, and he groaned. 
 
    “Don’t do that unless you’re going to fuck me. I am really quite desperate.” 
 
    I leaned forward and kissing him. It was a good, moist kiss, and his dick got even harder. 
 
    “It’s going to be a fun party.” 
 
    The look on his face…I could see his reticence. 
 
    “We haven’t had a party for a long time,” I said. 
 
    “I haven’t felt like it. I don’t feel like it.” 
 
    “Because you’re embarrassed at having a girly body, and I’ve had just about enough of that.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “When we started this I had a hubby who went out and did things. Now I’ve got one that stays home and wishes he could use his cock.” 
 
    His cock was leaking pre-cum right now. It leaked a lot, especially when I got up close and personal. 
 
    “Well, I like being like this.” 
 
    “Tough. That changes tonight.” 
 
    He knew I was right, and he sighed.  
 
    We had talked to a few friends, and a couple of distant acquaintances had actually come over and been properly weirded out by his new chest. But we expected that, and people tended to get over their weird eventually. But we weren’t even starting the eventually. 
 
    “What if I said no?” 
 
    “Then you say no. And I will be terribly disappointed. I might even want you to get rid of those big boobs so we could start having a social life again.” 
 
    Bullshit. I loved his boobs. He was going to have them the rest of his life, and I was going to continue to be turned on and enjoy sex the way I liked it. 
 
    He sat and thought, and that was difficult, because his cock was dancing up against my butt. 
 
    I reached behind him and grabbed it and held it firmly. 
 
    He gasped. He hadn’t had sex for months. And he was built for sex. He had the boobs, he had the cock, and it was excruciating for him to get me off, to see me lose my mind under his fist, and not get any himself. 
 
    “You wouldn’t mind getting me off, would you?” He blurted that statement, and I know he wasn’t thinking about what we were talking about. He was just thinking about his cock. But…I caught it. And I jumped on it. 
 
    “After the party.” 
 
    His eyes glittered. His cock was pulsing in my hand like a wild animal trying to escape. 
 
    “After the party I’ll fuck you.” 
 
    But I didn’t want his dick! 
 
    But I wanted him to come out in the open, to show himself. 
 
    “After the party,” he whispered, and I could see his thoughts. Him, in a dress, meeting people, putting up with the stares, the embarrassment, the looks. 
 
    Men wanting to feel his tits. 
 
    Heck, women wanting to feel his tits. 
 
    But I didn’t want to, even though I had encouraged the idea. But…what to do…what to do. 
 
      
 
    He began getting ready at four in the afternoon. The party wasn’t until six, but he needed the time. He had grown into quite the vanity diva, and he loved to just sit in front of the mirror and change his persona.  
 
    Well, I understood that. What I didn’t understand was how much booze he was imbibing. 
 
    Later, I would realize just how much he feared being ‘outed,’ but then, I just didn’t take note of the trips to the kitchen, the constant refilling of the glass. The sinking level in the bourbon bottle. 
 
    By six o’clock he was beautiful, and half smashed. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    I went to get the doorbell while he put his finishing touches on. 
 
    “Hey! Gloria! Johnny!” We hugged and air kissed and I escorted them out to the patio, and that’s when I realized Jeff had drunk near half a bottle of bourbon. All by himself. The liquor was out on a table and his bottle was half gone. 
 
    Oh, crap! 
 
    My head suddenly started to heat up. He was drunk. And I hadn’t even known it. 
 
    I excused myself and turned to walk into the house. I intended to have a word with  Jeff, and maybe even bar him from the party. Lock in the bedroom. Handcuff him to the bed. 
 
    And then, of course, when the party was over I would come back and tell I wasn’t going to give him sex until he was so old he had Erectile Dysfunction. I didn’t have a chance! 
 
    “Hey, sweet people?” 
 
    He staggered out through the double doors and onto the patio. He was dressed knock out. His hair was long and wavy, shiny and lustrous. His boobs were big, and he was wearing a half bra, his excited nipples could be seen through the thin material of his low cut dress. His make up was on and perfect. 
 
    The only problem was he was drunk, and his fears were on display. By that I mean he was walking and talking in a forced and affected manner. 
 
    He didn’t just place his feet on a line, his feet crossed the line and his ass waggled back and forth like a duck’s. This made his tits actually sway back and forth in a ludicrous manner. 
 
