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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    His name is Tommy, and he is a cheater. Caught, he is given the ultimate punishment: his penis is checked by every woman he meets. If he is not hard then it will be proof that he is guilty of unauthorized orgasms. 
 
    Tommy can’t stand it! He’s got to get off! But he meets the challenge and holds true…until he is tricked! 
 
    Now Tommy is on his way to an island where he will be dealt with in a harsh manner. He will learn to serve women, and even to be a woman. 
 
    And if he squirts this time he will find there is an even worse punishment! 
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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Feminization…fem-man-ization. Get it? 
 
    I’m so clever. 
 
    What is also clever is this story. 
 
    Poor Tommy. He thought he was going to get away with a little cheating. 
 
    Then his neighbor catches him, and calls his wife, then the whole neighborhood gets in on it! 
 
    Every woman in the neighborhood starts dropping by to check on Tommy’s dingus. If he isn’t ‘upright’ then they punish him. It starts with lipstick, then bright, red nails, and a full facial, and before he knows it, Tommy is being transformed. 
 
    Tommy is about to discover that there is more to a woman than make up!               
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    Part One 
 
    Wives stick together. 
 
    That was why, one Tuesday night, when Jenna Simpson saw Tommy Larkin drive into a motel, she got curious. 
 
    Well, she didn’t actually see Tommy drive in, She saw Tommy’s car, which was also the car driven by Annie Larkin, enter through the arches over the driveway at Motel Six. 
 
    This Motel Six was on the outskirts of town, near the freeway, and it had gained a reputation as a place for one night stands, hookers, affairs, and other types of assignation. 
 
    The car was a Chevy Suv with tinted windows, so Jenna couldn’t tell if it was Annie or Tommy driving. 
 
    But it had to be Annie, for why would Tommy go to a passion pit like the Motel Six? 
 
    But, as she drove her own car, a Ford SUV, under the arches it struck her. Oops. Maybe it was Tommy. 
 
    But, as stated, wives stick together, so she pulled into a parking space across from where Tommy, or Annie, parked, and she watched. 
 
    She hoped it was Annie, because she didn’t want to think about Tommy cheating. 
 
    But maybe it was a business deal. Which made no sense on a Tuesday  at this time of night. 
 
    Then it hit her: what if it was Annie who was having an affair? 
 
    Intensely curious, her heart racing, she watched through the rear view mirror. 
 
    Doors opened up and two people got out. A man and a woman. 
 
    Jenna couldn’t stand it. She spun in her seat and stared at the couple. 
 
    A woman. Quite well built. Large ta tas. 
 
    The man putting his arm around the woman’s shoulder. 
 
    They stepped into  the lighting of the corridor and Jenna gasped. 
 
    It was Tommy! 
 
    Tommy with a strange woman. 
 
    Her eyes in full focus, refusing to blink, Jenna watched as Tommy inserted a key, opened the door, and when the woman passed he kissed her. A big, passionate kiss. 
 
    Holy moly! 
 
    The door closed, and Jenna picked up her cell phone. 
 
      
 
    Annie was cooking a TV dinner. Tommy had called and was working late, so why cook? 
 
    She pulled off the tinfoil, turned the oven on, and waited for it to heat up. 
 
    Tootlee toot toot! 
 
    She stepped to the corner of the counter and picked up her phone. 
 
    Jenna Simpson. Hmm. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend! What’s going on?” 
 
    “Annie. I hate to bring this to you, but I just saw Tommy go into a motel room with a strange woman.” 
 
    Annie stood frozen. Listening, suddenly hyper aware, her mind doing cogitations. 
 
    He was working late. He had been acting funny. He hadn’t wanted to make love the last couple of weeks. 
 
    Her heart sank like a rock in the hold of the Titanic. 
 
    She was aware that she was making a gut sound, like she was being punched. Then a moan that seemed to go on for a while, but actually only lasted a few seconds. 
 
    She managed to ask, “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’m staring at a black SUV, license plate 162 MVF.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” burst out Annie’s mouth. 
 
    “I’m sorry. what do you want me to do?” 
 
    Annie stared at nothing, did some more cogitations, then turned the stove off. “Where are you?” 
 
    “Motel Six.” 
 
    “The one where those prostitutes got busted last year?” 
 
    “That’s the one.” 
 
    “I’ll be there in ten minutes.” 
 
    “What do I do if he comes out?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She hung up the phone. 
 
    She rushed through the house, picked up her keys and headed out to there second car. A Corvette that was Tommy’s pride and joy. 
 
    She started the car, burned rubber down the street, and wondered: why didn’t he take this car? 
 
    And she knew: Because it would be recognized! 
 
    Traffic was light, the car was fast, and Annie arrived at the Motel Six in 7 minutes. As she drove through the parking lot she spotted Jenna’s car, and her own. 
 
    Hers was parked at in front of room 110. 
 
    Jenna was across the lot behind it, and Jenna was standing behind it, waiting. 
 
    Annie pulled into the parking space next to Jenna. She got out, and she was shaking. 
 
    “He’s in there?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey.” 
 
    They stood for a moment, two silent figures scrutinizing a motel room. 
 
    “Well,” said Annie. “Time to let the fur fly.” 
 
    She started walking across the parking lot. Jenna kept up and Annie handed her phone. “Record this, will you?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Annie started the video recording and they crossed the lit hallway to the door. 
 
    She tried the knob, locked. 
 
    She lifted her hand to knock, then stopped. 
 
    If she knocked Tom would probably go out the back window and say the car was stolen. 
 
    “Hold it a moment,” she said, and she went back to her car. 
 
    There was a sledge in the back seat, on the floor. Tom had put it there a month ago and forgotten to remove it. He had used it to help Bill Perkins demolish a shed in his back yard. 
 
    Annie picked it up, and almost fell. It was heavy, but she managed to gain her balance and marched back towards the door. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, and Jenna started recording again. 
 
    Annie lifted the sledge, it was an effort, but she managed to bring it down on the doorknob. 
 
    CRACK! The sound was loud. 
 
    “What was that?” a panic blurt from within the room. 
 
    Annie pushed open the door and stood, framed in the light, standing like Michael Meyers with a big sledge, ready to dish out some punishment. 
 
    The room was the typical motel room. A long, low dresser across from a wide bed. 
 
    Also pretty typical was the husband leaping off the woman he had bought for the night. 
 
    “You son of a bitch!” snarled Annie. 
 
    “Honey! I can explain!” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” blurted the whore. 
 
    Jenna kept the video recording and said, “This I gotta hear.” 
 
    “Is this your late night meeting? Is she taking good DICK-tation? 
 
    “Is this your wife?” 
 
    “I’m sorry?” 
 
    “Whee,” muttered Jenna beneath her breath. 
 
    “Go home and wait for me,” Annie snapped, and Tommy began gathering up his clothes. 
 
    “How much did he pay you?” 
 
    The girl on the bed, holding a blanket to cover her sizable tits, was looking a little fearful. “Two hundred dollars.” 
 
    Annie turned on Tom who was holding his clothes in his arms. his cock was stuck straight out and bouncing as he moved. Annie and Jenna had apparently arrived just in time.  
 
    Annie turned to Tommy. “You spent two hundred dollars on this bimbo? And you refuse to replace the burnt out microwave?” 
 
    “Honey, it’s…I…” 
 
    The sledge might have been heavy, but Annie raised it as if to strike, and Tommy sprinted past her, now not just in fear for his house, and alimony, and both cars, and all their savings, but for his life. 
 
    She didn’t try to hit him though. She had just raised it for effect, and out of anger. 
 
    The whore was starting to cry. 
 
    “Go on. Take your two hundred dollars and get the fuck out of here.” 
 
    “You won’t hit me with that…that thing?” 
 
    “Nah.” She dropped it, then sat down on the edge of the bed and, as her SUV started up and backed out, began to cry. 
 
    The whore gathered up her clothes and, glancing fearfully at Annie, ran out the door. 
 
    Jenna stopped recording and sat on the bed with Annie. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. 
 
    “You and me both. I thought I had a rock solid marriage. We were well off financially. We were, up until a couple of weeks ago, enjoying sex. At least, I thought we were. I guess there was something lacking in me. 
 
    “Don’t you dare say that!” snapped Jenna. “If Tommy had a problem he should have talked it out, not gone off the homestead. Tommy is the one who cheated. He’s the one with the problem, not you!” 
 
    Annie gave a wan smile, “Thank you.” Then she gave a deep sob. “But what am I going to do? I don’t want a divorce. Even after what he did…I still love him!” 
 
    They were silent then, and a man appeared at the door. He looked at the smashed door knob, then up at Jenna and Annie. “What gives here?” 
 
    “Who are you?” asked Jenna. 
 
    “The manager.” 
 
    “Well, you better track down who rented this place and send them a bill.” 
 
    With that Jenna took Annie’s hand and pulled her out of the unit and over to their cars. 
 
    “We need to beat it. That bozo will call the police.” 
 
    “But where do I go?” Tears were creeping down Annie’s cheeks. “What do I do?” 
 
    “Come over to my house. We can figure it all out.” 
 
    So Annie followed Jenna over to Jenna’s house. Inside Jenna broke out the booze and made Annie a stiff drink. For a half hour they sat and discussed men and their foibles. 
 
    “If only I had known!” Jenna wailed, the booze taking the edge off her inhibitions. 
 
    “”What would you have done. Tommy, much as everybody likes him, is a cheater. Cheaters cheat. Period.” 
 
    “Yes, but, what if…” 
 
    The talk went on, and, finally, Jenna stood up. “We need help if we’re going to sort this out.” She picked up her phone. 
 
    “Who are you calling?” 
 
    “My Aunt Wilma.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Jenna just held up a finger and began speaking into the phone. “Aunt Wilma, this is Jenna and I have a friend with a problem. No. Her husband is a cheater. Yes. We just caught him, and I thought maybe…you will? Thank you. I’ll see you in a short while. 
 
    She hung up the phone. “She’s on her way!” And smiled at Annie as if she had won a great victory. 
 
    A half hour later there was a knock at the door. Jenna went to the door while Annie sniffled and watched. 
 
    Aunt Wilma walked in. Along with two other ladies. 
 
    They were all middle aged, MILFs, if you will. And they were all good looking. 
 
    As a woman matures their breasts get a little larger, they take on a sexiness that cannot be duplicated by the young. It is knowledge and experience that make them so beautiful. 
 
    Within ten minutes there were a dozen more women in the house. 
 
    Each woman was pointed at Annie, and each woman went to her and hugged her and said things like, “It’s okay, dear. We’ll get everything right.” 
 
    Now the living room was crowded.  
 
    Bottles of booze made their appearance, drinks were made, and over fifteen woman were brainstorming. 
 
    And their solutions to the dilemma ranged from the ludicrous to the extreme. 
 
    “We could always take one of his balls. He could still father a child, but he would know that if he cheated again he wouldn’t be able to.” 
 
    There was much discussion about that. 
 
    “We can tattoo an A on his forehead.” 
 
    That produced argument, because it was well known that there were women in this world that would take such a disfigurement as an advertisement. 
 
    For hours the discussion went on, proposals were brought up, discussed, and discarded, or put to the side for further consideration. 
 
    Annie, surrounded by dedicated femininity, began to feel better. 
 
    The four drinks in her helped, too. 
 
    And, finally, a solution was proposed, and accepted, and there was much high fiving and hugs and everybody was quite happy. 
 
    And drunk. 
 
    But drunkenness did not take away from the logic and nefariousness of the solution to the cheating husband. 
 
    Tommy Larkin was about to receive his comeuppance! 
 
      
 
    Tommy was doing his own bit of drinking. 
 
    Damn! He had been caught! And right when he was about to shoot his load! 
 
    Well, he was not in the mood now. He didn’t even want to go dancing with Madam Palm and here five daughters. 
 
    How the hell had Annie found out? 
 
    It is important to note that Tommy was more concerned with how he had been caught than with the state of his marriage. 
 
    It is a truth that men who cheat have something lacking in their personality.  
 
    And they usually have a surplus of arrogance; they think they can get away with anything. 
 
    And the fact that Tommy had been caught was more of an inconvenience than a disaster. 
 
    He wandered through the house, imagining the scenario when Annie came home. He sipped his good whiskey and ranted and raved, told her about trust issues, and figured out ways to fend off the accusations she would no doubt make. 
 
    Maybe if you trusted me then I wouldn’t have been driven to cheat! 
 
    And: A real wife would see to her husband’s needs! Not go following him around! Then he wouldn’t have to…to…go outside for companionship! 
 
    He built up arguments, crafted language, and he thought he was ready when Annie finally came home. 
 
    She walked in, was drunk, and smiled at him. “Hi, honey.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to start, but she staggered past him. 
 
    He was stunned. What the hell? What was she doing? 
 
    “Are you drunk?” 
 
    “As a skunk. No, a drunken drunk skunk. Thash what I am.” 
 
    “Well, we need to talk,” he blustered. 
 
    “Maybe tomorrow, or the next day. I’m in no hurry.” 
 
    “But…what happened tonight…” 
 
    “That? Oh, pish. Who cares.” 
 
    She walked down the hall, dropping articles of clothing as she went. 
 
    Her blouse came off, then her skirt. She went sideways from wall to wall, holding herself up as she left a trail of clothes. 
 
    Annie had a good body. 
 
    Actually, she had a great body. 
 
    Her butt was round and sexy with an amazing amount of sway. 
 
    Her waist was thin and her boobs…oh, Lord, her boobs were the stuff of dreams. 
 
    And they had been the stuff of Tommy’s dreams when they had gotten married. 
 
    And, seeing her in lingerie, her flesh so fine and perfect, and round and curved, and her boobs bulging over her bra, and the nylons running up her sexy stems, Tommy was reminded that he had been short changed a cum that evening. 
 
    Heck, she was his wife, wasn’t she? And he had needs, didn’t he? And…SPROING! 
 
    His sleeping boner woke up and pushed his pants out. 
 
    “Hey, honey?” 
 
    She was now in the bedroom. She reached behind herself and fiddled with the clasps of her bra. “What?” He bounteous boobs were released, and Tommy wanted to run and suck them. To play with those nipples. To make her back arch in pleasure. To make her eyes roll back and hear that guttural moan of  excruciating delight. 
 
    She was fiddling with the snaps that held here nylons up and he started to put his arms around her. 
 
    She was drunk, and she was happy, and she went to her knees and fumbled with Tommy’s zipper. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby,” mutter Tommy, licking his lips. 
 
    His penis poked out, big and fat, and a little drop of pre-cum quickly formed as Annie held it and stroked it. 
 
    “You like this, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    Men are like that. They talk about logic, but when a woman has got ahold of their peckers they have no logic.  
 
    And he didn’t understand the no logic of her being willing to give him a blow job after he cheated on her. 
 
    She smiled up at him, and he grinned down at her. 
 
    He thought everything was forgiven, and he watched as she engulfed his penis with her mouth. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, baby!” 
 
    And she bit. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    But she didn’t bite that hard. Not nearly enough to sever it, though that possibility was suddenly in his mind. 
 
    She just closed her sharp teeth enough that he was caught, and he knew he was caught, and the pain was only moderate.  
 
    It was the fear that was really great. 
 
    Would his own wife really bite off his weenie? Castrate him? 
 
    He put his hands on her head to pull her back, but she shook her head, and that scored his weenie, and he understood that if he touched her she would bite. 
 
    Through her separate teeth, past the meat of his dented cock, her voice was garbled, but what she said could still be made out. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Okay! Okay! I’m sorry!” 
 
      
 
    All his carefully crafted arguments as to why he had cheated were forgotten in the face of the impending scissorship of his cock. 
 
    She felt his balls. She squeezed them hard, and tears came from his eyes. 
 
    “Please…” he begged. “Please!” 
 
    She was smiling, suddenly feeling an unaccustomed power. 
 
    Men were so big and swaggery…when their dicks weren’t at stake. 
 
    She held his balls in a hard grip, causing pain, more pain, actually then her teeth on his penis. 
 
    “Raise your hands,” she mumbled around the penis in her mouth. 
 
    He raised his hands. 
 
    She slowly, watching him carefully, moved her head back. Her mouth. was only an inch from his penis, ready to take it back in her mouth, ready to sever with a snap. 
 
    He stood, groaning from the pain in his balls, and she whispered. “You have given up your rights to my pussy. No more. Got that.” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” He cried out, tears coming from his eyes, his hands straight up. 
 
    “You might be bigger and stronger, but I fix dinner, and you have to sleep sometime, and if you abuse me in any fashion I will show you what an angry woman is capable of. Got it?” 
 
    He nodded, sobbing. 
 
    “Good. Go sleep in the guest bedroom. I’ll figure out what to do with you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Okay…okay.” 
 
    She let go and moved back, watching him like a kitten watches a snake. 
 
    He backed off and grabbed his package. 
 
    “For Chrissakes, lady!” he tried to bluster. “Are you trying to hurt me?” 
 
    “Get out of her,” she said, and she stood, and went into the bathroom and closed the door. 
 
    Tommy held himself for a while, staring at the door. He was over being terrified, and now he was angry, but tempering that anger was a fear for his balls. And his cock. 
 
    Damn woman was crazy! Finally, hearing the shower start and realizing that nothing was going to get done tonight, and pissed off at the way she had treated him, he turned and left the room. 
 
    He sleep in the den, all right. He’d show her! 
 
    In the bathroom Annie had finished undressing. She stepped into the shower and lathered up. She spent a long time, just standing under the hot water. 
 
    She thought about how she had handled Tommy. It had gone just like the girls had told her. She was glad she had been drunk, however, for she probably couldn’t have pulled it off if she was sober. 
 
    Finally, after a long time, she turned the water off and stepped out. She looked at herself in the mirror. 
 
    She was beautiful, there was no doubt. So why had that idiot cheated on her? 
 
    Some of the girls had said he had cheated just because he was a man, and men were notoriously stupid. 
 
    Well, maybe, and she watched as tears formed on her cheeks. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
      
 
    The morning was bright and cheerful. Male birds chattered with female birds. Squirrels chased one another around tree trunks in the endless mating ritual. 
 
    Dogs rode each other, cats lifted their tales, and people…how many people were screwing right at that moment? 
 
    Annie flung the covers off and stood up. 
 
    And swayed. She still had a bit of booze in her system. 
 
    That was okay, and she smiled ruefully and began dressing. 
 
    And dressing sexy. 
 
    She wore a half bra, and a thin blue sweater. Her nipples showed through. 
 
    She put on a thong and a skirt. No panty lines…no panties…it would drive Tommy crazy. 
 
    She put on nylons and high heels. Her legs were long and sexy and her butt was tilted just enough to excite the male of the species. 
 
    She put on make up, sultry eyes and moist, red lips. 
 
    She was a knock out. 
 
    Then she went out to the kitchen. 
 
    Tommy was scrubbing a pan and he turned to her, then stopped and really looked. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    She sat down and said, “Pour me a drink, then sit down across from me.” 
 
    Uh oh, went through his mind. 
 
    He quickly put together two drinks, traditional bourbon and Coke, and placed them on the table. 
 
    He sat and waited. 
 
    She sipped, leaving a red print on the rim of the glass. She smiled. Hair of the dog. 
 
    “Tommy,” she said, “You have lost your pussy privileges.  You will no longer be allowed to put your penis in me.” 
 
    He gulped, and would have talked, likely protested and started his rehearsed dialogue that somehow would made her the bully and him the victim. 
 
    She held up a hand to stop him. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “Furthermore, since you can’t be trusted, I have enlisted some friends to make sure you don’t have indiscriminate sex. You are married to me, and I demand this…or I will take the house, alimony, all our savings, and…by the way, the Corvette is now mine. I’ll be driving that as my daily vehicle. You may drive the SUV.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! You can’t—“ 
 
    “Furthermore, to make sure you do not sneak off and screw somebody, or just jack off like some horny, little high schooler, I, and my friends, will be checking your cock.” 
 
    “What? What does that mean?” 
 
    “If you don’t get immediately erect upon inspection, then it will be obvious that you have expended your semen, and you will face the consequences. This will be my house, my savings, you will pay alimony, and so on. Do you understand.” 
 
    “This is crazy!” he blurted. “There is no way I am going to put up with having my dick checked!” 
 
    This whole time he had been staring at her, distracted by her beauty. 
 
    “You will, or I will call my lawyer and start proceedings. And once started, I will not back off.” 
 
    She laid her cell phone on the table and clicked the video on. 
 
    Tommy listened, his mouth dropping, as he heard, and saw, the whole scene played out. 
 
    Caught in bed with a hooker. No excuse. No way around it.  
 
    “Now, then,” said Annie when the video was over. “Do you understand?” 
 
    “I understand that I might have made a mistake, but this is my house! I’ve been paying on it for years! It’s my work that put our savings in the bank. It’s…what are you doing?” 
 
    Annie had placed her cell on the table and poked a contact. “Calling my lawyer.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t dare! Divorces are expensive!” 
 
    The ringing stopped and Edward Teach answered. “Law offices, may I help you?” 
 
    “Hi, Eddie, this is Annie Larkin. Do you have time for a consultation this afternoon?” 
 
    “Of course, Annie. Is everything all right?” 
 
    “Nope. Tommy was caught in a motel with a hooker and I want to sue for divorce.” 
 
    “Uh…okay.” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” blurted Tommy. “Eddie, forget it. We’ll work it out on our end. Just forget this call.” 
 
    Eddie asked, “Annie?” 
 
    “Let me call you back if I decide to go through with this.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Tommy stared at Annie. “You can’t do this.” 
 
    “Stand up and show me your penis.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She touched the phone and looked at him. 
 
    Sighing, pissed off, Tommy stood up and unzipped. His penis stuck out. 
 
    Her preparations had done the deed. Tommy was fully erect. 
 
    “Very well. If some woman comes up to you and asks to see your penis you will show her. If you refuse she will call me and I will call Eddie. No second chances here.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! What do you mean ‘some woman?’ 
 
    “Exactly that. Some woman. I have a lot of friends, and they have all agreed to help me keep tabs on you.” 
 
    “Well, I think…” he spluttered to a stop. 
 
    “Furthermore, I might be going out and getting a little. After all, just because you can’t do me doesn’t mean I should do without.” 
 
    “But I can do you!” 
 
    “No. Your pussy privileges have been revoked.” 
 
    “But that means I can’t cum at all! If I have to be erect on inspection…” 
 
    “Oh. That’s too bad. You should have thought about that before you put your penis in that whore.” 
 
    “Look, honey, there’s got to be some way to work this out!” 
 
    “We have worked it out. I’ve worked it out. Is there anything else you wished to discuss?” 
 
    There was, but he didn’t dare say anything now. It was obvious that anything he said would be used against him. 
 
    “Excellent. I think I’ll go to the gym. I’ve left a list of chores for you to do.” 
 
    “Chores?” 
 
    “Yes. Laundry, lawn, vacuuming, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “I don’t want to do chores! What am I? Working my way through college?” 
 
    She smiled. “No. You’re working your way through punishment.” She stood up, picked up the keys to his, now hers, Corvette.  
 
    He watched her sexy ass saunter out the door, and a moment later he heard the rumble of the engine of his beloved car. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered, and he put his head in his hands. 
 
      
 
    Annie stopped and talked to some of the girls on her way, and it was quite heartening. The girls had friends, and their friends had friends, and everybody was getting quite excited about dealing with Tommy. 
 
    After a chat she headed on down to the gym. If she was going to play the sex card she had to keep herself in good shape. 
 
    At the gym she changed into a leotard and strode out onto the floor. Several fellows looked at her and licked their lips. 
 
      
 
    Tommy cleaned the glasses and sighed and checked the list of chores. 
 
    What a bunch of bull crap! 
 
    First thing was laundry. He stuffed clothes into the washing machine, added soap, and started the machine. 
 
    He went to the hall closet and got out the vacuum. He was just unwinding the cord when…DING DONG! 
 
    “Who the fuck,” he grumbled. He walked to the door and opened it. 
 
    Two women were standing there. They were MILFs. Well stacked MILFs. Wearing tight dresses and smiling with their red lips, and watching him through shadowed eyes. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Here to check your penis, Tommy.” 
 
    They were both grinning. 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    But they simply walked in, and what was he supposed to do? Fight them and call it a home invasion? 
 
    “Nice house,” commented one. 
 
    “Wonderful pool. We should have a pool party.” 
 
    “Absolutely. Girls only, all naked.” 
 
    “That sounds wonderful.” 
 
    One of the women, a brunette with a bubble cut and large breasts reached out her red tipped fingers and grabbed Tommy’s groin. 
 
    “URK!” 
 
    “Settle down, big boy. We’ll be done in a moment.” 
 
    “Let…go?” he squeaked. 
 
    But the woman didn’t. “It’s getting hard.” 
 
    “Good news for him. Tommy, what the hell were you thinking? Going and getting a hooker? Is your wife ugly?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Well, I’ve seen hookers, and they aren’t too good looking. They get diseases, too. And their pussy is liable to be a bit worn out. Was the hooker good looking.” 
 
    Tommy’s face was red. His dick was hard, but the woman wouldn’t let it go. She was waiting for full expansion. 
 
    The other woman clapped a hand to one of his cheeks. “Nice.” 
 
    “Was she good looking?” 
 
    “Not really,” muttered Tommy. 
 
    “Silly man,” the woman responded. “He’s got steak at home but he wants meatloaf. You want to check him?” 
 
    “I want to see him, “returned the other woman. 
 
    “Excellent.” She addressed Tommy. “Take your penis out.” 
 
    Tommy was very excited. Shocked, stunned, mortified, but…his dick was hard. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Don’t make us call Annie. Take your dick out right this minute.” 
 
    He had no choice. He took his penis out. It jutted, and the other woman grabbed hold of it. Then she moved forward and began kissing Tommy. 
 
    Tommy was surprised, and his head moved back. 
 
    The woman encircled his head with her free hand and kept him close. 
 
    Her lips were soft, and his penis began to drip. 
 
    “Ha!” grinned the first woman. “Look at him drip.” 
 
    The second woman moved back, took out a compact and repaired her lipstick. “Lucky for him.” She looked over her compact at Tommy. “The day you’re not hard, the day you don’t drop, we’ll know, and you’ll lose everything. 
 
    Tommy looked back and forth between the two women. 
 
    “Well, we’re done here. Shall we be off?” 
 
    “Yep. See you later, Tommy Boy. Stay horny.” 
 
    With that the two women walked out the front door and headed for their car, which was parked in Tommy’s driveway. 
 
    Tommy stood in the doorway for a moment, watching them go, then he realized he was standing with his penis out! 
 
    He stepped back into the house and closed the door. 
 
    And stroked himself. God! She was a good kisser. 
 
    Then he stopped. He was getting closer. He couldn’t afford to cum. He tucked his dick away and pulled up his zipper. 
 
    The vacuuming was waiting.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    She took one look at Jeremiah at the gym and knew she had to have him. 
 
    Before Tommy had cheated she would never have done such a thing. 
 
    But he had cheated, and that loosened something in her own mind. 
 
    She was getting tit for tat. It was balancing things out. And, she was remembering all the times she had seen healthy young men, had been turned on, and denied herself. 
 
    Well, denial time was over. 
 
    She went right up to Tommy and said, “I need a spotter. You’re the one.” 
 
    Tommy was younger than her and he had a thing for MILFs. And to have her just come up and demand of him, to take control of him, it was an instant boner. 
 
    So he walked around with her, helped her put weights on the bars, stood by, and at one point, she was laying on a bench and doing bench presses, he found himself staring at the way her boobs were bulging on her chest. 
 
    “You like what you see?” she asked with a smile. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to—“ 
 
    “I didn’t ask for you to kiss my ass, I was thinking more of you fucking my ass?” 
 
    His mouth opened, jaw dropped, eyeballs bulged. 
 
    She took him out to her car, she had driven the SUV that morning because it had her gym bag in it. 
 
    She slid the door back and they entered the dark gloom of the car. 
 
    She pulled her pants down and leaned over a seat. 
 
    “Come on, slick, don’t make me tell you what to do.” 
 
    His boner was up, and he slid it twixt her thighs and directly into her pussy. 
 
    She hadn’t taken it from the rear much. She and Tommy were rather conventional lovers, but she found she loved having Jeremiah pump against her buns.  
 
    She especially liked it when he grabbed a tit with one hand, her hair with the other, and rode her like a bitch. 
 
    When they were done she smiled, “You ever tried anal sex?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” He was smitten. But that is the effect strong women have on men. 
 
    “Well, next time I’ll bring some lube and we can try it.” 
 
    She went home with a drippy, messy cunt, and loved it. 
 
    Normally she wanted to be clean and tidy, but there was just something so deliciously dirty about walking through the house, feeling her thighs slide together because of all the sperm leaking out of her. 
 
    And, as she showered and make herself extra beautiful for Tommy’s teasing, she decided that getting screwed by strange men was a very healthy thing to do. 
 
      
 
    Tommy finished the vacuuming. His dick was so hard he couldn’t stand it. But he couldn’t jack off! Some woman, or women, might come by and check him, see if he had cum. 
 
    He pushed the vacuum back and forth, and the weird thing was that there was a certain glory in having to put up with a rigid penis. 
 
    It reminded him of what a stud he was, of what he had to offer a woman. 
 
    He was in the excitation phase of sex, and didn't really understand it. 
 
    But most men don’t. They squirt quick and never take the time to enjoy all the sexiness that comes with just standing around being horny. 
 
    He straightened up as Annie walked through the foyer. He was about to say something, but there was something different about her. A pride, a straightness of back, a set of shoulder, the thrust of her breasts. 
 
    So he didn’t say anything, just closed his mouth and went on about his work. 
 
    After the vacuuming he had to mow the lawn, so he got out the mower and hooked on the grass catcher and started running around on the lawn. 
 
    It was a push mower, and he hated it, but today, his dick being so hard, he began to enjoy the feeling of his penis moving around in his pants. He could feel the head sliding across his thighs. His balls were pulled up tight, and— 
 
    “Hello, Tommy.” 
 
    He turned and recognized the woman. He had seen her at a community pot luck. Her name was Sarah, and she was a sexy wench. Auburn hair down her back, perky eyes, smiling lips. Man, wouldn't he love to bend her over and— 
 
    “I’m here to check your penis.” 
 
    He groaned. And was scared and excited and embarrassed all at the same time. 
 
    “Let’s see it.” 
 
    “Do I have to?” Yet now his heart was leaping. He had never been an exhibitionist, but now he was turning into one. Imagine, to be able to pop your cock out and flash every sexy woman that comes along! 
 
    “Come on, bozo. Let’s see the goods.” 
 
    Her laughing eyes encouraged him, and he sighed and unzipped. 
 
    His cock was so hard it was difficult to worm it out of the folds of material. 
 
    She looked at it. 
 
    It was long and dripping. In fact, his crotch showed a little dampness. 
 
    She stepped up to him and put her hand over it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, feeling the surge of pleasure. 
 
    He looked down at her hand. Long, red fingernails, slender digits, a soft warmth that was exploding his heart. 
 
    “Still hard, eh?” 
 
    “I haven’t jacked off, if that’s what you’re asking.” 
 
    “Good boy,” and she kissed him. Her lips were red painted, and soft, and very educated. 
 
    Her other hand wormed into his pants and gripped his balls. 
 
    He had, at least in his mind, resisted the two women earlier, but he was too horny now.  
 
    He kissed her back, and moved his hips to help her jack him. 
 
    But she only jacked him a little, then she backed off. 
 
    He was wearing a tee shirt and his nipples were stiff. She touched them with an index finger. 
 
    He shivered as sexual excitement raced through him. 
 
    “Very good, Tommy. Why did you cheat on your wife?” 
 
    The question slapped into him. The kiss, so delicious, then this, the question that made him think of how he had betrayed his wife. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he muttered, his face turning a bright red. 
 
    But his dick didn’t go down. He felt like it would never go down again as long as he lived. 
 
    “Well, you were pretty stupid. But then you’re just a man, right?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    She turned and walked away. 
 
    Tommy stared after her, watched the sexy strut, the sway of her buns, the proud way she held her large chest. 
 
    Then he turned…and saw Annie watching him through the picture window. 
 
    What do you say when your wife catches you kissing another woman. 
 
    He was now doubly mortified, even though she had set this up, and he knew it. And, for the first time, all the excuses he had built up for his betrayal faded and left him with the bare fact. 
 
    He had cheated. 
 
    A couple of hours later Annie called him into dinner. Not to eat it, but to prepare it. 
 
    She was wearing a low cut gown, his favorite, red, slit on the thigh, a deep valley of cleavage. 
 
    His penis had gone down for a short while, but now it was up and at ‘em. 
 
    “You must peel the potatoes before you slice them.” 
 
    Dutifully, he wielded the knife. 
 
    “You’ve got to pound the steaks, that’s it, now use salt and pepper liberally.” 
 
    He followed the directions, and finally turned to her, “How long are you going to keep this up?” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate. “For the rest of your life.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Our relationship has changed, honey. You changed it, and I like it. But, don’t worry, you’ll grow to like it, too.” 
 
    He grumped as she told him how to make the salad, and she finally said, “Make us some drinks. You need to loosen up, get over it, start behaving.” 
 
    Behaving? He was behaving! He was a man, dammit! And he was behaving like a man, protesting the women’s work she was having him do. 
 
    He threw down his first drink quickly, while watching the steaks sizzle, and she told him to have another. 
 
    Two drinks in him, he tended to relax. 
 
    They ate, and when he tasted what he had cooked he actually felt a surge of pride. 
 
    Annie usually cooked, and she was good, and he had never been much of a cook. But now he felt that bump of pride from a job well done.  
 
    He was doing the dishes when the doorbell rang. 
 
    “Hey, ladies. Come on in. Tommy? There’s somebody here to see you.” 
 
    Tommy groaned. He had a feeling who had come to see him. But he also felt an excitement within. 
 
    There were two of them, one younger, early twenties, and the other older, mid thirties. 
 
    He stood in the foyer and they smiled at him. 
 
    “Hi, Tommy. We’re here to check on your penis.” 
 
    He looked over to where Annie was sitting on the couch. She was reading a magazine and didn’t seem concerned at all that two beautiful women had called on her husband. 
 
    “Do you have to? I haven’t masturbated or anything.” 
 
    “Got to be sure, Tommy Boy. Out with the boner.” 
 
    “Or lack of a boner,” giggled the younger one. 
 
    Tommy kept glancing over at Annie, but she seemed engrossed in her magazine. 
 
    He took out his penis and the two women stepped closer. 
 
    “It seems hard enough,” said the younger one. 
 
    “Play with it a while, make sure it’s not a fake boner.” 
 
    Fake boner? What the fuck was a fake boner? Tommy thought. 
 
    The younger woman stroked him, and he was so horny now that he felt an instant surge. His semen was trying to escape!  
 
    But he couldn’t cum! He didn’t dare cum! He didn’t want to lose his house and cars and have to play alimony and all that! 
 
    Fortunately, she let go. The older woman stepped forward, however, and she was more demanding. 
 
    She stroked him, felt his balls, and when he was close she grabbed the base of his cock and squeezed it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whined Tommy, and tears actually came from his eyes. 
 
    At that point he would have let go, had he the choice. He was that horny that money and cars and a home didn’t mean much to him. 
 
    “There, there, Tommy. Just relax. I’ll help you not cum. But now do you understand why you shouldn’t cheat?” 
 
    He nodded his head, his eyes tightly closed. 
 
    She kissed him, and the younger one took over his cock. 
 
    One woman holding his face, searching his mouth with her tongue, the other woman on her knees sucking him, bring him back to the point of no return and… 
 
    They stopped. 
 
    Smiled. 
 
    “See you, Annie.” 
 
    “Later, girls.” 
 
    And they left. 
 
    Tommy stood, tears streaming down his face, his penis jutting out, red and throbbing. 
 
    And dripping. 
 
    “I can’t stand this,” he sobbed. 
 
    Annie ignored him. Flipped a page in her fashion magazine. 
 
    He went into the living room and said, “Please. Enough. I can’t do this anymore. I need to cum.” 
 
    She didn’t even look up. 
 
    “If you cum I will up the stakes. I will put lipstick on you.” 
 
    He blinked and the world seemed to stop. 
 
    It was surreal. He was in wonderland and white rabbits were dancing around him, throwing flowers into the air. 
 
    “But if you want lipstick then go ahead and jack off.” 
 
    “You won’t take the house and the car and…and sue me for alimony and…” 
 
    She finally looked up at him. 
 
    “Honey, kneel before me and jack off on my toes.” She kicked off her dangling high heels. “I won’t call my lawyer, but you will be wearing red lipstick from here on out.” 
 
    He stood, looking like a towering redwood about to fall. 300 feet of wood falling through the air, crashing to the earth, the earth shaking. 
 
    “Honey…” he said, begging. 
 
    She shrugged. “Your choice.” And went back to reading her magazine. 
 
    There were bets among the women as to how long it would take before he broke. Most of the women had bet it would take a couple of weeks.  
 
    Annie thought he would break in a couple of days. 
 
    She was right. She won the bet, and the pot of several hundred dollars. 
 
    Tommy stood in front of her, his penis still out, and he dropped to his knees. 
 
    She watched him peripherally as he took his meat in one hand and began stroking. 
 
    She yawned and flipped a page as he stared at her cleavage and moved his hand back and forth. 
 
    It didn’t take long. He jerked, grunted, and warm goo splattered on her nylons. 
 
    She kept her eyes on the magazine, but was aware of the relief washing over his very red face. 
 
    “Clean it up,” she said when he was finished. 
 
    “What?” He felt so happy, so satisfied, but her words were like a splash of cold water. 
 
    “You made a mess. Clean it up.” 
 
    Why he did what he did he didn’t know. He was relieved, empty, done, and yet he continued following her commands. He was unaware of the deep changes happening inside him. 
 
    He went into the kitchen and brought back a damp towel. He wiped his sperm off her nylon covered her toes. When he was done he started to stand up, but she said, “Clean them.” 
 
    “But I did!” 
 
    “Not with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    It was a moment frozen in time.  
 
    Then, like that redwood, falling all over again, he knelt, and bent, and took her foot in both hands. 
 
    It’s not that bad, he thought as his tongue licked along the material, felt the subtle texture of her nylons. 
 
    Having wiped the majority of sperm off he was left with only the taste, and he could handle that. 
 
    He didn’t understand how she had been coached to bring him down incrementally. In bits and pieces. He didn’t understand that she might let him use a towel in the beginning, but eventually he was going to be licking up all his goo. No towel. 
 
    But right then he just suffered through, felt a strange excitement, sexual, but more than sexual, worming through him. 
 
    It was the glory of depravity, the knowledge that he had been made to debase himself; he was submitting. 
 
    “Go get the gold lipstick tube on my vanity.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Or I call Eddie.” 
 
    Head bowed, shoulders slumped, he walked down the hallway. He was being bent to her will, and there was something downright intoxicating about it. 
 
    He hated it, but it felt good. It felt better than good. 
 
    He brought back the gold tube and she took it. 
 
    “Kneel before me.” 
 
    He knelt. 
 
    She gripped her chin with one hand and applied the lipstick. 
 
    “It will burn a little, that’s the plumper working. And it is long lasting. You’ll only have to put it on once a day.” 
 
    “It…once a day…you don’t…” 
 
    She turned the base of the tube and retracted the pillar. 
 
    He felt his lips with one hand. 
 
    They felt different, and he felt the sting as the plumper worked its magic. 
 