    Gloria and Johnny stood in shock. They had made drinks and Johnny actually lost control, tilted his glass so that the liquid splashed on the patio. He started, saw what he was doing and corrected it, and stared at Jeff. 
 
    Gloria stared, put her glass on the brick ledge of the fire pit and murmured. “Well, well.” And she had a look in her eyes. She turned to me. 
 
    “We, uh, have an announcement to make,” I fumbled the words out. 
 
    “I would guess.” 
 
    Then she did the most unexpected thing. She walked over to Jeff, gave him a hug, air kissed his cheek, and smiled. “I always thought you were a bit soft. Maybe a little pink on the inside.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m pink,” Jeff slurred, and then he started crying. 
 
    Crap. I should have seen this. It was too much for Jeff, being outed to a whole group. He couldn’t deal with it. 
 
    But Gloria took his hand and led him over to the table with the drinks on it. 
 
    Johnny stepped back and gawked. 
 
    “Out of the way, slut,” Gloria said to Johnny. Then, to Jeff, “Let’s get you a Coke. It looks like you may have imbibed a bit too much.” 
 
    “A Coke?” Jeff asked, through his running mascara and sniffling. 
 
    “Darla, go get something to clean him up. More people are going to be arriving and we need to make him presentable. Or should I say her?” 
 
    “I…I’m not a her.” 
 
    “Okay.” She poured a Coke into a glass of ice.  
 
    “I’m a guy who likes looking like a women. Women are going to rule the world and I want to be ready.” 
 
    His blathering wasn’t all that intelligent, but she figured it out. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Gloria looked at me. “I’ll take her back and clean her up. You can get the door. 
 
    We went into the house and I waited for Gloria to take him into the back. I was glad she was there because I was sort of overwhelmed, a bit flabbergasted. 
 
    It was Mark and Samantha, and I got them out to the patio, and put drinks in their hands, and then ran for the bedroom. 
 
    Gloria was working on his face and had him almost totally repaired. 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” I said. 
 
    “Not to worry, girlfriend. Did you know that Johnny cross dresses?” 
 
    “He does?” 
 
    “Absolutely. In fact, in our little group of friends more men have put on the dresses and make up than haven’t.” 
 
    “No! You’re kidding.” 
 
    “Nope,” she stood Jeff up and inspected him, then she turned to me. “You just don’t know about it because we didn’t think Jeff was swishy.” 
 
    “Swishy.” 
 
    “A bad word, I know, but that’s how we refer to our husbands, our little group does. Now, listen, you tell Jeff it’s going to be all right, and I’ll go talk to the others. Come out in two minutes.” 
 
    I nodded, and she headed for the patio. 
 
    Jeff stood there with his head hanging. “I messed up, didn’t I?” He was still drunk, but the last few minutes had sobered him a bit. 
 
    “Nope,” I said. 
 
    “No, I did and—“ 
 
    I put a finger over his lipsticked mouth. “Now, listen. You heard what Gloria said. So you’re going to relax. Maybe even have another drink…if you can drink it slowly. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    A couple of minutes passed, and I had him fairly calm, then we walked down the hallway. For Jeff it was like the walk of shame. 
 
    We had no sooner stepped onto the patio than Johnny was there and shaking Jeff’s hand. “I cross dress Jeff. But I don’t look as good as you. I wish I had some big , natural boobs.” 
 
    “You…you do?” That sort of dazed Jeff. 
 
    And a split second later Mark stepped up. “You look good, bro. Or do you want me to call you sis? We should have a cross dressing party at the first opportunity.” 
 
    “A…oh…” and, a hesitant, “Thank you.” 
 
    More people had arrived, and Jimmy and Marsha came forth. Marsha hugged Jeff, and Jimmy eyed his boobs. “Wow,” he said. “I need some of those.” 
 
    And the party started to pick up, and it became wildly successful. Jeff became the center of admiration, everybody asked him about his boobs, and they wanted to feel them, and, hesitant, but a nod from me made it all right, he let them. 
 
    Our friends were kind, considerate, and compassionate for what Jeff was going through. Hand after hand felt his tits, admired the way the nipples poked through the material, then we all started talking fashion and stuff. 
 