    “Off with you now.” 
 
    He stood up and was lost. 
 
    Feeling his lips being transformed had changed him. in deep ways. 
 
    He just stood there, not knowing what to do. 
 
    She looked up at him. “What?” 
 
    “I don’t…this whole thing…” 
 
    She smiled. “Why don’t you take a shower. Use the Nair in my medicine chest.” 
 
    She watched him, and he struggled with what was happening. 
 
    He was wearing lipstick. What did that look like? 
 
    She had told him to use Nair. To depilate himself. What would that feel like? 
 
    Most important, his cock was soft, and…he didn’t like that. He wanted his cock to be hard, and in this he was traveling through a strange junction. 
 
    On one hand he wanted to feel the manliness of a big boner. But he was getting that boner from degradation and being made to act feminine. 
 
    What a crux! 
 
    His awareness fading, he turned, not really understanding that he was no loner in control.  
 
    He had been a command—even a suggestion was a command—and he found himself walking down the hall towards her bathroom to fulfill it. 
 
    Her bathroom. 
 
    Not his. His was in the small guest room. 
 
    He entered her bathroom and found the Nair. He took it back to his bathroom and followed the directions. Then he stood and looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    His red mouth. The gel lathered all over his flesh. His mouth looking so…bright. 
 
    And he liked it. His lips were puffy, so red…that was why women wore lipstick. It was sexy. 
 
    He remembered a discussion he had been in when he was in college about women and their lips. 
 
    A mouth reminded a man of her pussy. A red painted mouth was a fertile one, because it still bled. A pink painted mouth was good for fucking, but you didn’t want to marry one. A mouth with no lipstick was dry, no joy there. 
 
    Sure, it was crude, probably had no truth to it, but…looking at his own mouth he thought of it. 
 
    Suddenly the gel started to burn, and he stepped into the shower. He rinsed, and watched as a lifetime of hair sluiced off his body and circled the drain.  
 
    His body felt different. Not like after he shaved his face, softer, but…sensual. 
 
    He had thought losing hair, losing a layer of little sensitive hairs he would feel less, but the opposite was true. 
 
    He went out of the bathroom and lay down on the bed. 
 
    He was erect. Again, already, and there was a strange rejoicing in him. 
 
    See? I’m a man! But he didn’t understand that the excitement was coming not from his self image as a man, but from the sensual feel of himself as a woman. 
 
    And he had only applied lipstick and Nair! 
 
    He didn’t think beyond those cosmetics, however. He just lay there and was erect, and wondered if he would be able to get erect when the women checked him on the morrow. 
 
    And, a little shock, he wanted to jack off on Annie’s toes again. He went to sleep dreaming about that, and he slept a deep, satisfied sleep. 
 
      
 
    He awoke to the sound of knocking on the front door. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    From the master bedroom Annie yelled, “Go get the door! It’s probably for you!” 
 
    Bleary, drowsy, he stumbled down the hallway. He was wearing a tatty robe and he opened the door. 
 
    “Well, look at this!” A beautiful woman was standing there. Eight in the morning and she was dressed to the nines. Full bust, fully made up , and…oh shit! 
 
    He slapped his hand over his mouth, but it was too late. 
 
    She reached up and pulled his hand down. 
 
    “Look at you! I had heard you chose to put on lipstick. It really is quite attractive. Now, let’s see your dick.” 
 
    “Oh, no…” he whined. 
 
    Fortunately for him, his dick was up. Well, maybe it was morning wood, but it was still erect, and it felt really good when she reached forward and grabbed it and jacked it. 
 
    “Huh! I thought I’d be able to catch you soft. But I guess you’re too horny for—“ she stopped talking and smiled. “You little sneaker. Come with me.” 
 
    She walked past him, leaving him exposed for the neighborhood to see, and walked down the hallway to the guest room. 
 
    He closed the door and ran to catch up. His dick was bouncing. 
 
    She walked into the bathroom and beckoned to him. When he came close she grabbed his penis and aimed it into the bowl. 
 
    “Pee.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She grabbed his balls and squeezed.  
 
    “Ow!” he howled. 
 
    But he didn’t pee. 
 
    She turned him around and pushed him over. He had to place his hands on the back of the toilet and she rubbed his ass. 
 
    “Stop that!” 
 
    “Nope,” and she inserted a finger into him. 
 
    Tommy’s head jerked back and he lurched forward, but he couldn’t get away. 
 
    “Pee!” 
 
    “I can’t when you’re doing that!” 
 
    “How about now?” she put two fingers in him! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Self defense, he started to pee. 
 
    “What are you…oh, my.” Annie stood at the door and watched as the woman lifted her two fingers in here husband’s rectum and made him prance a bit. “That looks like fun.” 
 
    “Oh, it is. And it puts men under control very quickly. A finger or two in the butt and they become instantly complaint.” 
 
    “I’ll certainly remember that.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Tommy was pissing. He had a healthy stream, but, horror of horrors, his cock started to shrink. 
 
    “I thought so! It was a morning woody.” 
 
    “But Annie made me squirt last night?” 
 
    “And you did? You silly goose. You should have controlled yourself. Annie, he’s failed the hard penis test. What is his punishment.” 
 
    “Oh, gosh. I didn’t think he’d fail so quickly. Especially after I let him squirt on my feet last night.” 
 
    The woman laughed. “He’s got a foot fetish, eh?” 
 
    “I don’t!” sobbed Tommy. 
 
    “I like to give him a choice,” said Annie. 
 
    “Okay, boner butt, do you want to wear lingerie? Or get a full make up job?” 
 
    “Neither.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Annie. “I’ll just take the house and the cars and the—“ 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” 
 
    “Well, which will it be.” 
 
    Tommy thought quickly. 
 
    Make up was bad. He wouldn’t be able to look in a mirror. 
 
    But if he was wearing lingerie he would be feeling that all day long. 
 
    And he was already wearing lipstick. 
 
    “I’ll take the make up.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’ll call a couple of the girls and we’ll make you up properly. Annie, why don’t you go back to sleep, or have breakfast or something. He’ll be ready for your inspection in an hour or two.” 
 
    Annie decided to sleep a bit more, and the woman pulled Tommy’s cock and led him into the dining room. She sat him down and called a couple of her friends. 
 
    “Sandy? He failed. Full make up. Okay. Will you give Rhonda a call? You got it. bye.” 
 
    She hung up and turned to Tommy. 
 
    “Full make up includes nails and tattoos.” 
 
    “Tattoos!” Tommy’s eyes went round. 
 
    She giggled. “Just kidding. About the tattoos. But you’ll get the full nail treatment. 
 
    She sat down next to Tommy and began stroking him and kissing him. 
 
    Ten minutes later there was a knock and two more girls entered the house. One was carrying a make up kit, and the other was carrying a nails kit. 
 
    By now Tommy was erect again, and it wouldn’t go down. 
 
    The girls laughed and went to work. 
 
    They painted his toes, gave him long fingernails and painted those. Bright red, to match his lips. 
 
    Then they worked on his face, and for the first time in his life he was sorry that he let his hair grow long. One of the girls trimmed it and styled it, and when they were done his face was incredibly female. 
 
    Stunned, he stared at himself in the mirror. 
 
    “Go get us some drinks, butt boy.” One of them commanded. 
 
    Beaten, submitted, whipped, his penis jutting out, Tommy made three drinks, then had to make a fourth when Annie came into the room. 
 
    He stared at the women as they sat and chatted. They were all buxom, all beautiful, laughing and joking. 
 
    And they took turns playing with his penis. Stroking him, building a full load in his balls. By the time they left he was in danger of cumming again! 
 
    “Well, honey. You look beautiful.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “Pussy got your tongue?” she laughed. 
 
    “I can’t do this any more.” 
 
    “Well, you certainly can’t do it any less.” 
 
    He hung his head and left the room. 
 
      
 
    Annie headed for the gym. She had had so much fun the day before, and young men were so virile, she just had to do it again.  
 
    She decided to take the SUV again for the simple reason it was hard to hide a fuck in a Corvette. 
 
      
 
    Tommy went into his room and tried to get dressed. 
 
    Tried, because it was difficult. It was difficult to do buttons and zippers and things with long fingernails. 
 
    He was worried just pulling a shirt over his head. They had said his make up would be long lasting, but he didn’t want it all smeared. 
 
    The simple act of tying shoes was more than he could handle. 
 
    He sat on the edge of his bed and looked around. He had nothing but shoes that tied. He would have given his left nut for a pair of loafers right about then. 
 
    Then he had a thought. 
 
    Annie had loafers. 
 
    Well, not exactly loafers. But she had these low slung, patent leather black shoes. His pants were a little long, he could…yes! 
 
    He trotted into the master bedroom and into the big walk in closet. 
 
    The Mary Janes were right there, on the left on a small box. 
 
    He picked them up, gingerly, with his long fingernails, and put them on the floor. 
 
    He slipped first one foot in, then the other. 
 
    They fit! 
 
    Oh, they were a little tight, but…he had shoes! 
 
    He stepped in front of the full length mirror and inspected himself. 
 
    His pants were too short. Her shoes stood out. 
 
    Oh, fuck, and he sat down on her vanity chair and heaved a sigh. What was he going to do? 
 
    His eyes fell on a pair of her slacks. She had long legs. She was the same height as him, but her pants…would they fit? 
 
    He took off his jeans and put them aside, then put a leg in her pants. 
 
    They fit! 
 
    They were a little tight around the ass, and his cock really stood out. It was a big, outlined lump in the front of her slacks. but…it worked! 
 
    Now happy, he returned to his room and put on a shirt. 
 
    Excellent. in the mirror his legs and cock were a little exposed, but he was only going to be. wearing these things around the house. 
 
    He went in and sat down at the computer. He would order things off the internet. 
 
    Smiling, at last getting a win out of this terrible situation, he headed over to Amazon and started buying. 
 
      
 
    Annie walked into the gym, and she was now not just a MILF, she was a cougar. She had hot loins and wanted a firehose to cool them down. 
 
    The kind of firehose one finds hanging between the legs of lusty, young men. 
 
    She did some stretching, aware that virile, young men were staring at her. 
 
    She had worn very tight short shorts and her pussy was perfectly outlined. A real, classy camel toe, or monkey knuckle, or whatever they called it. 
 
    While the men stared at her pussy she checked them out. She made occasional eye contact, but it was a while before a hunk came up to her. “How you doing?” 
 
    “Okay. You want to help me do a little yoga?” 
 
    “Sure?” He was trying to be cool, but he was drooling like a faucet with a worn gasket. 
 
    She took his hand and led him to the mat on the side of the gym. 
 
    Most people did a little stretching, then headed for the iron, so they had the area to themselves. 
 
    She struck a pose, deliberately short changed herself, and said, “Grab my shoulders and help me stretch.” 
 
    He did, and she loved the feel of his strong hands pulling on her. 
 
    “Okay. Now, place your hand on my back and on my chest and make sure I don’t overbalance.” 
 
    She stretched backwards, and when he put his hand high on her chest she moved it so it was between her knockers, and as she moved he could see the press of her rigid nipples under the thin material of the yoga outfit. 
 
    “Now, put your hand here and…” she placed his hand on her ass. 
 
    And on her thighs. high up. 
 
    And against her tit. 
 
    He was hard now. 
 
    Hell, he was hard when they started, now he was super hard! 
 
    A half hour later they stepped into a closet and she showed him some sexual yoga. She bent, arched, twined, and bent his penis every which way but loose. 
 
    And he loosed a big load of squirt into her. A monstrous load. 
 
    They arranged their tight clothes and stepped out of the closet. She gave him a final kiss, and he asked, “Aren’t you going to shower?” 
 
    “Nah,” she grinned. “I want to bring this load home for my husband.” 
 
    His mouth opened, but nothing came out. He was speechless. 
 
      
 
    Annie walked into the house and called out, “Tommy?” 
 
    Tommy had been polishing woodwork, and he entered the room. In her slacks and Mary Janes. 
 
    She stared, started to to say something, then stopped. 
 
    She reached out and grabbed his outlined weenie. “Oh, honey, maybe you do love me.” 
 
    “Unh…” He groaned, his balls had so recently emptied, but now fell so totally full. 
 
    “And I see you like women’s clothing.” 
 
    “I…I…” he turned red. “My own clothes didn’t fit right.” 
 
    “Of course they didn’t. They were designed for a man.” 
 
    He blinked at that. 
 
    Then she said, “I brought you home a present, honey.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “Yes. It’s right between my legs, and you have to hurry. I don’t want to drip all over the house.” 
 
    He was confused, but only for a moment. Then her short shorts, which had a patch of dark moisture in the crotch, were off. She lay down on the couch and spread her legs. 
 
    “Come, honey. Clean me up, and hurry. I don’t want to make a mess. 
 
    Tommy felt a deep despair in his heart, but, for some reason, his cock jerked and bobbed. 
 
    No! How could this be? 
 
    He fell to his knees, scared of the white glob oozing out of his wife’s snatch. 
 
    But strangely excited. 
 
    And compelled. 
 
    And suddenly he wasn’t so sure he was a man. 
 
    Suddenly he didn’t know what he was. 
 
    He opened his mouth and lowered his head. 
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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Good morning! Another wonderful day for Erotica, eh? 
 
    This story is a continuation of one called ‘Fem-MAN-ization.’  
 
    Tommy is trying to be a good boy, but when the women check to see if he’s been hard, he fails the test. This leads to him being judged, and sentenced to a remote island where women teach men how to please women…by becoming women! 
 
    Now, there is a male on male scene here. That’s just where the story went. I say this because i don’t want anybody upset or thinking I’m foisting something on them. 
 
    So, read, enjoy, and remember that my major field is feminization, and that this MM scene was necessary to get to the major changes. 
 
    Have a great read, and… 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    The next minute was embellished in Tommy’s mind for all time. The smell of her pussy, the soft innards as he wormed his face between her labia, the taste of another man’s cum…he would never forget this moment. 
 
    And something inside him gave way. 
 
    His penis was hard, and the intensity of his experience would keep it hard for a long time, and it would get hard at odd times, a victim to the rampant memory of this moment. 
 
    Annie lay back and a smile appeared on her face. A small one. Victory. 
 
    Her power over him was solidified even more. 
 
    A long five minutes. Her feeling her power, him immersed in the moment, nothing beyond the moment. 
 
    He pushed back, left her freshly cleaned and glistening pussy. 
 
    “Very good,” she said, closing her legs. 
 
    He squatted, sat on his haunches. 
 
    “You need to redo your lipstick.” 
 
    He stared at her, watched her as he straightened up, walked towards her vanity table. 
 
    On one hand, he didn’t know her. He was in an alien world now. 
 
    On the other hand his heart was bursting with feeling for her. 
 
    She made him do this; she made him eat another man’s sperm out of her, and it had made him harder. 
 
    She had all her friends checking on his sex, making sure he didn’t jack off, or…cheat. 
 
    She had put him in full make up. 
 
    What was next? 
 
    “I like you in my pants and Mary Janes. You should continue wearing them.” 
 
    “My own clothes don’t…” he stopped. His own clothes didn’t what? But he stumbled through. 
 
    “I couldn’t tie my shoes because of my long fingernails, so I put on the Mary Janes. The Mary Janes showed up under my jeans, so I put on your pants to cover them.” 
 
    “Well, clever boy, I’ve got a blouse that will go better with my pants and the Mary Janes.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want a blouse.” But he felt like he was somebody listening to himself from afar. His voice wasn’t his own. 
 
    “Suit yourself. It’s the blue one in my closet. Matching colors, you know. And you really should wear a skirt with it. There’s a brown one in the closet.” 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    She cocked her head. 
 
    “Why are you doing this? Don’t you want me to be a man?” 
 
    “Why, honey, you sort of gave up being a man when you cheated on me. But maybe, if you do everything I say, you can earn back being a man. 
 
    And maybe not, she thought. the fact was she was having so much fun. Every bit of feminization was making her laugh, and she felt so incredibly good inside. 
 
    They stared at each other for a long moment, then he left the room. 
 
    She smiled, then went in for a shower. She felt so wonderful. 
 
      
 
    Tommy was taking out the laundry, and finding that life with long fingernails was different. 
 
    He couldn’t just dig his hands into a pile of clothes and lift, he might break a nail that way. 
 
    Instead, he had to pluck clothing and lift and place in the basket. 
 
    Even carrying the basket was different. He couldn’t use his fingers, he had to bend his fingers back and use his palms. 
 
    Annie wasn’t any help. She just snickered when she saw him figuring out how to use his hands. And when he did the dishes, learning how to use the scrub pad, she came in, poured herself a drink, stood back and chuckled. 
 
    “Tough, isn’t it?” 
 
    “How long do I have to do this?” Tommy asked in a subdued voice. 
 
    She felt herself growing wet at his humble attitude. Lord, how long had she been the one to do the mundane tasks, getting no thanks? 
 
    “I don’t know. I sort of like you this way. You’re cute, and sweet. And, I have to tell you, the sight of that big boner outlined by my tight pants…that is downright delicious.” 
 
    Tommy made a slight sound. A groan, and continued trying to wash the dishes. 
 
    Annie took a sip of her drink, it was bourbon and Coke, and stepped up next to Tommy. Her breasts touched his arm and her hand was on his ass. “You can’t tell me you don’t like this, honey.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    But there was a conflict deep in his mind. Something was happening to him. 
 
    “Here,” she handed him her drink. 
 
    She had left a lip imprint on the glass and he stared at it. Then, because he was wearing lipstick, and it didn’t matter, he sipped. 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered. 
 
    “Why don’t you get it, dear. I’m sure it’s for you.” 
 
    He knew it was. He walked into the foyer and opened the door. 
 
    A woman, a little tall, with big knockers that he just stared at. 
 
    “Up here, slick.” 
 
    The woman laughed, reached for his chin and raised it so he looked her in the eyes. 
 
    Tommy knew things were out of control, and he blushed fiercely. 
 
    “Time to see if you’ve been a good boy.” She closed the door and looked down at his groin. “I like your make up, incidentally. But that shirt has to go.” 
 
    The shirt was his only visible male garment. 
 
    “I…no…I…” 
 
    “Let’s go. Show me that dingus. I don’t have a lot of time. Oh, hi Annie! How’s boner boy doing?” 
 
    “He’s struggling, but he’ll make it. I hope.” 
 
    “Well, he sure is cute. We really need to do something about his clothes. Tommy! Take out your penis!” 
 
    The problem was that the zipper was on the side of his pants, so he had to twist a little and be very careful with his nails, but he managed to unzip and pull his pants down. His dick sprang out, boing! 
 
    The girls chuckled and the visitor stepped up and grabbed him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    She stroked him while his wife grinned and watched. 
 
    “He’s a horny, little bitch, isn’t he?” 
 
    “The horniest.” 
 
    “But I notice he isn’t wearing panties.” 
 
    Tommy blurted, “My underpants didn’t fit well under these pants. They left big, clunky lines.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” Annie laughed. 
 
    The strange woman pulled him to her, pressed up against him, kept working him. She whispered, “Now you’ve got a problem, because if you aren’t going to wear panties then I’m going to jack you off, and you know what that means.” 
 
    Tommy gulped. He felt her breasts pressing up against him, his cock was getting close to exploding. 
 
    “Please! No!” 
 
    He was terrified that if he came Annie would take the house, his cars, all their savings, and he would pay alimony. 
 
    “I don’t know,” the woman mused. But she knew that he was starting to spurt, so she closed her hand and stopped him. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” his knees were weak and he would have folded, except the grip she had on his cock held him up. 
 
    “So, are you going to wear panties?” 
 
    “Yu…yes.” 
 
    “Very good.” She held him for a long moment and slowly the urge to spurt waned, then disappeared. 
 
    He stood, his cock in her hand, and gulped air. 
 
    She kissed him. A long, passionate kiss, her free hand behind his head so he couldn’t escape. 
 
    She moved her head back, spoke to Annie. “I love them when they’re like this. They really don’t know if they’re coming or going.” 
 
    “They certainly don’t.” 
 
    The woman let go of him, stepped back, and Tommy staggered back a step. 
 
    “Okay, boner boy, or maybe I should call you boner girl now, go get your panties on. And…” she turned to Annie. “Do you have a matching bra?” 
 
    “I do!” She turned to Tommy. “It’s the pink set on the right hand side of my lingerie drawer. And I guess you better put on that blue blouse.” 
 
    “Please,” he sobbed, his eyes filling up. 
 
    “Yes, that would please me. Now get going.” 
 
    The woman stepped forward, reaching for his super hard cock.  
 
    He backed up, spun and ran down the hall. His cock was bouncing and the girls laughed. 
 
    In the master bedroom Tommy opened Annie’s lingerie drawer and took out the bra and panty set. Not just pink, but bright pink. Almost neon pink! 
 
    He stripped off her pants and stepped one foot through a leg hole, then the other. 
 
    He caught sight of himself in the mirror as he pulled her panties up. He actually looked feminine. Except for the giant boner that was sticking out. 
 
    God, he wanted to cum, but…he didn’t dare. 
 
    He straightened up and pulled the panties up snug. They were very high cut and his penis was force up. If it wasn’t forced up it would flop out of the panties. 
 
    He held up the bra. 
 
    Am I really doing this? 
 
    He put his hands through the straps, wiggled his shoulders and tried to fasten it in the rear, but he lacked the flexibility. 
 
    He took it off and stared at it. What the fuck? He remembered seeing Annie put on this very bra, and she had just slipped into it, reached behind and… 
 
    The sound of laughter spun him around. Annie and the woman were standing in the doorway, snickering at him. 
 
    “Fasten it in the front, then slid it around.” 
 
    His face burning red, feeling like ten sunburns, he figured it out. He fastened the clasps and spun it around his waist and snaked his shoulders under the straps. 
 
    He stared at himself. At his red face. At the bra wrapped around him. 
 
    It fit, but the cup material was empty. Still, the material was a bit stiff and thick, it was a padded bra. The result was that he had little globes on his chest. 
 
    Annie was laughing harder. She was holding her drink in one hand and had the other hand on the strange woman’s shoulder. 
 
    “Pretty sexy, Tommy Boy. Where’s the blouse?” 
 
    He thought his face couldn’t burn much more, but it could, and he retrieved the blouse from the closet. He put it on, and blinked. His fingers fumbled, the long nails in the way, but…the buttons and holes were on the wrong sides! He looked up. “What’s wrong with the buttons?” 
 
    The girls laughed even harder. “Nothing is wrong. Men’s shirts are backwards, that’s all.” 
 
    He fingered the buttons and the button holes. “You mean women’s shirts are backwards.” 
 
    Annie came to him, sipped, put her glass down on the dresser, and started buttoning him up. Her long nails worked just fine, and he was actually envious. 
 
    He felt so clumsy around her. 
 
    “The truth is, honey, that women were the ones who originally made clothes. They made men’s buttons and holes backwards, and men never figured it out.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    She stepped back and inspected his chest. 
 
    “Try not to cave in those cups, honey. You look really good with little titties.” 
 
    He stared down at his front. He didn’t feel so good. But he did feel like his cock was going to explode. He had never had such intense feelings in his life. 
 
    “You know,” said the other woman, “he would look really good with a big, old set of ta tas.” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    “I believe you’re right. Come here, Tommy.” 
 
    Tommy had no choice. He stepped forward and his cock slipped out of the panties and smacked her on the thigh. 
 
    Both girls laughed. 
 
    “Keep your excitement under control, Boner boy,” smirked the woman. 
 
    Annie unbuttoned a few top buttons on the blue blouse. She reached into the dresser drawer and took out a couple of nylons. She crumpled them up and stuck them in one cup. She did the same for the other cup, then she buttoned him up. 
 
    Now the blouse was very lightly stretched, and it looked like he really did have a pair of breasts! 
 
    “Honey, please stop this!” 
 
    “Not on your life. Turn around.” 
 
    Tears welling, Tommy turned around. 
 
    “Yes, that’s the look,” murmured the strange woman. “That boner has to go, though. 
 
    “So he needs real tits, and he has to lose the cock.” 
 
    “I’m not taking off my cock!” Tommy half shouted, not understanding how illogical a statement that was. 
 
    The girls, unfazed by his temper, just nodded and moved around him. 
 
    “We could get him a pair of vacation boobs. I’m sure all the ladies would love to pitch in for that. And if we gave him a little Depo Proveera—“ 
 
    “Depo what?” Tommy’s face was twisted as if in agony, but it was only the agony of becoming a woman. Which, if you asked any woman, wasn’t really agony at all. 
 
    “Depo Provera. It’s female contraception. Heavy in estrogen, and it’ll put your cock under control.” 
 
    “I don’t want my cock under control!” 
 
    The other woman arched an eyebrow, “You would rather be at risk of cumming? Of losing everything?” She turned to Annie. “You know, if you get everything you’ll have two cars, and you don’t need two cars. I’d be willing to buy that beautiful Corvette.” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    But the girls just laughed, then sashayed out of the room, talking in whispers about their plans for Tommy. 
 
    Tommy stood there for a long time. his mind was shattered and he was trying to think. 
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror again. 
 
    His face was made up, and now he was wearing lingerie and female clothing. 
 
    How had that happened? 
 
    Just a week ago he had been balls deep in a hooker, ready to squirt, then…then his wife burst in, knocked the fucking door handle off the door with a sledge hammer. 
 
    Now he was not even a man. He was a half man, and they were planning on turning him into a tranny, a shemale, a…he stared at himself and again the tears filled his eyes. 
 
    He grabbed a tissue and dabbed at his eyes. He didn’t want to ruin his make up. 
 
      
 
    The woman left and Tommy had chores to do. It seemed like he always had chores to do. And they were made double hard by his long fingernails.  
 
    He fixed dinner, under Annie’s tutelage, and ate silently. 
 
    Annie was silent, too, but she was watching him with a twist of a smirk on her lips. 
 
    A couple of times he started to say something, but one look at her, waiting, and he shut up. 
 
    After dinner he did the dishes, trying to protect his fingernails. Then he wandered into the den. 
 
    Annie was watching the Kardashians. 
 
    “Have a seat, honey. You should watch this. It might teach you something.” 
 
    He sat down next to her, but didn’t touch her. He sat straight and stared at the tube. 
 
    Annie chuckled, “You’re not acting very friendly, especially after all I’ve done for you.” 
 
    “All you’ve done?” 
 
    She cut him off by pulling him over to her. She threw a pillow ont he floor in front of her and said, “Sit down there. I want to work on your hair.” 
 
    He didn’t know what she meant, he was dazed and confused, but he allowed himself to be positioned in front of her. He sat cross legged on the pillow. 
 
    Annie had a hair brush on the side table, and there was a squirt bottle she used to water the plants. 
 
    She spritzed his hair and brushed it. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Shush, honey.” 
 
    He sat, robbed of will, and she teased his hair, brushed it in different ways, styled it. 
 
    On one hand he wanted to get up and run away. On the other hand it was. a show of intimacy, of affection. He sat and felt his scalp prickle. 
 
    His cock, of course, was hard as a rock. 
 
    But he just sat, and after a while he started to realize that he was enjoying the sensations. 
 
    After the Kardashians, several episodes, it was bed time. She stood up and he sat and looked up at her. 
 
    She was a little stunned by how much the styling of his hair had changed him. His long hair was normally a tangle, but now it framed his face. Taken together with his red lips and shadowed eyes, and there was an ingénue there. 
 
    He started to rise up but she put her hand on his head. She moved forward, straddled him, and pushed her pussy in his face. 
 
    “You turn me on.” 
 
    He had no choice; he knew what she wanted.  
 
    She held his head and sighed as he licked her. For a long minute he lapped, pleasuring her, then she realized that he didn’t have the angle to get her off.  
 
    She stepped back and reached for his hand. “Come on, honey. It’s time to do me.” 
 
    Smothering a happy giggle, she held his hand and led him down the hallway to her bed. They looked exactly like two girls walking hand in hand. 
 
      
 
    The next morning started out bad, and got worse. 
 
    First, two women showed up. He had barely gotten dressed, hadn’t started breakfast, and the knock came at the front door. 
 
    They came in, were quick and expedient, and checked his cock. 
 
    He had no trouble having a hard on. The woman nodded appreciatively, stroked him to the edge, then left. 
 
    That was bad, but not that bad. In a way he was getting used to be told to present his penis for inspection. 
 
    What was really bad happened right after breakfast. 
 
    He was in the bedroom and Annie was refreshing his make up, making him look pretty, when the sound of the knock on the door reached them. 
 
    “Hunh?” wondered Annie. Tommy had just been checked a half hour before. The next girls must be early. 
 
    Tommy sat, very feminine, and was mesmerized by his different face, his different persona. 
 
    “Well? Are you going to answer that?” 
 
    Tommy glumly stood up and headed down the hallway. He figured it was more woman to check on him. 
 
    He opened the door and froze. 
 
    Two police officers stood on his front step. 
 
    “Is Mr. Larkin here?” 
 
    Tommy stared. One cop was a big dude. Short hair and level, grey, no nonsense eyes. 
 
    The other cop was a thick blonde. Sturdy with big breasts and ice blue eyes. 
 
    Tommy started to stutter, but Annie moved up behind him. She placed a hand on Tommy’s shoulder. “This is Mr. Larkin.” 
 
    Tommy could have died right then. He had been embarrassed by the women coming to check on him, but this…two cops, strangers that didn’t know he was…it was…his face suddenly looked like a cherry. Glistening with dew in the morning sunlight. 
 
    The cops both blinked, as one. Then a smirky smile twisted the blonde cop’s mouth. 
 
    The other cop blinked again, then cleared his throat. “Mr. Larkin?” 
 
    “Say something, dummy.” 
 
    Tommy’s voice sounded like the fart of a frog starting to leap. “Yes.” 
 
    “We’d like you to come down to the station.” 
 
    “What for?” asked Annie, as Tommy was incapable of coherent speech, or even making intelligible sounds. 
 
    “We have a report on an incident at the Motel Six. We have a few questions.” 
 
    “Can’t…I…do…I…” 
 
    Annie grinned. “Okey, dokey. Can I bring him?” 
 
    “You can follow, ma’am.” 
 
    “Okay. Go, Tommy.” She pushed Tommy and he stepped onto the porch. 
 
    Tommy felt like he was doing the perp walk of shame as the two cops walked him to their cruiser. 
 
    The woman, her mouth still twisted with concealed humor, held the door,and the big cop placed his hand on Tommy’s head and pushed him down. 
 
    “Careful of the roof…ma’am.” 
 
    Tommy sat and looked back up at the cops. 
 
    The woman had released a blurt of a chuckle. 
 
    The big cop said, “I don’t know what’s appropriate.” 
 
    She said, “Ma’am will work.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    Tommy looked down at his lap. 
 
      
 
    Midway through the ride Tommy happened to glance at the rear view mirror, then he turned to look behind the cop car.  
 
    Annie was following them in his Corvette. 
 
    She looked very happy, and Tommy groaned. 
 
      
 
    He stepped out of the car and stood for a moment. 
 
    He was wearing female pants, no panty line, and bra under blouse. His Mary Janes were quite shiny under the cuffs of his pants. 
 
    His face was fully made up and his nails were long and his hair was styled. 
 
    He looked at his reflection in the glass of the front door to the police station and realized just how feminine he looked. 
 
    They walked him through the station, and several cops glanced at him, and double glanced when they saw the outline of his prick in his pants. Then they grinned. 
 
    Into a small room with a battered table and a couple of chairs. A big one way mirror was on one wall. 
 
    He was left alone for a while, and he started to bite his nails, then realized he couldn’t. He stared at his red talons, and suddenly the door opened. 
 
    It was the blonde cop. She opened the door wide and a man came in. The man was familiar to Tommy, but he couldn’t quite figure it out. 
 
    “This is Mr. Sanders. He’s the night manager of the Motel Six.” 
 
    Tommy got it then. He replayed the whole scene in his mind. 
 
    “He claims you smashed a door down in his unit. Do you want to say something about that?” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow and waited. 
 
    Tommy had no choice. He knew what it was all about. “I’m sorry. I can fix the door. I can pay for it. Please…I’m sorry.” 
 
    He didn’t mention that it was Annie who had taken a sledge to the door. In his position…and the idea of betraying his wife…it was better for him just to take responsibility. 
 
    Fortunately, the manager was an agreeable fellow. Or maybe he just felt a little weird to be pressing charges against a guy who dressed as a girl. Who maybe didn’t really know what sex he was. 
 
    Whatever, Tommy promised to write a check, the cops left him in the little room for a while, then came to release him. 
 
    “Do you need a ride home, ma’am?” The big cop asked him. 
 
    Tommy saw Annie talking to the female cop and he shook his head. And was embarrassed when his female styled hair moved around on his head. 
 
    “Uh, no. There’s my wife.” 
 
    He walked up behind the two ladies and heard only a snippet of the conversation. “That’s all you need to do. Put it right up there and he loses complete control. A man will not fight back when he has a billy club up…oh! Here he is.” 
 
    “Excellent. Thank you, Officer Sharp. That’s wonderful advice, and you can be assured that I will be using it.” 
 
    Tommy walked out of the police station. Into the sunlight. But there was no sunlight in his soul. 
 
    “Your sledge hammer trick cost me six hundred dollars.” 
 
    “And if you don’t thank me I’ll take out another door.” 
 
    He stared at her, saw she was serious, and muttered, “Thank you.” 
 
    “Think nothing of it,” she spoke breezily, and circled to the driver’s side of the Corvette. 
 
    But Tommy was also going to the driver’s side! 
 
    “I’m driving,” she said. 
 
    “But it’s my car!” 
 
    “Nope. The SUV is yours. Unless I decide to sue for divorce, of course.” 
 
    Beaten in only a few words, Tommy went to the passenger side and sat down. 
 
    Annie put the top down and steered out of the police station parking lot. 
 
    She smiled and waved at a couple of officers, one of whom actually whistled at her. 
 
    “Isn’t that cute?” she asked, then, when Tommy didn’t respond, she turned to him. “What’s the matter Tommy boy?” 
 
    “We need to stop this,” he muttered sullenly. 
 
    “Ha!” she chuckled. “When we’re having so much fun? Not a chance!” 
 
    “Fun for you. For me it’s embarrassing, and humiliating, and mortifying. You’ve got to let me go back to being a man!” 
 
    She pulled the car over. Traffic whizzed by and she faced him. 
 
    “Tommy. You put your dick somewhere where it doesn’t belong. Now I’ve got you by the short and curlies. Or where your short and curlies used to be. You are going to play this out, no matter where it goes, and I’ll tell you, right now, I’ve got a lot of ideas.” 
 
    “You’re sick!” he cried out. 
 
    “Sick of a man cheating on me. Do you expect me to lay down and spread my legs and let you put your penis in me? My, God! You’ve just had your dick in a woman who fucks a dozen men a night! And how long have you been doing that?” 
 
    He didn’t answer. 
 
    “How long!” And her voice grew intense. 
 
    He mumbled, “A while.” 
 
    “I want to know how long a while. In fact, I’m going to go ask the Motel Six manager how long you’ve been going there. So you might just as well tell me.” 
 
    Tommy felt less than an inch tall as he muttered. “A year.” 
 
    “A year? A fucking year?” Annie was incredulous. she had figured a couple of weeks, a month or two at most. 
 
    A year?! 
 
    He nodded, and little tears dropped from his hanging head into his lap. 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She just started the car up and drove home silently. 
 
      
 
    When they arrived at home a woman was waiting to check on his penis. 
 
    When Annie got out of the car and stomped into the house, however, the woman took one look, a baleful look, at Tommy, and followed her. 
 
    Annie went right through the house and sat on the patio. She had her face in her hands and was sobbing. 
 
    “Annie, honey, what happened.” 
 
    Behind them Tommy entered the house, and the woman cast him a dire look. 
 
    “I found out…I thought he was only…he’s been fucking tarts for a year!” 
 
    The woman embraced Annie in a hug and patted her back. “It’s okay. We’ve got you now.” 
 
    Tommy headed for the kitchen and poured himself a stiff one. As he gulped he thought, Why didn’t I just lie? I’ve been lying for a year, why not a little more? 
 
    He didn’t understand that the constant sexual conflict, the dichotomy of his sex, was affecting him. Living life as a man that was a woman had somehow robbed him of his duplicitous nature. 
 
    It was hard to lie when he was confused by the very lie of his sexual existence. 
 
    Was he a man or a woman? He didn’t know, but he couldn’t lie. 
 
    Annie and the woman talked for a long time, and when the woman was done Annie had stopped crying. 
 
    The woman came back into the house and walked right up to Tommy. 
 
    Tommy wanted to back away. 
 
    She just stared at him. Just stared. 
 
    Then she said, “Show me your penis.” 
 
    That was the moment of disaster for Tommy. 
 
    He had been so upset, being taken in by the cops, the scene with Annie and her anger with him…he didn’t have an erection. 
 
    He looked down. 
 
    Nothing outlined in his pants. 
 
    He looked up, and was distraught. “Give me a second.” 
 
    “Nope. You deserve what is about to happen to you.” 
 
    “No! Wait! What’s going to happen? What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean you stay home. Don’t go anywhere. We will be over to make judgement on what you’ve done, and the state of your cock. 
 
      
 
    Tommy worried all day. He did a few chores, but even doing those he would find himself standing there, thinking, worrying. 
 
    What were they going to do to him? 
 
    And Annie was no help. She just kept looking at him with a betrayed look on her face. 
 
    The girls started gathering at about four. 
 
    They came in from work, they came in after feeding their families, and they gathered in the living room. 
 
    Dozens of them. There were more woman in the house than were at a PTA meeting. 
 
    There were no chairs. Every sitting spot was taken. 
 
    Alcohol was brought in. A lot of it.  
 
    The women stood about, sipping wine and bourbon and vodka and whatever else they happened to bring. 
 
    Tommy was left alone. And, at a certain point, he was sent to his room to await judgement. 
 
    He sat on his little guest bed and listened to the rumble and chatter of dozens of women. 
 
    For hours they gathered, talked, laughed, and, finally, about seven o’clock, Tommy heard the noise die down. 
 
    He listened, but it sounded like only one or two women were speaking, or at least one at a time. 
 
    But he couldn’t hear what they were saying. 
 
    He sat and worried, and, finally, his door opened. 
 
    It was one of the women who had checked his cock a couple of days before. “They’re ready for you, Tommy.” 
 
    Tommy followed her out to the living room, then to the patio. 
 
    There just wasn’t enough room in the house, and the women were sitting on lawn chairs, on the brick wall that led to the fireplace. 
 
    Chairs had been brought out from the house, and everywhere women sat, or stood, and drank, and eyed him. 
 
    He felt like a mouse at a convention of cats. All the pussies snapping their tails and grinning at him with sharp teeth. 
 
    He wanted to run and hide, but there was nowhere to go. 
 
    “Hello, Tommy.” 
 
    It was one of the first women to check his penis. She was slightly older, robustly buxom, and smiled with all of her teeth and very little humor. 
 
    It was silent now, so silent that he could hear his heart beat. 
 
    He was aware of how he looked. He was a faux woman in the midst of real women. 
 
    Tommy stood and waited, and his heart was beating like a black smith’s hammer. 
 
    “Tommy. You have failed the penis test. Twice.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have failed it today, but…I was all confused.” 
 
    Surprisingly, the woman let him speak. 
 
    When he was done, she ignored his words. “Having failed the penis test twice it is the judgment of this group that you are to serve for a period equal to, but not less than the period of time you were frequenting prostitutes. 
 