    A girl should wear this, a guy should wear that. The best way for a guy to wear long hair when not dressed up. How to go back and forth from male to female in your walk, and how to make sure you didn’t walk the wrong way at the wrong time. Earrings guys should wear when not dressed. And on and on and on. 
 
    And, my favorite topic came up. Piercings. A couple of the gals had piercings, and they flopped their boobs out and compared them. And Jeff got a hungry look on his face. And I got a horny one on mine. 
 
    I could just see Jeff with some barbells through his nips. Or maybe nipple shields, like the Janet Jackson thing. Oh, God, just thinking about it made my legs weak, 
 
    But, first, we were going to have to do some suction cups, see if we could make them bigger, then…oh, crap. I was so wet I was about to start squirting pussy juice! 
 
    And, finally, some hours later, the party ended. 
 
    With a promise to have a ‘coming out’ party for all the guys the next week. 
 
    Jeff and I stood at the front door and waved good bye, and then closed it. And stared at the mess. 
 
    Ah, the downside of parties, cleaning up after them. 
 
    Fortunately, I didn’t have to. 
 
    Jeff was standing there, a smile on his face, and I took one look and grinned. “Okay, woman,” I said. “Clean up this mess.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s what women do. They clean up the mess after the men.” 
 
    “Oh,” but his mind was figuring it out. 
 
    “So, I want every dish and glass in the dishwasher. I want the counters cleaned. Cans in the trash and the trash taken out. So,” I slapped his ass, “Get to it….woman!” 
 
    Still, he stood there. Yeah, he liked being a woman, the dress up part, but he had to learn. So I said, “If you want to get lucky.” 
 
    “Oh,” and his eyes lit up. 
 
    I sauntered back to the bedroom while he cleaned the house. It was mess, but I didn’t have much time. He was in a hurry. 
 
    I took off my dress, put on my special underwear, a pair of Jeff’s slacks, and a shirt and jacket. I bound my breasts and they looked relatively flat under the shirt. I looked at a pair of his shoes, then discarded them for a pair of heels. The longer pants hid them. 
 
    I took off my make up, combed my hair back and actually thought about chopping it off. But I couldn’t. Takes too long to grow the stuff. 
 
    I finally just put it in a bun and looked in the mirror. 
 
    I was a man, except for my finger nails. So I took my fingernails off. Made me sad, because I had just put them on for the party, but… 
 
    I heard the dishwasher start up just as I finished. I sat down in the club chair, crossed my legs at the ankles, manstyle, and waited. 
 
    I heard Jeff’s heels clicking in the hallway. Click, click, click. Sexy. Sitting like a man, trying to mock up what a man feels like, I realized what a turn on the click clicking was. 
 
    Jeff entered the room, and stopped. He stared at me. 
 
    I stood up and walked towards him. I tried to make it look like was clumping in my heels, like a man walks. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “Take off your heels.” 
 
    He did, and he stood there in stockings, and he was two inches shorter than me. 
 
    I grabbed him, roughly, like a man, and bent him back and kissed him. Hard. 
 
    His eyes were open, and I took my mouth off his and whispered, close your eyes, stupid.” 
 
    He did, and I kissed him again, and he started to feel it then. He began to kiss back, like a woman. Soft and tender, searching, inquiring, wanting to submit. 
 
    I stepped back and he went, “Woo!” 
 
    “Honey, I had a long talk with Gloria, and she explained the facts of life.” 
 
    “The facts of life?” He looked a little dazed. 
 
    “The facts of life about sex with a woman. She told me that the man is supposed to put the dick in the woman. Is that all right with you?” 
 
    Now he was confused. He got the man and the woman thing, but…I had no penis. 
 
    So I unbuckled my belt, lowered my pants, and then my boxers. 
 
    My special underwear, a strap on with a dick in it, stood out. 
 
    He gasped and stared at it. I had chosen a big one. No penis envy for me. I placed my hands on his shoulders and pressed down lightly. “I think you know what you need to do.” 
 
    He began to bend at the knee, his hands were on my sides for balance, and he lowered them to my hips. He was looking up at me, a strange look in his eyes, then he was on a level with my big cock. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Do it right and Daddy will give you a big surprise.” 
 
    He opened his mouth and I pushed the cock in. He gagged, and I quickly pulled back. He gave a sort of nod, his eyes still looking up at me, then he began. He sucked on that thing, and grew more suckful as the seconds passed. Soon he was bobbing his head back and forth like a pro, and I felt so damned hot, so in control, and I wished I had a real dick to squirt into his mouth. 
 