    He looked around wildly. Serve what? What was she saying? 
 
    No friendly eye returned his look. Just the blank, unblinking stares of predators. 
 
    “For one year, commencing from the date of your operation, you will be a woman. You will be trained, and at the end of that year, should you have served in a worthwhile manner, you will be returned to your wife for her pleasure. She will make decisions regarding your property, your marriage status, and whatever else she wishes. Do you understand?” 
 
    “You can’t do this to me!” sobbed Tommy. “I could have gotten hard if she’d given me a chance!” 
 
    The woman conducting the meeting smiled wanly. “This isn’t just about that, Tommy. This is about you and your abuse of women, your history of abuse. This is about making you a better man.” 
 
    “I’ve got to be a woman to be a man?” 
 
    “This meeting is adjourned!” The woman clapped her hands in place of a gavel, and that was it. 
 
    Yet, that wasn’t it. The women stood up, moved around a bit, then began air kissing and hugging and leaving. 
 
    Tommy went to his wife. “Annie! What’s happening? What are they doing to me?” 
 
    But Annie was feeling particularly sad. In spite of it all, she loved her husband, and now she was going to be without him for a whole year. 
 
    Sure, she could fuck who she wanted, but…it wasn’t the same. 
 
    Still, the decision had been fair. 
 
    She stood up and hugged him, hugged him hard. She whispered to him. “Behave yourself, Tommy. Come back to me better. Maybe there’s a chance for us, but if you don’t come back to me a better person…there’s no chance.” 
 
    She let go and stepped back. Three women were standing behind Tommy. She looked at them, and Tommy spun around. 
 
    “Let’s go, Tommy.” 
 
    “No! Wait! This is kidnapping! You can’t make me do this!” 
 
    One of the women held up a taser. “Yes, we can.” 
 
    Tommy eyed the taser, and his shoulders slumped. 
 
    The women moved forward and the one with the taser watched while the other two put his hands behind his back and cuffed them. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” Tommy sobbed. “You don’t need to do this.” 
 
    They walked him out the front door and down to a van. 
 
    The door slid back and Tommy was pushed into the darkness.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    The van drove through town and got onto the freeway. It sailed along on the freeway for hours, and Tommy sat and was slumped and sad. 
 
    He had been taken from his home, that he worked for, that he earned, and he had no idea where he was going. 
 
    Then the van entered a large city. He could tell by the stopping and starting, the sound of horns and car engines. 
 
    And, finally, it stopped. 
 
    Tommy was hustled out of the van by the three women. He was at an airport, and he looked around in wonder. 
 
    An airport? They were going to fly him somewhere? 
 
    They walked him across the tarmac, and he smelled the air, fresh from the ocean but tainted with the odor of airplane fuel. 
 
    He was guided up the ramp to a larger plane. He knew he was in Los Angeles, and he tried to look around, but they were moving him too fast. 
 
    Then he was in the plane, being shown to a seat, and he saw that the windows were all blanked out. 
 
    He wouldn't know where he was going even when he arrived there! 
 
    He sat in the plane and felt the rumble of starting engines, then the machine was gaining speed, tilted upward, and was aloft. 
 
    He looked around. 
 
    There were four other people on the plane, but he couldn’t tell anything about them. 
 
    They sat, like him, and were probably prisoners, like him, and the air miles passed. 
 
    Three hours later, long enough to go a few thousand miles, the plane started to descend. 
 
    He sat up, listened in the gloom, and couldn’t tell a thing. 
 
    Then the tires bit into the asphalt with a big squeal, and the plane coasted to a stop. 
 
    “Come along, Tommy.” 
 
    He was at an airport he had never seen before. It was a military airport, he judged, from the helicopters and fighter jets lined up on the field. 
 
    He and four men were marched down the ramp. Three women were in charge of them. One in front, one to the rear, and one marching along side of them. 
 
    Tommy’s arms were stiff and sore from being handcuffed for so long. 
 
    “Can you let me out of these?” he asked the woman marching to the side, and received a haughty stare for his trouble. 
 
    They crossed the field to a waiting helicopter. It was a big one, and when they piled inside they found it was just as blacked out as the plane had been. 
 
    They sat on a single bench, facing the rear, and the three women faced them. 
 
    The woman were extraordinarily beautiful. They wore dresses that were sort of like the uniforms of old airline stewardesses, but low cut, showing off their breasts. 
 
    They had long, sexy legs and wore sleek nylons. 
 
    Their lips were red and plump and moist looking. 
 
    And they stared at the men with no expression. 
 
    “Can you tell us where we’re going?” asked one of the men. 
 
    No answer. 
 
    Tommy turned to the man and opened his mouth to speak. 
 
    “No talking.” 
 
    He turned his head back, closed his mouth, and stared. 
 
    Maybe he could have talked, maybe not, but he wasn’t willing to risk it. These women held the keys to his handcuffs, and he didn’t want to piss them off. 
 
    The helicopter rose up, tilted, and flew through the air for about a half hour, then it descended. It landed with a thump, and the woman opened the door and moved the men out. 
 
    They were on an island! 
 
    He could see ocean on three sides. The beaches were constructed of fine, white sand, and the smell of the ocean was unbelievable. 
 
    The sound of seagulls. The crash of waves. 
 
    A crowd of beautiful women sitting on towels, swimming in the ocean, surfing, skim boarding. 
 
    Women in tan suits with their tits hanging out were waiting on them. The suits were skin tight with holes for the breasts, and snugged up tight like short shorts on the bottom. They had long hair and long, painted nails. 
 
    “What are we doing here?” muttered the fellow next to Tommy. 
 
    “No talking. Turn around.” 
 
    They turned, and were marched towards a low peak. On the side of the peak was a hotel. It was massive, took up half the peak, and it had balconies and swimming pools and huge patios. 
 
    As they came closer they could see women sitting at tables, swimming in the pools. Talking and drinking and just hanging out. 
 
    At stations on the patios women in those strange, tan suits gave them full body massages. 
 
    They walked around the patio to the side of the building. Down a narrow path, and through a small door. Here, the luxury ended. 
 
    They were in a bunker. Cement floors and ceilings and walls. Tommy would find out that the whole underside of the hotel was one huge bunker, and it was in this bunker that men like him had their existence. 
 
    Men like him. 
 
    “Sit down on the floor.” 
 
    The men sat, and two of the women uncuffed them, then left. The third woman sat on a folding chair and faced them. 
 
    Tommy massaged his wrists and noted that other men were doing the same. 
 
    “You have been sentenced to serve, and here is where you will serve out your time.” 
 
    “This is bullshit!” snapped one of the men. 
 
    “You can go out that door you entered any time you want. You will be forbidden to be on hotel grounds, or in areas where hotel guests congregate or have their pleasure. We use tasers in the beginning, more subtle methods once you have become adapted to our methods.” 
 
    “I can just leave?” 
 
    “Yep.” She watched him. 
 
    He stood up. He was six feet tall, a little chunky with love handles, and had a large nose and a red face. Too much drink. Later, Tommy would find out that he had gotten drunk and beaten his wife, and that was what had brought him to this island. 
 
    He walked to the door, expecting something, but nothing happened. He opened the door and the woman said, “You may enter through this same door should you wish to return.” 
 
    “Fuck off, bitch!” he snarled, and he went out and slammed the door behind him. 
 
    The woman turned to the remaining four men. “Just to let you know, the only food on this island is grown by us, by men in your situation, and he will get very hungry. Oh, he might catch a seagull, eat some coconuts, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Now, as for the rest of you…my name is Debby. I am in charge of your basic training. Under me you will begin your hormone treatment, learn to conduct yourselves in a ladylike manner, and so on. When you have learned your lessons I will turn you over to the hotel for placement among the guests. You will learn to serve the women who have come to visit this resort. If you do a good job, learn your lessons well, at the end of your sentence you will be allowed to return to your homes. You should know that your sentences do not start until you have passed this first stage. And if you are lacking in your service, your sentence may be indefinitely extended.” 
 
    The men looked at each other and there was a little murmuring. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. That is your situation, those are the rules, are you ready to begin?” 
 
    One of the men blurted, “What if I leave right now? What if I build a boat and sail away from this cursed place?” 
 
    “Hey, knock yourself out. You should know that we don’t do search and rescue. North is that way,” she pointed in a direction, “and I suggest you stop by the beach over there…” she pointed in another direction, “because that’s where the boats tend to wash up. Please don’t break any of the skeletons, there are a good object lesson. You may, however, use any of the boats you find that are seaworthy.” She grinned, “Or unseaworthy. Now then, if you’re not going to leave, follow me.” 
 
    She stood up and walked through a door at the back of the room. 
 
    The men looked at each other, then one of them stood up. “Fuck,” he whispered, and he went through the door. 
 
    Slowly, the others stood up and followed him. 
 
    Tommy was the third one. 
 
    The next room looked like the tack room on a ranch. A woman with lots of muscles was working at a bench on some leather straps, and she turned around as the men entered. 
 
    “This is Sharon. She will dress you.” 
 
    “Okay, gentlemen. Stand on that line in front of that bench. Put your hands through the holes in the bench.” 
 
    The holes for the hands were like little pillories, and the men looked at each other and inserted their hands. They mumbled a little, but Sharon and Debby ignored that. Sharon went behind the bench and closed the pillories. The men were now locked in place, except for one man who stood undecided. 
 
    “Put your hands in the holes.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Then leave.” 
 
    “What if I go through that door?” He pointed towards the door opposite to the one they had entered by. 
 
    “Go ahead. You will be shocked by a woman in blue. You will wake up on the beach, and you may enter through the side door. 
 
    The man put his hands through the hole. 
 
    Sharon held up a small, leather harness. “This is your clothes until you graduate First Stage. Please don’t fight me if you don’t want me to put it on you. If you don’t want it on you may leave after I get the others dressed.” 
 
    She walked behind the men and lifted the first man’s legs, one at a time, and pulled the harness up. 
 
    It took the shape of a swim suit. The back was just a thin rolled leather strap, and the front was a metal ring that could be adjusted. 
 
    Sharon pulled the harness snug, pushed the man’s dick and balls through the ring, then snapped it closed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” His eyes bulged. “That’s tight!” 
 
    “It’s computer controlled, so it will never be too tight,” Sharon commented. She took a weird pair of pliers and snapped two rivets. He was now locked in, his pecker growing large under the squeezing of the c ring. 
 
    Once all the men were ‘dressed,’ she went back to the first man. She took a silver tube, very sleek looking, not very big, and held it next to his ass. She pulled the rolled leather strip back and pushed the tube into him. 
 
    “Oh!” He tried to straighten up, but couldn’t. 
 
    Sharon waited for a second, tugged on the harness, wiggled the tube, which brought a moan from the man, then moved to the next customer. 
 
    Tommy was the third man in line, and Sharon laughed. “Looks like he’s already excited.” 
 
    She pulled the harness up, snapped the ring over his cock, and it was very tight. 
 
    “You’re going to castrate me!” he groaned. 
 
    “Not yet,” she grinned. “Maybe later.” 
 
    Nobody but her and Sharon laughed. 
 
    Then she pulled the rolled leather strip out of his crack and put in the metal tube. 
 
    Tommy wiggled his butt. The tube felt cold, but rapidly warmed. 
 
    It hurt for a second, then it started to feel good. 
 
    His legs were weak, however, from the sensation of being filled. 
 
    When the men were all dressed Sharon let their wrists loose and they all stood up and looked at each other, and down at their swelling cocks. 
 
    Sharon hoisted herself up on the bench where she had been working and faced them. 
 
    “Ladies, in your rectum is a state of the art computer. It senses your body rhythms, it gives you rewards or punishment, it can be your best friend, or your worst enemy. 
 
    “Women on this island have remotes which will cause you a bit of discomfort if you misbehave.” 
 
    She held up a remote, let them all stare, and pressed the red button. 
 
    ZZZZZ went through Tommy’s heinie. He shivered, his bowels let loose, and his knees gave way. 
 
    All of the men were laying on the floor, moaning and crying and holding their buns. 
 
    “You will notice that you just lost control of your bowels. We will let you clean up in a moment. however, first…” She pressed a green button. 
 
    Tommy felt the vibration start in his penis. The cock ring was sending a message to him, and it was a delightful message. He shivered…and began to drip cum. 
 
    God! It felt good! But Sharon let go of the green button and they all lay there, messed with excrement, and dripping a couple of drops of semen. 
 
    “So in addition to not being able to get off this island unless you follow directions, and in a satisfactory and happy manner, we also have the means to administer pleasure or punishment as we wish. You will find a water trough in the next room. Go there and clean up, then come back. We need to fit you for tits.” 
 
    The men stumbled into the next room, were relieved to find that they could straddle a narrow trough and use one of several small hoses to wash themselves off. 
 
    Debby watched them closely, and said, “Be careful not to get too much water up your rear. If the computer shorts out it can be extremely painful. 
 
    The men looked at each other, and washed themselves off. None of them ever wanted to get shocked again. 
 
      
 
    Back in the leather room Sharon had them put on chest harnesses. They were in the shape of bras and outlined where boobs would be, if they had them. 
 
    The men stood silently while this fitting went on, then followed Debby through the trough room and into another room. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, it’s time for your hormones. These are super strong, especially designed, and they work very fast. Within a week or two you will be sporting nice, big ta tas.” she was grinning, watching the affect of her words. 
 
    To be honest, the men were in shock, which was probably why they had been dressed and shocked first. They looked at each other, and when Debby commanded, “Everybody bend over!” they all simply bent at the waist. 
 
    A doctor walked behind them and stuck a syringe in their butts and pressed the plunger. She was not gentle, and each of the men gave a small yip. 
 
    Hormones. Big ta tas. Tommy shuddered. He remembered back when he was simply being penis checked, and he missed those days. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, follow me!” 
 
    They entered a hallway and walked down to a dormitory.  
 
    The dormitory had twenty beds in it. The beds were simple military style beds, and there was a locker next to each bed. 
 
    They were assigned bunks and told to simply sit and wait for chow, it would be in a few minutes. 
 
    The men were at various places in the dorm, but they quickly gathered to compare notes. 
 
    Tommy revealed that he had cheated on his wife and been penis checked. He explained why he was wearing make up and have nails and long hair. 
 
    Two other admitted they had cheated, although one claimed he was going to be getting a divorce. 
 
    The last fellow was silent for a while, but finally told his sad story. He volunteered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You did what?” 
 
    Tommy and the other two were aghast. They wanted to be out of there badly, and to find that somebody had actually asked to be there…it was mind boggling! 
 
    “Why did you do it?” Tommy blurted after their shock was over. 
 
    The man’s name was Ted, and he was slight of build, long hair, and soft in manner. 
 
    “My wife and I had a long discussion. She wanted a softer man, she wanted to be the leader in our relationship. she wanted me feminized.” 
 
    “And you went along with it?” 
 
    He sighed and nodded. “I always wanted to be more feminine. I’ve got a bad case of boob envy, I hate my penis, and…I like to crossdress.” 
 
    The others were silent after that, having very profound thoughts on Ted, and on themselves. 
 
    Men started coming back to the dormitory and the newcomers studied them carefully. After all, these fellows were ahead of them, and they might tell them something that would enable them to get through this first stage training easier. 
 
    Every man was wearing the cock ring/but tube harness. but not every man looked like a man. 
 
    Some had boobs growing in their leather bras, and some of the boobs were big. 
 
    All of them had cocks that were purple and protruding from the c ring harness. 
 
    Nearly all moved with a swishing movement that made the tube in their ass feel better. 
 
    Some of them wore make up, and some didn’t, but the emotional attitudes of these were obvious. 
 
    More make up meant they were trying hard to comply, to get through the first stage. Less make up meant they were resisting, even pissed off, and hoping that by doing a little bit they could get through. 
 
    A few of them had been there a long time, six months to a year. 
 
    Most of them had been there three to six months, and a few were relative newbies, less than three months. 
 
    Finally the dinner bell rang and all tromped out of the dorm and headed for the dining hall. 
 
    Sitting at a hard benched table, drinking milk and eating yogurt and lots of vegetables, Tommy watched the men around him. 
 
    Who weren’t really all men. 
 
    The ones who had the biggest boobs had usually been there the longest. 
 
    He sighed, and ate, and bemoaned his situation. 
 
    And it was only going to get worse. 
 
      
 
    The First Stage at the island consisted of a very rigorous schedule. That schedule was adhered to strictly. 
 
    Calisthenics, usually aerobics, often yoga, to slim down the body. 
 
    Classes on cooking, fashion, and so on. 
 
    Classes on such things as how to behave like a woman, deportment, and so on. 
 
    But the worst class of all took place after dinner. It lasted for a couple of hours, and then the men, already tired from along day, would return to the dormitories and virtually pass out. 
 
    That first day the newbies weren’t spared from that worst of all classes. 
 
    Everybody walked into a big hall that had beds in rows. It was a class on sex, and how to please the opposite sex, no matter which sex that opposite sex was. 
 
    And since everybody was a man, no matter how feminine looking, or how big-boobed, everybody had, courtesy of the c-ring harness, a big boner. 
 
    “Okay, people,” Debby was leading this class on this first night. Luck of the draw, because the women took turns. “Draw straws and lay down on your backs. You newbies…you lay down. You get to learn the easy way.” 
 
    Tommy and the others, and half of the hundred or so men in the big hall lay on their backs. 
 
    “Restraints for the newbies.” 
 
    Women came through the hall and  tied thin ropes to the newbies hands. 
 
    Tommy felt his wrist tied, the rope passed under the bed, and the other wrist secured. 
 
    The same for his ankles. 
 
    He lay, a little panicked, but unsure what to do. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, pleasure those penises!” 
 
    Tommy’s panic suddenly flared. His partner, a narrow fellow with big uns and looking totally female, bent down and began to manipulate Tommy’s penis. 
 
    Tommy struggled at first, but it was no use. Finally he just lay there, gasping. 
 
    His cock wanted to go down, but the c-ring kept it hard. 
 
    Then he wanted to cum, but his c-ring prevented that as well. 
 
    He lay there, and after a while he was arching his back, trying to squirt. 
 
    Hands. Mouth. And suddenly the fellow climbed onto the bed and squatted over him. 
 
    The command came from Debby, “Your tubes have been deactivated. Remove them and squat! 
 
    The fellow removed the tube form his behind and lowered himself, and Tommy found himself inside another man. 
 
    It was a crazy experience. A humbling experience. A time of deep reflection and panic and struggle, and…it passed. 
 
    After a while Tommy just lay there, fucking somebody, and not able to do anything about it. 
 
    And, a bit later, he found himself struggling, pushing up, trying to squirt. 
 
    Then he was let loose and the positions were reversed. 
 
    Tommy was emotionally empty. He was drained. He stood and didn’t know what to do. Yes, he had just been inside the man laying before him, but…his mind was a blank. 
 
    Suddenly a woman was beside him. “Come on, Tommy. You can do this.” 
 
    Tommy looked up at the woman, and realized that he was crying. 
 
    “I can’t!” 
 
    She gripped his hand and guided it to the man’s cock. She closed his fist around the pecker and made him stroke. up and down. 
 
    “Good, Tommy. You see how easy it is?” 
 
    His tears fell on the other man’s belly. “I’m married. I’m not going to fuck a man. Why…why…” 
 
    “Because you need to know what it feels like if you are ever going to please a woman. You need to know from the man’s viewpoint, and from the woman’s.” 
 
    “But there’s no women in here!” 
 
    She smiled, waved a hand at Debbie, and Debbie gave the command. “Turn over.” 
 
    Tommy stared as the man on the bed flipped over. Now his ass, hormone enhanced, was sticking up in the air. 
 
    The man spread his legs. 
 
    Tommy looked up at the woman. Desperate. Distraught. Trying to cope, but unable. 
 
    “You see, honey, there are lots of women here. Their pussies are ‘man-pussies,’ but they are just as wonderful as women’s pussies. Now, I want you to climb up and have some fun. It’ll be your turn soon, and you need to see how much fun it is.” 
 
    She helped Tommy up on the bed, put him in position, then pressed on his buns. 
 
    Slowly…Tommy descended, and the man underneath him groaned. 
 
    And he thought: This is what pleases a woman? This will teach me what a woman wants? 
 
    As he learned how to move, how to hump, how to wiggle and corkscrew and give the most pleasure, his mind was shrieking. 
 
    Then it was his turn.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Tommy lay on his bunk and thought about the day. 
 
    Around him men were sleeping, snoring lightly, like women snored. 
 
    A couple of the bunks held two bodies, as there were obviously liaisons occurring ‘on campus.’ 
 
    He thought about Annie, his wife, and wondered what she was doing. 
 
    He thought about the fact that he had cheated, and for the first time in his life he was sorry. 
 
    He wasn’t sorry for the right reasons, he wasn’t sorry because it was a wrong thing, but because it had put him out here, on this terrible island. 
 
    Still, it was a start. 
 
    Laying in the darkness, listening to the sighs, and occasional groans, of the men, men who had played ‘pussy’ for each other, he took stock of his body. 
 
    He had to sleep on his back because the c-ring harness was keeping him erect. No way he could lay down on that boner. 
 
    His asshole wasn’t sore, but it was tender, and…it felt good. The women had come around at the end of class and squirted a white, warm goo up his asshole. It was supposed to be for any inadvertent tears in the anal lining, but he knew what it really was. Everybody did., 
 
    It was to mimic sperm. 
 
    He sighed, turned on his back, and felt his chest. 
 
    He was going to have tits. 
 
    And he would fuck and be fucked every day, and that would teach him how to be a woman. 
 
    Somehow, while it didn’t seem fair, it seemed…appropriate. 
 
    He knew that he was already changing. 
 
    He welcome the wonderful penetration. To penetrate or be penetrated, he sighed. 
 
    But he sure wished it could have been with a woman. 
 
    Still, he would get through this. He would survive, and he wouldn’t turn gay, and he would get back to his wife. 
 
    Somehow…he would return to his wife, and he would be a better husband. 
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    Island of Faux Women! 
 
    Feminization makes real women…with real desires! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Third installment in this little series. 
 
    The first two titles were ‘Fem-MAN-ization,’ and Mani-FEM-ization! 
 
    I tall started out with Tommy being a cheater. Don’t those silly men ever learn? Sigh! 
 
    So, let the punishment fit the crime, he is taken to an island where he is feminized and made to work as a woman, and developed to sexually please women. 
 
    Women who like women with penises and big breasts! Talk about ideal! 
 
    It was fun writing this. I think i might have spent a little too much time describing the island and how it works, but that’s a hard decision. How much is too much, you know? 
 
    Anyway, enjoy, and… 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Tommy began growing breasts with the week. All of the men he had come to the island with did. 
 
    They lost muscle mass, their hips rounded and their chests got…puffy. 
 
    Their faces also changed. The line of the jaw seemed to shrink and the fat in their faces redistributed. 
 
    Tommy, having been partially feminized before arriving at the island, was ahead of the others. 
 
    He knew something about make up, and about housekeeping, so he gravitated to the position of helping them when they were having difficulties. 
 
    The training, however, was rough. 
 
    Get up in the morning and clean the dormitory. 
 
    Get up earlier if it was a turn at helping in the kitchen. 
 
    Do stretching and yoga and aerobics. 
 
    Go to classes, and if you made a mistake, or were tardy, or just not enthusiastic, you got a shock. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! And the tube in their assholes sent a message that, often as not, made them lose control of their bowels. 
 
    Not a day passed without most of them ending up in a special bathroom, straddling a trough and spraying their mess off. 
 
    Then, of course, there were the evening classes. Sex. How to use toys. How to do enemas, how to take it and how to give it, and since they weren’t allowed women, they had to do it with each other. 
 
    Finally, if they were required to do any extra cleaning, they got to bed later. 
 
    Day after day this went on. Day after day they assumed more feminine appearances. Except, of course, for their penises, which were kept rock hard by the C-ring harness they were wearing. 
 
    Their hair grew long and they learned to style it, to make braids and arrange it in the French style, to trim it and create unique hair styles. 
 
    They stopped looking like males, were slender with waspish figures. 
 
    And the boobs, they kept on growing. 
 
    Tommy lost track of time. There was so much to do, and he found that anal sex, and the hormones, were robbing him of his male arrogance. 
 
    It’s hard to be arrogant when you are a lowly male just trying to look good while you take it up the ass. 
 
    He worked hard, his breasts bulged through the leather brassiere he had to wear, and…one day he was called out of class. 
 
    “Tommy. Report to Debby’s office,” called out Brenda at wake up time. 
 
    Tommy jumped up and ran out of the dormitory. He didn't have to dress, being in his leather panties and bra, but he was very aware of how his cock was bouncing as he ran down the hallway. 
 
    So unladylike. 
 
    He had mixed feelings about his cock these days. 
 
    On one hand, it was bouncing, sometimes uncomfortably. It was an awkward protuberance. 
 
    On the other hand, it was his cock! A piece of him. 
 
    He turned came to the door to Debby’s office and knocked on it. 
 
    “Enter,” came the response. 
 
    He opened the door and stepped in. “You wanted to see me, ma’am?” 
 
    Debby was sitting at her desk, facing the door. She sat back in her swivel, pushed paperwork away, and regarded him.  
 
    “How you doing, Tommy?” 
 
    “I’m trying hard.” 
 
    “I’ve heard that you help the others, is that true?” 
 
    “When I can.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    He suddenly looked confused. “I don’t know why. I just…I just do.” 
 
    She nodded thoughtfully. Then: “Report to Sharon.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    He left her office and trotted down the hallway. 
 
    Was he being punished? It was an odd punishment if he was, because there had been no shock to the tube in his backside. 
 
    Well, if he was, he would just have to endure it. It had been about three months, and he had endured a lot. 
 
    He came to the door that led to Sharon’s tack room. He knocked, was bid to enter, and stepped into the leatherworker’s office. 
 
    “Ah, Tommy. I’ve been expecting you. Come here.” 
 
    He stepped over to her workbench and she picked up a pair of pliers and began working at his rivets. In a minute he felt the leather panties give way and fall down his legs. He quickly squeezed his peeny and got it out of the C-ring. 
 
    He stared at Sharon, but Sharon worked on his bra and shortly had the rivets to that device worked out. 
 
    For the first time in three months he was naked, free of the leather clothes. 
 
    He realized how much his chest had grown because his tits sagged. 
 
    “Bend over, honey.” 
 
    Dutifully, he did so, and she pulled the tube out of him. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he blurted. Being relieved of his clothes and the infernal butt plug device had made him nervous. 
 
    “You’re graduating. Report to Pam. Down the hall to the stairs. Up the stairs to the second floor. Fourth door on the right.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” His voice was softer now, and he felt tears gathering in the corners of his eyes. 
 
    Sharon gave him a hug and sent him on his way. 
 
    Stunned, nervous, overjoyed, Tommy ascended to the second floor and sought out the fourth door on the right. 
 
    “Come in!” 
 
    Tommy walked in, and was immediately embarrassed. It was odd, because he had been in the skimpy leather outfit for so long, but he had been used to it, and everybody else was in the same outfits, so he hadn’t felt odd or awkward. 
 
    There were half a dozen women in the room, however, and they were all dressed. Sort of. 
 
    Three of the women were wearing the tan outfits he had seen when he had first arrived on the island. 
 
    The outfits were short shorts at the bottom, they were tight and stretchy, and the top had two portholes for the tits. 
 
    There were also three women in blue. 
 
    The blue outfits were similar, but not so tight, and they had cleavage instead of portholes. 
 
    But all the women were stunning, and they all looked up at him when he entered. 
 
    He went to the first desk and said to the woman in tan, “I was ordered to report here. To see Pam.” 
 
    The woman jerked a thumb and he was directed to the back of the room. 
 
    He went to a desk next to a door. A woman in blue was there, and Tommy tried to observe her without being too obvious. 
 
    The women in blue were ‘overseers,’ or at least, in charge. They sometimes carried swagger sticks, and some of them carried tasers. They were all tall and beautiful and no nonsense. 
 
    On the first level he had learned to stay away from the women in blue. 
 
    “I’m here to see Pam.” 
 
    “Tommy?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m Pam. Come with me.” 
 
    She stood up and led Tommy out of the office. 
 
    Tommy followed. He felt short because Pam was wearing high heels. In spite of the high heels she moved fast, and she didn’t wait for Tommy to catch up. 
 
    They entered a supply room and Tommy was given a tan outfit.  
 
    Pam watched as he figured out how to put it on. It stretched at the top and he actually stepped into it, like a one piece bathing suit. It was awfully tight on the top, however, and he felt his boobs being constricted.  
 
    Then he realized the outfit wasn’t so much constructing as shaping. His breasts were lifted and pushed through the portholes and became truly perky. 
 
    What was a bit uncomfortable, however, was the fact that his cock was squeezed in the tight material. He arranged it to poke upwards, which kept it in place, but also made it very obvious to the onlooker. 
 
    “Very good,” said Pam, and she tossed him a pair of high heels. While he stepped into them she studied his cock. 
 
    “The hormones are working, but your cock should have started shrinking.” 
 
    “Oh.” That was scary. He didn’t want his cock to shrink. 
 
    “Well, we’ll get you a shot, take of that right now.” 
 
    She strode out of the room and he scrambled to keep up. It was difficult because he had never worn high heels before.  
 
    She walked fast and he felt like he was going to break his ankles at every step. 
 
    Down the hall, just that short trip made his feet hurt, and into another room. 
 
    “Doc, we need a weenie shot.” 
 
    The doctor was a knock out of a woman. She was wearing a suit that was like the blue suit, but white with a red cross on it. 
 
    She smiled, which relaxed Tommy, and said, “Off with the clothes.” 
 
    He had just gotten into the tan suit, and now he had to get out. He wiggled, it was difficult with his long fingernails, but he made it. 
 
    The Doc held his penis and examined it closely. “Looks normal.” She looked up at Tommy. “How come you didn’t shrink?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Tommy said helplessly. 
 
    “Well, we can fix that. Pity, though, we can’t shrink it.” She turned to Pam. “That happens some times. One out of a few hundred just don’t shrink. No rhyme or reason.” 
 
    As she spoke she reached for a syringe and she pushed Tommy over a metal table and jammed the syringe into his ass. 
 
    Tommy felt the coldness of a bit of fluid go into his flesh. Then the needle was out and he rubbed his ass. 
 
    “Okey doke. Get dressed. Get out.” 
 
    Tommy put on the tan suit again, and stood in his high heels. He arranged his weenie upright, and waited for his next command. 
 
    “Say, have you read the latest Grace Mansfield?” 
 
    The Doc looked at Pam. “What’s the latest?” 
 
    “It’s called ‘Fem-MAN-ization. It’s about a guy who cheats and gets caught, he goes through all sorts of stuff before he realizes the truth.” 
 
    “Ooh. I haven't seen that one. Trade?” 
 
    “Sure. I heard you had some Alyce Thorndyke.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    The girls chatted for a minute, then Linda turned to Tommy. “You never heard of Grace Mansfield?” 
 
    Tommy shook his head. 
 
    “Well, you’re in for a treat. I’ve got one of her older collections. Great stuff.” 
 
    A minute later they were walking down the hallway. 
 
    “Okay, Tommy. A couple of things. You’ve passed the First Stage and your sentence starts now. I understand you were a cheater.” 
 
    “Yes,” Tommy mumbled. 
 
    “Well, keep your nose clean, and find out when to cheat and with whom.” 
 
    Tommy blinked. 
 
    Pam stopped in front of the room where he had been sent earlier. She turned to him. “Well, go make yourself useful.” 
 
    She grinned and waited. 
 
    “I…uh…what do you mean?” 
 
    “To pass the second level you have to be helpful. So go be helpful.” 
 
    “Where?”  
 
    “Here, anywhere on this level and the two above it. Don’t go into the guest area yet. You’re not ready. You’ll be sent back to First Stage if you try that. You can also take walks on the beach, sign up for classes, do whatever you want. Just remember, you’re not going to pass the Second Level in a year unless you’re truly helpful. Heck, if you don’t help people than you’re probably going to be on this level for a long time.” 
 
    “Just go around and…help people.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “But where do I sleep? Where do I eat?” 
 
    “Go ask people. You’ll find that everybody on this level is in the same boat as you. They are eager to help, to complete their training, sometimes to complete their sentences.” 
 
    With that Linda simply went into her office and Tommy was left alone. 
 
    He stood there for a long minute, wondering what was going on. He had gone from a tightly regimented schedule to a total freedom schedule, and it was a shock. 
 
    Finally, he walked down the hallway and began exploring his new existence. 
 
    Total freedom is an interesting concept. Not that anything can be absolute, but there really weren’t much in the way of limits for Tommy. 
 
    The corridor he was in was mostly offices, and mostly people working. People like him. 
 
    Now why would somebody with total freedom choose to work? 
 
    That simple question confused Tommy. There simply wasn’t an obvious answer. 
 
    He came to a stairway and ascended to the second level. When he stepped through a door onto the second level he was surprised to find lots of people, all dressed like him. 
 
    All with slender waists, large breasts and high heels. All smiling and hurrying about. He stepped into the midst of the bustling throng and was swept along. 
 
    He was in a living area. He passed big dorms with people in them. He passed a kitchen and his stomach grumbled. He had been promoted before breakfast. 
 
    He passed work places; they made the tan suits, the high heels, the cosmetics. Products were bundled and placed on a front counter. Every once in a while somebody in a tan suit would pick up a bundle, every once in a while somebody would come along and pick up a single item and walk away. 
 
    Was everything free? There seemed to be no exchange. 
 
    He returned to the kitchen area and watched. Yes. Men, or women—he really should be referred to everybody as women because they were more female in appearance than male—simply stepped into line, picked up a tray and helped themselves from the steaming, savory dishes. 
 
    A woman was standing next to him, and he murmured, “Do I just stand in line and help myself?”  
 
    The woman looked at him and smiled, “You’re fresh off the First Stage. Come along and I’ll clue you in. 
 
    She guided Tommy to a place in line. “My name is Roxanne. Roxxie for short, and I’ve been call ‘Rock.’ Okay with me whatever you want to call me. Is that really your dick?” 
 
    Tommy looked down and blushed. All that time with his peeny sticking out, and now he was embarrassed. Well, that was the glory of wearing clothes. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Would you like to fuck?” They were moving along the line and she was whispering, as if afraid somebody would overhear. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Oh, please. It’s been so long. We can have a little breakfast, then you can plow me with that big, delightful weenie.” 
 
    There was a desperation to Roxxie’s voice. She was trying to hide it, but she was desperate. 
 
    But Tommy was tired of sex. He had been on display for three months. He had been taking classes in how to give sexual pleasure for a couple of hours every night, and he was glad to be out of that rut. 
 
    “I’m not reall—“ 
 
    “I’ll do anything you want.” Roxxie was piling food on Tommy’s plate. She scooped eggs for herself, for Tommy. Bacon for herself and Tommy. 
 
    “Uh, that’s enough.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. Please forgive me. I just…we really need to…look. I haven't had any for months, and there’s nothing we can use for a dildo on this level.” 
 
    Blathering on she led Tommy to a table, manipulated chairs, and leaned close to him. 
 
    “Please, you’ll find that I can really please you. I’ll— 
 
    Suddenly another person sat down. “Thought you were going to get her all to yourself, Roxxie?” 
 
    “Get out of here Brenda! I saw her first.” 
 
    Tommy was hungry, and he managed to snatch a few bites, then more girls were sitting down at the table. they all wanted sex with Tommy. They all had noticed the bulge in his short shorts. 
 
    He was trying to eat a piece of bacon, feeling very uncomfortable about the arguments as to who should fuck him that were breaking out, when he felt a hand reach under his arm and grab his breast. 
 
    He jerked his head around and found a small woman with a simpering expression on her face. “Please,” she whispered. 
 
    Tommy slapped the hand away, then found more hands reaching. More and more women were gathered around him, groping, begging for sex, and finally he tried to stand up and get out of the crowd. 
 
    But it was getting so compacted it was actually bordering on violence. 
 
    “Please, fuck me!” 
 
    “No, me!” 
 
    “I haven’t had it for so long.” 
 
    Tommy struggled and tried to get away, but now he was the center of a mob. Hands pulled at his hair, pinched his tits, tried to snake under his short shorts and up his asshole. 
 
    “Stop!” he cried out. He tried to push people away, but he had lost muscle mass, he was more female than male, and there were so many like him, all trying to— 
 
    “All right! Clear out!” 
 
    A whistle blew. 
 
    Then: ZZZZZZZ! 
 
    The smell of smoking flesh, and Tommy fell free of the rumbling mob. 
 
    A woman in blue stood over him, looking down with her lips twisted in a grimace. “A newbie, eh? I should have known. Well, come on.” 
 
    Tommy was crying now, and feeling quite bedraggled. His hair was a mess, his make up needed freshening, and had even lost a fingernail! 
 
    The woman in blue holstered her taser and led Tommy through the dining area and out onto the main concourse.  
 
    The women int he dining area stared after her, and many of them were pushing on their groins as if to press boners down. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” sobbed Tommy. 
 
    The woman in blue led him to a bathroom and washed his face and helped him apply make up. His hands were a little shaky after the violent experience. 
 
    “How come the big dick?” 
 
    Tommy sniffed. “I don’t know. They told me that it happens sometimes. It just didn’t shrink when they gave me hormones.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose you’re blessed, it might even work when it comes back, but I suggest you hide it.” 
 
    “Hide it?” he asked. He was staring at the woman’s blue eyes as she worked on him. 
 
    “Push it down, pull it between your legs, that’s what people usually do when they remain big.” 
 
    “But it’s too hard to do that.” 
 
    The woman smiled, “You had a shot before they sent you to this level, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “That shot makes your cock limp for a year. It might look big, but it doesn’t have the urge anymore. You’ll be able to roll it up and fold it. You can do a lot of things with it, but getting hard is not one of them.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Try it. But first…” she leaned into him and kissed him. 
 
    Tommy was surprised and would have jerked back, but she had a hand around the back of his head. 
 
    His eyes went wide, but the woman’s eyes were closed and she really got into his mouth. 
 
    Then he got a surprise. She took his hand and brought it down to her groin. 
 
    No bump! No penis! Just the feel of a real, live slit! 
 
    The woman drew back and grinned. “You didn’t know women in blue or other colors, are really women?” 
 
    “No!” And he tried to kiss her, but now she backed off. “Easy, slick, that was just for fun. I don’t feel like fucking a limpy.” 
 
    “I can use my fist,” he said hopefully. 
 
    She just laughed. “You newbies are all the same. Honey, you’re in a different world now, and behavior here is a bit different.” 
 
    “But I don’t understand!” His voice was begging as the woman stood up. 
 
    “When you do you’ll be ready for the Third Stage. Now tuck your dick away and go on about your business.” And the woman in blue simply walked out. 
 
    Tommy sat for a minute, then realized he was going to have to move. But first he wiggled his hand around in his short shorts and managed to push his dick back between his legs. 
 
    The woman was right. It might be big, it hadn’t shrunk, but it was as limp as a jelly fish. 
 
    He strode out onto the second level and didn’t like the way his package felt. His penis was in place, but it pushed his balls around. 
 
    He went back into the bathroom and took off his clothes and examined himself. 
 
    Limp. Nothing in it at all. 
 
    That bothered him, but now that he knew what had caused it, it was not a big deal. 
 
    After all, he had been having forced sex, with men, for months. Now he didn’t have to have sex. 
 