    Finally, I lifted him up and pushed him towards the bed. “Get on your hands and knees. Show me that ass. I want to fuck you like a dog, like the bitch you are.” 
 
    “I don’t…I—“ 
 
    I slapped him in the face lightly. I grabbed his long hair and pulled him to me. 
 
    “You want to know wha a woman feels, this is it. If you don’t do this, then you’ll never really know. Will you?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Now get up on the bed and let’s do it.” 
 
    There was a frightened look on his face, and yet, it was anticipatory, too. And his cock had broken the string that had tied it back. It was sticking out and it was obvious that he wanted this. 
 
    I turned him around, pushed him, and he mounted the bed. 
 
    I grabbed a large tub of lube and greased him up. I pushed the stuff right into his hole and really slathered it into his crack. 
 
    He moaned when my fingers went into him, and he pushed back on them. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I whispered. “You are hot to trot, eh?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, he just knelt on all fours on the mattress and shivered. 
 
    All the lube, and my cock went in easy, just like his hole was built for a dick. 
 
    He gasped, and lurched forward, but he didn’t try to get away I wouldn’t have let him, anyway. I had a firm grip on his dress. 
 
    I let go of the dress and grabbed his hips and began to work him. The big, long pecker slid in and out smoothly, and I knew he could feel the fake veins raised on the sides. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. Give it up. You know this is what you wanted.” 
 
    He was gulping and gasping, and he started pushing back against my cock, and groaning when I pulled it out. 
 
    I reached up and grabbed his long hair. I used it like a leash and controlled the fucking. 
 
    In and out, corkscrewing, and, finally, I pushed him forward. He collapsed, his arms unable to hold himself up, and his ass was pooched up, I had placed a pillow under him, and I drove down…right into his prostate. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    I pressed hard, felt the tip of my plastic peter pressing on the little walnut of the prostate. It was so small, but easy to feel, and I pressed, and his semen started to rise. 
 
    “I’m going to pee!” he said. 
 
    “So pee.” 
 
    He did, but it wasn’t pee. It was semen pressed out by my pushing on the prostate.  
 
    For a long minute he groaned and moaned as I emptied him. then he sagged, and I knew it was over. 
 
    I pulled out of him, turned him over, and looked down on him with an amused expression. 
 
    “Was it good?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he muttered. His face was red, but he was happy. 
 
    I scooped a bit of his gism off the bed and held it to his mouth. “Eat.” 
 
    He was hesitant, but I was forceful, and I stuck my cum drenched fingers into his mouth. He watched me as he sucked on my fingers. 
 
    When my hand was clean I reached down and grabbed his dick. It was amazingly hard. 
 
    “It’s still hard!” he marveled. 
 
    “Of course it is. I emptied your balls, I didn’t let you have an orgasm. Your mind still wants an orgasm.” 
 
    “So what are we going to do?” 
 
    For answer I sat on him. His penis slithered right up my hole. It wasn’t big, like his fist. It wasn’t even satisfying. But I wasn’t interested in satisfying him. I was interested in making him feel like a woman, and in an odd way this was going to do it. 
 
    I ground down, and soon he was pushing back, and fucking, and fucking, and getting desperate. He flipped me over and I let him. I watched, and enjoyed as he frantically tried to cum. 
 
    But he couldn't. He was empty. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” He gasped, his face red with exertion, his cock pounding but not igniting. 
 
    “You’re empty. You’ve been drained.” 
 
    “But…why…” 
 
    “Isn’t this hot?” I pushed on him and managed to get back on top. Once a month you can fist me, and I’ll get the orgasm I deserve. Then I’ll fuck you and drain you, and then you can fuck me but not be able to cum. And you’re going to get nothing but hornier and hornier. 
 
    “But don’t I get an orgasm?” 
 
    “Why would I let you orgasm? I want you always horny. I want you waiting on me, hand and foot, and desperate to cum.” 
 
    “But…but…but…” 
 
    “That’s right, baby. It’s your butt. And I’m going to use the hell out of it.” 
 
    Then I began to cum. Not from any stimulation, but from the idea of having a man under me, under my control, desperate to please me. 
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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.               
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