    Except when he had been confronted by a real woman… 
 
    “You want help with that, honey?” 
 
    Tommy looked up. A woman came out of a stall and was noticing him with a wry grin.” 
 
    “I don’t want any sex,” he blurted hurriedly. 
 
    “Oh, I know. You’ve got the look of the newby. That’ll change. But for right now, just work those balls around until you can push them up into your body.” 
 
    “Into my body?” 
 
    “Sure. There’s space up there, where your balls were before they dropped. Just push them up there, press your ding dong up to hold them in place, and zingo bingo, you’re all set. 
 
    She walked out without another word, and Tommy tried it. 
 
    It worked. It wasn’t the most comfortable arrangement, but it worked, and it was a lot better than having his testicles alls quashed around. 
 
    Tommy walked out of the restroom and now he could walk normal. His mons looked flat, like a real woman’s, and even his walking in high heels was improved. 
 
    But he still didn’t know what to do. 
 
    He knew women were working in the various supply houses and the kitchen. 
 
    He was walking past a group of women when he heard one of them say, “I’m going to the beach.” 
 
    “Well, it’s better than sitting here and wishing for something to do.” 
 
    Wishing for something to do. How weird. 
 
    Whimsy, Tommy decided to follow the two women. The others in the their group had decided not to go to the beach. 
 
    The beach. 
 
    Tommy followed from a distance and thought about the fact that he hadn’t been outside in three months. His skin was white and very feminine, but…he hadn’t seen the sun in such a long time. 
 
    The women went down a stairway, down a couple of corridors, and through a door. Tommy followed, and found himself standing on sand. Sand that stretched a quarter mile to a beach. 
 
    Sand that was fine and white. And hot. 
 
    He couldn’t walk in high heels, so he took them off, looked around, and found a shelf of cubbies. The cubbies were packed with shoes and tan suits, so he took his apparel off and put it in a cubby on the lower left, memorized it, and headed for the ocean. 
 
    The ocean was crisp, blue, and the waves rolled up on the beach like clockwork. 
 
    There were dozens of women on the sand. All naked, all sitting around, a few doing yoga, and a bunch more frolicking in the water. 
 
    And everybody stared at his dick. 
 
    It had come unfurled when he had taken his suit off, but it was hanging limp, just a big, old slug. 
 
    So the women stared at it, nudged each other and whispered, and giggled. 
 
    They had dicks, too, but they weren’t big like Tommy’s. The hormones had really worked on these men. 
 
    Or, they weren’t men anymore…he decided to use the term he had overheard in the hotel: faux women. 
 
    And the faux women had dicks that were the size of a little finger for the most part. With an index finger here or there every once in a while. 
 
    Tommy went out in the water where several women were playing with a beach ball. They tossed it back and forth, and somehow Tommy got involved. 
 
    He tossed the ball, batted it around, and suddenly realized how feminine it was to play like this, naked, breasts juddering with every jump. 
 
    After a while, however, it grew boring. Sure, it was a woman’s playtime, but you can only play so much, then you get bored. 
 
    Tommy took a walk along the beach. The number of women grew less, and the feeling of isolation grew more. 
 
    He was walking along, sliding his feet through the sand, when a lone woman stepped out from behind a large coconut tree. 
 
    “Hey! You wanna get hard?” 
 
    Tommy blinked. 
 
    “Hard? You mean like erect?” 
 
    “No other kind. Come on, I’ll get you erect.” 
 
    Out of curiosity Tommy followed the woman into the brush. 
 
    They walked along a narrow trail and Tommy studied the other woman. 
 
    She was short, skinny, and her boobs looked even bigger. 
 
    “My name is Anna,” she grinned back at Tommy. 
 
    “I’m Tommy.” 
 
    They came to a clearing with several grass huts in it. There were a dozen women sitting around the clearing. Most leaning against the walls of the huts, a couple of them tending a fire. 
 
    Anna turned to Tommy, “You’ve got a big one.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” He was getting nervous. Being alone, the way the women were getting up and standing in a circle around him. 
 
    “Do you know how this works?” 
 
    “How what works?” 
 
    “How we get you all bonered up?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Listen,” the woman came closer, as if to whisper, then suddenly grabbed Tommy’s pecker. “Hah! Got him!” 
 
    The other women rushed him then, and for a moment everything was topsy turvy. He was pushed to the ground, rolled over, women grabbed his wrists, then he was stacked out on the sand. 
 
    “What’s going on! Let me go!” 
 
    The women all chuckled. Some of them were drinking out of gourds. It looked like they were drinking fermented coconut juice and were getting pretty high. 
 
    Tommy struggled, but the stakes were deep and he was caught. 
 
    Anna squatted over him, smiled at him, reached out and grabbed his tits. “How come you can down to this end of the island?” 
 
    “I thought it was safe,” Tommy grunted jerking at the woven bamboo strips that held him tight. 
 
    “It is safe…for boners.” All the women laughed. 
 
    “You should let me go! They’ll be looking for me!” 
 
    All the women grinned. They were squatting on the sand, getting closer, staring at him hungrily. 
 
    “You’re new, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes! Let me go!” 
 
    “That explains it. So let me tell you how this works. First, we slap your dick until it gets hard. It will get hard, even if they gave you a shot. When it’s hard we ride you. It’ll be a lot of fun.” 
 
    Tommy wasn’t scared of sex, not after three months of sex lessons, but he didn’t really want sex. Not with these faux women. It didn’t matter what he wanted, however, for suddenly one of the women slapped his penis. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    It stung, and he tried to move his knees up to protect himself, but the ropes holding him wouldn't let him move his legs. 
 
    Another slap. And Another. 
 
    “Stop that! It hurts!” 
 
    But it didn’t hurt that much. It stung, then the body mechanism started to kick in. It wanted to survive, and in this case it wanted to survive against the brutality being committed against it. 
 
    Smack! Smack! 
 
    His dick began to swell. It turned red and grew stiff, and suddenly Anna jumped on him. 
 
    “I saw him first!” 
 
    She sank to the hilt, and Tommy sighed. At least she wasn’t slapping his pecker anymore. 
 
    It was like fucking a woman. Anna’s penis was one of the smallest ones, not much more than clitoris, and her asshole felt soft, like a pussy. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Tommy was, in spite of himself, enjoying the fuck. He lurched up, corkscrewed as much as he could, and felt Anna and the others touching him, pulling on his breasts, sucking his nipples, putting their hands under his buns and sneaking their fingers up into his hole. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he breathed happily. He hadn’t wanted this, but now that it had started… 
 
    They wouldn’t however, let him cum. If they let him cum, they explained, he would get so limp they couldn’t get him hard for a couple of days. 
 
      
 
      
 
    They screwed him for hours. Any time he started to go limp they slapped him until he was hard, and continued to gang him. 
 
    Finally, everybody was done. They lay around on the sand and slept the sleep of the sexually exhausted, and Anna and Tommy lay on the sand and talked. 
 
    Tommy was still tied up, and Anna cuddled with him. “You were wonderful, honey.” 
 
    “For a guy who can’t cum, I suppose. It made me super horny.”  
 
    “Mmm, good. When everybody wakes up we’ll do you again.” 
 
    “Do you do this often? Trap people like me and use them?” 
 
    Anna reached down and held his limpness. “Only the big dicks, which aren’t that often.” 
 
    “But don’t the people who run the island care?” 
 
    “Honey, we’re part of the plan!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Anna sat up, cross legged, and began slapping Tommy’s penis again. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” whined Tommy. 
 
    Anna, now perched and rocking on top of Tommy, said: The first level is to break you down, train you in how to be sexual active, how to be a hungry woman.” 
 
    “But I’m limp, when you aren’t slapping my dick around. I’m not particularly hungry right now!” 
 
    “You will be. As time goes on, in spite of your limp dick, you will start hungering for the touch of flesh. You’re going to want it worse than anything you’ve ever wanted in your whole entire life.” 
 
    Tommy was silent at that. 
 
    “The Second Stage, honey, is about you learning to deal with your sexual appetites. Sex is survival, so many people never learn, they just keep wanting. But if you can control yourself then it is rumored that you can serve your sentence and move on to the Third Stage.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! What do you mean the Third Stage? I thought I was going to serve a year and go home!” 
 
    Anna chuckled ruefully. “So did I. So did every person you see on the island. But we’re still here.” 
 
    “But there’s no old people here, so they must get off the island some time.” 
 
    “Yes, we all wonder about that. Who is chosen to move on to the Third Stage, and Why. But there are a lot of theories.” 
 
    Anna suddenly twitched a bit, grinned, and drained her cum all over Tommy’s belly. 
 
    “What are some of the theories?” He said, looking down at the mess on his mid-section. 
 
    “Oh, you know, this is an advanced version of Epstein’s Island, Men don’t graduate until they have vagina’s, that sort of thing.” 
 
    Anna climbed off him and lay down. “Man, that was good. See you when I wake up.” 
 
    Now Tommy was surrounded by the light snores of the faux women who had pleasured themselves with him. 
 
    He thought: Not really just a sentence of a year? Oh, man! I’m going to have to figure this out. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Tommy had been staked out in soft sand, and one of the stakes gave a little bit. Being very silent he pulled and pushed and eventually the stake came free. He quickly untied his limbs and crept away from the clearing. 
 
    Sex starved cannibals, he thought. They’re nothing but a bunch of sex starved cannibals! 
 
    As he walked along the beach back towards the hotel he found himself thinking about sex. 
 
    They had screwed him, and he was trained to please, and it was like he had tried to please them in spite of the fact that he didn't want sex. 
 
    And he felt a certain bit of horniness inside. 
 
    The physical touch, the flesh on flesh heat, it had been enjoyable. 
 
    So the First Stage was to break down his sexual barriers. To make it so he wouldn't look down on same sex sex, black sex, little weenie sex, whatever sex. 
 
    The Second Stage was about depriving him of sex until he was desperate for it. He had a limp dick so he couldn’t screw, so he would want to screw even more.  
 
    You always want what you can’t have. 
 
    The faux women had had their dicks shrunk so much the only kind of sex they could have was anal penetration, so they hung out at the end of the island and waylaid people and slapped their dicks until they were hard enough to sit on. 
 
    And that was how they satiated their out of control desires. 
 
    But how did the women inside the hotel, on the Second Stage, take care of their desires? 
 
    They didn’t. They worked if they could, struggling to do something that would take their minds off of their predicament. 
 
    But they were so desperate that even the sight of a dick would cause them to mob, as he had experienced. 
 
    But where did that leave him? 
 
    It left him in a state of mystery. He had to find a way through the Second Stage. He had to relieve his sexual desires, without relieving his sexual desires. 
 
    Fortunately, he now had a way to do that. 
 
    He arrived at the back of the hotel and took his clothes out of the cubby. He slipped into the tight, tan suit, he put his balls up into the little cavity between his legs and shoved his weenie back between his legs. 
 
    Now looking more female down there, he stepped into his high heels and re-entered the building. 
 
      
 
    It took a couple of weeks for his sexual desires to build to the point where he had to do something about them. 
 
    In that couple of weeks he learned to function. He volunteered in one of the kitchens, he worked in one of the clothing supply stores. 
 
    He deposited his worn tan suit in a recycle bin and simply picked up a new suit. 
 
    He picked up fresh cosmetics whenever he needed them and kept himself pretty. 
 
    And put up with the sexual mania underlying the island. 
 
    People tried to make friends with him, but he quickly realized they were just looking for some form of sexual contact. 
 
    While it was smiling women on the surface, it was desperate, horny male sex drive on the bottom. 
 
    He tried to keep everybody from knowing that he had a big dong, be it limp, but that was difficult. Just changing his clothes brought out a few ‘admirers,’ admirers who immediately tried to hit him up. 
 
    And, he saw people having sex. 
 
    The slapping of the weenie seemed to be common knowledge. What wasn’t common was big weenies like his. There were a few, but not many. 
 
    The ones with big dicks were in popular demand, but they all had a haunted look to them. 
 
    They were getting all the sex they wanted, but there was still a desperation in their eyes. 
 
    And Tommy knew what it was. 
 
    They wanted women. 
 
    Homosexual sex with a faux woman was fine, and some fellows, homosexual in nature, thrived on it. But underneath the feminine appearance was the male thrust to find real pussy. 
 
    A man wants a vagina because of the drive to further the race, and while buttholes provided pleasure and a relief from the desperate sexual urges, it didn’t satisfy on the deepest level. 
 
    Unless the men were true homosexuals. 
 
    During the third week he finally broke down and looked for a faux woman. He found a beauty who had the smallest dick he had ever seen, and they found a quite place out on the beach and she slapped his penis until it was hard, then they combined for an hour of ruthless rutting and finally a draining of the sperm that had built up in Tommy’s balls. 
 
    Then it was back to the hotel and the endless build up of desires. 
 
    And so it went for a year. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy Larkins. Report to Administration.” 
 
    Tommy looked up at the ceiling, where the speakers were, in surprise. 
 
    They had called him! But…why? 
 
    He had been here a year. He was nothing special. He tried to work, occasionally gave in to his desires, but…what could they want? 
 
    There was nothing to differentiate him from the other faux women on the island. 
 
    So…why? 
 
    His not to reason why, he walked through the back section of the hotel and into the office he had entered a year before. 
 
    It was virtually the same. 
 
    Three blue suited women, three tan suited women, and they might even have been the same people. 
 
    They looked up at him, then ignored him, and he walked back to the last desk. A different woman was there. 
 
    “Ah, Tommy. Go right in.” 
 
    Puzzled, Tommy walked past the woman and into a large office. 
 
    Pam was sitting behind a big desk. She was wearing a blue suit, and she looked up and smiled. “Tommy. Wonderful. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Used to doing what he was told, Tommy stripped out of his tan suit and stood in high heels. 
 
    Pam pushed a white tablet across the desk at him. “Take this. There’s a wet bar in the corner behind you if you need water.” She was working on something on her desk, checking boxes on a form, it looked like. 
 
    Tommy picked up the pill. Small, blue, and…he popped it into his mouth. 
 
    Pam worked for a minute more, then sighed, stretched, and leaned back in her swivel. 
 
    “You’re lucky, Tommy.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “If you please me you can move on to the Third Stage, and I’m easy to please.” 
 
    “I…I don’t understand.” 
 
    Pam looked at the clock on the wall to the right. “Well, you’ve got a few minutes, so I’ll explain. Sit here.” 
 
    She turned to her side and there was a chair there. He moved around the desk, aware that his dick was now released and hanging. His breasts were quite large. They had continued growing even after the First Stage and he had some of the biggest knockers on the island. 
 
    He sat down and Pam leaned forward and took his limp penis in her hands. 
 
    She was a stunningly beautiful woman. She not only had a figure that was breathtaking, and a face that Helen of Troy would have set sail for, but she had that aura of power about here that makes for a truly desirable woman. 
 
    She stroked him, pursed her lips and exuded a hunger that was truly intoxicating. 
 
    Most important, however, were her words. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ve heard all the conspiracy theories, and there is a certain amount of truth to them. This island isn’t run by the government, but it exists under the guidance and protection of the government. It is actually owned by a group of women who are intent on changing the world. They have had enough war and disease and crime and all that, so they take men who are morally reprehensible,” she smiled, “men like you, cheaters, and, of course, violent criminals, drug addicts, that sort of individual. 
 
    “We change the violent into sex obsessed meek faux women. We make sure they have small penises and lots of frustration. They keep themselves busy on the Second Stage until we need them to pick crops in the fields, work in our special factories, or whatever. Then there are the ones like you. 
 
    “Some few are blessed with big weenies, and their crimes aren’t violent, and they even seem like nice fellows under it all. We allow them the use of their dicks, and they become servants and provide pleasure for women on the Third Stage.” 
 
    Tommy stared at Pam. He had listened avidly, his questions being answered, but he was being distracted by something happening…he felt her hands moving on him. He…he looked down. 
 
    His penis was growing. 
 
    Growing without being slapped or abused. 
 
    And it was throbbing, pulsing, feeling like a real boner! 
 
    He looked up at Pam. 
 
    She smiled, gripped him tightly and started stroking. “I do love these awakening moments when a woman realizes she can have an erection, that she might be capable of real love. 
 
    “I’ve got…I’m getting…” 
 
    “You’re getting ready to pleasure me. If you do a good job then I will recommend you for Third Stage training. How’s that dick feel?” 
 
    Tommy was breathing hard now, and he could feel his nipples growing stiffer. 
 
    “It feels…good.” 
 
    “Excellent, but this is really all about me, Tommy.”  
 
    She let go of his penis and watched him. 
 
    As if in a dream, Tommy moved forward. He went to his knees and moved his head into her crotch. 
 
    Pam let out a sigh and sat back. She held his head to her pussy and spread her legs. 
 
    After more than a year of no pussy, of relying on men similar to himself for pleasure, Tommy was blown away. 
 
    Real pussy. Real labia. Real moistness. Pinch with a small, jutting clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” murmured Pam. “Do me good, Tommy. Your life depends on it. You don’t want to go back to the Second Stage, do you?” 
 
    He didn’t, and all of his efforts, focused by all of his training, made sharp by his sexual desperation, were aimed at pleasing Pam. 
 
    He licked and he gobbled. He made delightfully lusty sounds. 
 
    His hands slithered up her body and he felt her breasts. Wonderful breasts. Not hormone breasts, but natural, real, woman tits. 
 
    And he managed to control himself. To not slap the papers off her desk and throw her down like a pig and rut out of control. 
 
    He picked her up, as best he could with his hormone reduced muscles, and moved her to the bed at the side of the room. 
 
    He used all his discipline, all his knowledge, and he made her cry out and scratch his back. 
 
      
 
    They lay on the bed, breathing hard. 
 
    For the first time in over a year Tommy felt relaxed, like he had done something really good. 
 
    Pam lay next to him, holding his now limp cock. After he had squirted it had immediately died down. 
 
    But that was okay. He had done what he was supposed to do. 
 
    “Damn,” said Pam. 
 
    She slithered down his body and licked him clean, then she slithered up and kissed him deeply. 
 
    “Honey, welcome to the Third Stage.” 
 
      
 
    A half hour later Tommy was dressed, regulation tan suit, high heels, and being taken to the Third Stage area. 
 
    There was no way into this area except to be escorted by a blue-suited , real woman.  
 
    The Third Stage area was where the hotel visitors had their residence. Women from around the world came to the hotel. No men allowed. 
 
    And, of course, these women were presented with sexual options; they could avail themselves of a penis if they wished. 
 
    But since men weren’t allowed on the island, the only penises were those on faux women. And only the penises on certain faux women, like Tommy, were big enough. 
 
    Of course, that still didn’t mean the faux women were allowed to have erections at will. Visitors to the hotel would report to the front desk and ask for a pill, which they would then give to the faux woman of their choice. 
 
    Thus, the faux women who served on the Third Stage were quite anxious to please, to be given a pill and allowed to experience boners and sexual satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    Pam took him to the area reserved for faux women off duty. He was given a room to share with three others, and shown the small selection of shops on this stage. 
 
    “New uniforms are there, kitchen down the hall. You will not be allowed to dine with the guests unless they request you to. There is a guarded gate should you wish to go to the beach by yourself. You will be expected to… blah, blah, blah. 
 
    Tommy paid close attention. He was on the Third Stage, he had learned things, and he didn’t want to mess up. He didn’t want to risk being sent back to the Second Stage, or just…disappearing. 
 
    Just disappearing. Some faux women just vanished. They were in the hotel one day, on the island, and the next, they weren’t. 
 
    He knew now that some of them ended up in the fields, or the factories, probably on other remote islands. 
 
    But he had also heard of people disappearing, and not going to the factories or fields. He wasn’t sure what to think about these rumors, but they unnerved him. 
 
    The point was that he was in a place of pleasure, after much hard work and tribulations. He was going to be allowed to sleep with women, if he could be polite enough that they would give him a pill. 
 
    He didn’t want to mess that up. 
 
    Unfortunately, he was to find out there was something he didn’t know. 
 
    At first he was kept in the kitchens, serving, learning to smile when some pampered woman said her eggs weren’t done enough, or done too much. 
 
    He learned to handle the complaints, and they were often quite petty, and smile, and slowly the women over him began to trust him. 
 
    “Tommy, two Margaritas to table 17.” 
 
    He collected the tray with two salt frosted glasses on it and navigated an upper patio. 
 
    He walked carefully, letting his tits waggle, letting everybody see the shape of his limp dick in his uniform. He smiled at table 17, which was two older women. 
 
    Not too old, just a little old, with big breasts and short cropped grey hair. 
 
    Their bodies were quite fabulous, however. They obviously did a lot of exercise, or yoga, or Pilates, or whatever. 
 
    “Good morning, ladies,” he placed their glasses in front of them and smiled. “May I serve you in any other way?” 
 
    They checked him out with amused, blue eyes, and dismissed him. 
 
    In a way he was disappointed, as if he had been rejected, but it was okay. He figured they were lesbians, and maybe they didn’t like dick. 
 
    But he was wrong. 
 
    A half hour later the head sommelier called to him. “Tommy, two more Margaritas to table 17. They asked for you specifically.” 
 
    Aha! He had made an impression! 
 
    Or, more likely, his dick had made an impression. 
 
    He arrived at table 17, smiled and served, and was delighted when the two ladies asked him to have a seat. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said with just the right amount of innocence and humility. 
 
    “So, Tommy, is that penis of yours for real? Or did you just roll a sock up and hide it down there?” 
 
    They were a little drunk, teasing, and in the mood. 
 
    “Oh, it’s real. 100%, genuine, faux woman real.” 
 
    The ladies looked at each other and smirked. Then one of them waved for another faux woman and asked for three drinks. 
 
    Three? 
 
    And shortly Tommy was sipping Margaritas with the two old gals. They were laughing and teasing, and copping feels of his dick, and finally one of them, the one name Susie, leaned forward, almost spilling her tits on the table, placed a hot palm on his forearm and asked, “Can you do us both.” 
 
    Tommy, well versed, grinned, “Are you trying to kidnap me and take me to heaven?” 
 
    Laughter, and they stood up, got some more drinks on the way, and headed for their room. 
 
    With a stop at the front desk. 
 
    Tommy was standing back with the one named Bonnie. She was busy with his mouth at the moment, but he heard a hurried whisper at the desk and wondered what Susie had up her sleeveless sleeve. 
 
    They entered the ladies hotel room, pushed the beds together, and Tommy was given a pill. Then they all took off their clothes and sat around and waited for him to pop up. 
 
    Ten minutes passed, and suddenly he was the proud possessor of not just large breasts and red lips, but a king-sized boner. 
 
    They attacked him together. 
 
    They used their fingers on his anus, their mouths on his nipples, and then they jumped on his penis. 
 
    First one, then the other, the other, then the other. They tag teamed him endlessly. 
 
    While Susie would ride him like a cowgirl Bonnie would get down and slap his balls and caress his rectum with several fingers. 
 
    Oh, Tommy was in heaven. He humped and twisted and corkscrewed. 
 
    He was balls deep in pleasure, and his own orifice was being plumbed and rimmed and teased. 
 
    Susie came first, then Bonnie. Then Susie, then Bonnie, and on and on. 
 
    Finally, the two women gave out, and passed out, and Tommy gently tucked them in, turned off the lights, and left. 
 
    And suffered. 
 
    He suffered because for all the screwing, he had not cum. 
 
    He returned to the drink staging area and his penis was a monstrous point in his short short outfit. It pressed out against the thin material and everything was perfectly outlined. 
 
    The blue suit in charge of the bar laughed. “Uh oh. They gave you a cumless pill.” 
 
    “A what?” asked Tommy, squeezing his legs together and hunching around his groin. 
 
    He really needed relief. 
 
    “There’s two types of pills, sweetheart. There’s the kind that makes you hard, and you can ejaculate, and there’s the kind that makes you hard, but doesn’t allow for ejaculation.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” Tommy was bent over, pounding on his pecker with a red nailed fist. 
 
    The blue suit laughed. “Knock it off, Tommy. You’re supposed to be able to control your urges now.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…this is worse! This is being taken for a ride and now allowed. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, about one out of four women like to feel sperm shooting into them. You just play your cards right and you’ll get one of those. And try to control yourself in the meantime.” 
 
    The next day Tommy served the same women on the patio, and was given happy smiles by Bonnie and Susie, and he hoped he would be picked for another liaison. 
 
    He wasn’t, however, and while his penis had gone back to limp, he was still feeling the desperation of being used for a fuck and not allowed to cum. 
 
    But the next day he had two women take him to bed, and one of them wanted to see him squirt. 
 
    Not squirt inside her, but to have him screw her for a while, then ejaculate on her chest. 
 
    And lick it off. 
 
    He was up for that. It was sort of fun licking his own hot seed off of her hot flesh. 
 
    Besides, he had learned all about sucking sperm on the First Stage. No big deal. 
 
    And why should it be? It was just milk, sometimes tasty, sometimes sweet, sometimes a bit sour, but…always a unique taste. 
 
    And the time passed. 
 
    Tommy made his way from the bar area to the dining area and served dishes. He did a stint on the beach, and was fucked in the sand a couple of times. 
 
    He worked behind the scenes, prepping food, working in supply houses. 
 
    He learned to cook savory dishes, to make exotic drinks. 
 
    Mostly, he learned how to please women. 
 
    He had been trained, but there is a huge difference between a dry class room, and real life. 
 
    Fortunately, his lessons on Stage One had been about how to listen and learn, how to adapt to sexual preferences, how to divine what, exactly, a woman needed. 
 
    And time passed. 
 
    Until, one day, he was working in the back area, doing laundry for the spa area, when he heard, “Tommy Larkin. Report to the bar.” 
 
    Huh. That was out of the blue. What could they want him for? He wasn’t due to rotate back to the bar for a couple of weeks. 
 
    He trotted through the back area and into the bar. 
 
    “Tommy, table 83.” 
 
    He picked up a tray with two drinks on it. A bourbon and Coke and a Manhattan. 
 
    Funny, those were the drinks that he and Annie, his wife, had used to enjoy. 
 
    He made his way between tables, approached table 83, and there was only one woman sitting there. She looked good from the back, was wearing a floppy hat to protect against the sun, had nice, sexy shoulders. 
 
    He rounded the table, a big smile on his face, and froze. 
 
    Totally stiff. Mind blasted. 
 
    “Hello, Tommy.” 
 
    It was his wife.  
 
    Annie. 
 
    A quick tear came to his eye. He felt his heart surge. “Hello…dear.” 
 
    Old ways of addressing his wife resurrected. 
 
    “Have a seat, honey. I’ve come to check on you.” 
 
    Now nervous, his heart pounding, he placed the drinks on the table, realized the bourbon and Coke was for him, and sat. 
 
    They stared at each other, and slowly his training began to come to the fore. Be polite. Show you care. Be interested. 
 
    “How have you been?” 
 
    “I’ve been fine. Having a wonderful time. Sometimes I miss you, but…” she waved a hand in the air. 
 
    But so what. So she said she missed him, but…did she? Not much, was his guess. 
 
    “And how have you been? I see you’ve changed quite a bit since you left.” 
 
    She studied his long hair, his red lips and shadowed eyes. She reached out and touched his hand, examined his red fingernails. 
 
    Then she looked directly at his tits. 
 
    “I see you’ve still got the same big, dick.” 
 
    “It’s probably a little bigger,” he admitted. “That’s what got me up here, to wait on the guests.” 
 
    She nodded. “I’ve been having affairs.” 
 
    He thought about that. His whole problem had started when he had cheated, and now she admitted that she had been cheating. 
 
    Sauce for the goose…but was that fair? 
 
    And he realized, in a milli-second, that it didn’t matter. 
 
    He had screwed up, and she deserved pleasure, even if she had to go out and get it. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said simply. 
 
    She smiled. “So, are you happy here?” 
 
    He thought about that, and realized that he was. 
 
    “I have meaningful work, I meat a lot of interesting people—“ 
 
    “Women.” 
 
    “Yes. Women. And they value me, so…I guess I’m happy.” 
 
    “That’s good. “I’m trying to decide whether I want you back.” 
 
    He stared at her, and his mind was now a muddled mess. 
 
    “Take me back,” he murmured. 
 
    “Would you like your old life back?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” He was surprised by his answer. He hadn’t thought about it, but now he was, and his words just sort of popped out. 
 
    She nodded, bit her lip, considered him, then stood up and reached for his hand. “Let’s go.” 
 
    “What? Are you taking me home?” He was feeling real nervous now. He was comfortable here. He knew what he was supposed to do. He didn’t want to travel into the unknown. 
 
    “I’m taking you to bed.” 
 
    She walked him through the tables, down to the front desk. 
 
    “One pill, no cumming,” she stated in an authoritative voice. 
 
    The blue suit behind the desk handed her the pill, but looked a tTommy. “Is he satisfactory?” 
 
    “Exactly what I want.” 
 
    She marched him through the hotel to her room. She pushed him towards the bed and locked the door. “Take off your clothes, lover. Let’s see if you’ve learned anything.” 
 
    On one hand he was scared. On the other hand…he wanted to please her. But if he pleased her too much, would she make him leave? 
 
    Still, a command from a woman is a command from a woman. He slipped out of his high heels and tan suit. His breasts fell free, were quite perky, and the nipples were rigid. 
 
    She gave him the pill. Her eyes were level as she estimated him. 
 
    He popped the pill. 
 
    She grabbed a bottle of bourbon off the side table and handed it to him. 
 
    “You used to love to snuggle in bed, a bottle and me. Get ready.” 
 
    He crawled onto her soft bed and arranged pillows. He turned to her and sipped from the bottle. 
 
    Annie got undressed slowly. Contemplating the moment. Mentally assessing the situation. 
 
    He watched as her beautiful breasts were unfurled, as her round hips appeared. She still kept her crotch shaved, and it looked so-o-o good, and reminded him of such happy times. 
 
    He loved her. It was in his eyes. 
 
    She, in her way, thought she still loved him. 
 
    But was she willing to give up all her lovers for the one person who could actually connect with her? 
 
    That was what she wanted to find out. 
 
    She crawled onto the bed and snuggled up against him. 
 
    They sat there, sipping, waiting for his boner, and had small conversation. 
 
    She asked him about life on the island.  
 
    He asked her about their life…and then about her lovers. 
 
    Ten minutes later he was feeling dizzy with drink, and his cock was standing up like a soldier at parade. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” whispered Annie, moving down and taking it in her mouth. “This is what I remember about you.” 
 
    He groaned as she moved her mouth over him. 
 
    He moaned as she moved up and sucked on his nipples. 
 
    Then he moved down and did her. 
 
    They twisted and writhed. They squirmed in 69, got totally hot, and she rode him. 
 
    Then he drove into her. 
 
    Over and over, changing positions, getting hotter and hotter. 
 
    She began cumming every few minutes, an endless series of explosions that rocked her world. 
 
    He, of course, just got more and more desperate. He couldn’t cum, and he couldn’t control himself. He fucked harder, screwed deeper, did everything he could to give her the best orgasms in the world…and he suffered. 
 
    And under the suffering was the realization, a realization that he might not have had if she hadn’t come to the island and pushed him: I like this. I like not cumming. I like this terrible feeling of desire that is chewing me up and swallowing me. I want to be this desperate every day of my life. 
 
      
 
    They lay in bed afterwards. Her exhausted. Totally and truly fucked to an existential and very real happiness. 
 
    Him with his dick sticking straight up, bright red, pulsing, his balls so tight they were hurting. 
 
    Blue balls. God’s gift to horny men. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” he asked. 
 
    She sighed. “I don’t know. I could take you home, you could be my maid, and I could still have lovers.” 
 
    He listened carefully. 
 
    “I could let you have full time boners, and I could let you squirt, but…” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “But I don’t know. Maybe I should just visit you on the island every once in a while.” 
 
    He blurted, “I’d like that.” 
 
    She looked at him, her hand rising and falling on his penis. “You’d like me visiting? Don’t you want to come home?” 
 
    He started crying.  
 
    He didn’t know why he was crying, he just turned his face into her shoulder and cried. 
 
    “There, there,” she soothed. “It’s okay.” 
 
    And when he stopped crying, when he was about to leave the room, she said, “I’ll let you know.” 
 
    He nodded, kissed her on the lips, very passionately, and left. 
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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I always hear people talk about men having babies, and, yeah, sounds like a good idea. Maybe if they understood the true potential of a woman they wouldn’t be so…silly. 
 
    But a better idea is put forth in this story.  
 
    Heck, it’s easy to make a man menstruate, though I would check with a doctor before going whole hog. But…here it is, and don’t you just know what a period is going to do to a man? 
 
    HA! 
 
     
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    The party was going great guns. 
 
    Sally Watkins pulled down her blouse so all the guys could see her ta tas. and they were pretty nice ta tas! 
 
    Johnny Rogers tried to get her to go into a closet with him, but she said no, then went out and Phil Jimson bent her over the patio table and did the yippee ki yea, mother fucker! 
 
    Upstairs Lennie Griffith was getting his long schlong shlurped and trying desperately not to squirt too soon. 
 
    The music was bellowing, the whiskey was flowing like a river, and everybody was going to remember this party for a looong time! 
 
    Jim Carson was standing on the patio watching Shiela Wentworth get taken underwater by some guy who nobody knew. Shiela was hanging on the side of the pool, the guy was hanging on to her with his dick, and she kept trying to act nonchalant, like he didn’t have his meat stuffed all the way up her juicy hole. 
 
    Damn!” laughed Jim. “If I wasn’t married I’d jump in there and show him how it’s done!” 
 
    Todd, spilling as much bourbon as he was drinking, yelled to Shiela, “Hey! Shiela! Jim wants you next! You okay with that? 
 
    “What?” blurted Sally, her face red, trying not to show the fantastic pleasure she was getting from the stranger’s dick. “Okay with what? I’m not doing any..any…oh…fuck!” 
 
    They all laughed as Sally began thrashing her hips in the pool. It was obvious that something down and delightfully dirty was happening under the frothy waves. 
 
    That was the moment that Ann chose to rain on Jim’s parade.  
 
    Ann was the babe of the night, and not just in Jim’s lusty eyes. 
 
    She had a classical body, 36 by 24 by 36. Except the top 36 was probably more like forty, or at least double Gs, with the sweetest, most delectable, always rigid nipples anybody had ever seen. 
 
    When Jim wasn’t around the guys always talked about how Ann could win the ‘Miss Nipples International Contest. 
 
    But it wasn’t just the curves that made here every one’s favorite.  
 
    She also had a perfect oval of a face with plump, succulent lips, large blue eyes that looked like froth over a dam, and a pert nose. 
 
    But even that wasn’t the whole package. 
 
    It was her sense of humor, her always bubbling laughter, her quick wit, and the way she liked to make everybody feel like they were part of the party. 
 
    Except when she tugged his arm at the side of the pool she wasn’t trying to make anybody happy. 
 
    “Jim?” 
 
    “Eh? What, babe?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I need to go.” 
 
    “What? No! We just got here and—“ 
 
    “We’ve been here a while and I need to go.” 
 
    Jim was too drunk to read the unhappiness on his wife’s face. “Come on, honey. The party is just starting to rock. We can’t go now.” And then he broke into a song, one which all his cronies joined in on. 
 
    Every party needs a pooper 
 
    that’s why we invited you. 
 
    Party pooper! 
 
    Party Pooper! 
 
      
 
    Ann’s face turned a delicate shade of red. Delicate but rich. 
 
    All the drunks laughed, a few of them clapped Jim on the back, and Ann finally had to do the unthinkable. She kicked Jim in the shins. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “We’re going now!” she hissed. She turned and walked, and now Jim was the recipient of all the gibes. 
 
    “Uh oh, Jim’s in trouble.” 
 
    “It’s ball and chain time!” 
 
    “Better hurry up, Jimmy boy, before she chops it off.” 
 
    And all the guys made chopping motions on their forearms.  
 
    Jim was now the one who was red. And seeing red. To get embarrassed with that…that ‘castrating’ motion, to have his wife drag him out of the party like he was pussy whipped…it was too much! 
 
    He stomped after her, his shoulders set in anger, his face a snarl, his backbone rigid. 
 
    Ann led the way through the party, between the wildly gyrating dancers, past the people smooching in corners, and through the front door. 
 
    Jim was slowed down, but he caught up to her when she reached the car. 
 
    “Hey!” he grabbed her arm and she turned to him by the side of the car. “What’s all that shit back there? Why did you embarrass me in front of everybody?” 
 
    Ann just looked at him with no expression. “Please. I have to go home.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t get it! I’m having a great time and you come along like good, old Debby Downer and ruin everything. 
 
    She had her hand in the door latch and was pulling, but he had his hand on the top of the door and she couldn’t open it. 
 
    “Jim! Let me in!” She was trying not to cry, but the tears were close. 
 
    “Not until you tell me what your fucking problem is! Are you on the rag or something.” 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. 
 
    He didn’t hear her and continued to berate her. “I mean, I don’t get a chance to go to parties this, and I was really having fun, and…” 
 
    He went on and on, and finally she did the unthinkable. Again. She kicked him in the shins. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    He had had enough. She was wearing high heels with little steel cups on the tips,. They weren’t soft like some heels, and it hurt! 
 
    He grabbed her arm and turned her towards the car. “Don’t fucking kick me!” 
 
    Then, for a full minute, he read her the riot act. 
 
    Ann just stood there and took it, then, after a minute he realized that her shoulders were shaking and her eyes were looking down at the ground, and they were hidden behind her locks. 
 
    “What the fuck?” He lifted her chin and she tried to look down, but he wouldn't let her. 
 
    The time of the drunken tirade was over. Now he became alarmed. Why was she crying? He had only been talking to her. That shouldn’t make her cry. 
 
    “Please. I need to go home.” 
 
    Finally, Jim acted like a gentlemen. He opened the door for her, closed it, ran around and got in his side of the car. 
 
    A few seconds later and they were cruising down the street, Ann crying softly on the passenger side. Tears dropped in her lap and she wouldn’t look up. 
 
    “Honey, what the heck is going on?” 
 
    She just shook her head, and when they arrived home she jumped out of the car and ran into the house and back to their bathroom. 
 
    Jim followed, and was bewildered. He truly had not a clue, and he followed her to the bathroom and tried the knob.  
 
    It was locked. 
 
    “Ann? Honey? Will you talk to me?” 
 
    “In a minute,” came the answer. But it was more like a half hour. 
 
    Jim sat on the edge of the bed. He took off his jacket and shirt. He put his cufflinks and tie and tie clip away. Finally he pulled off his pants and hung them over the back of the chair by her vanity table. 
 
    A half hour later he was sitting on the side of the bed, frowning, contemplating how bitchy women could be, when she opened the door of the bathroom and came out. 
 
    Ann had taken a shower, a rather long one, and had dried her hair. She was now wearing a tatty, old bathrobe, and it was wrapped tightly around her. Her face was clean of make up, and it was a very solemn face. 
 
    “Okay. You want to tell me what’s going on now?” 
 
    She stopped in front of him and just studied him for a second, as if measuring him for something. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Jim. I had my period.” 
 
    “What? That’s all? You destroyed a great night just because…why didn’t you just slap a rag on your gash and keep partying?” 
 
    His crude way of describing her basic function was like a slap in the face. She shook her head sadly, yet she took the time to explain it to him. 
 
    “Jim, women are different. They have hormones. I not only had my period, I had a massive headache, and when I started spotting I couldn’t find a Kotex or liner or anything.” 
 
    “Come on! There were a hundred women at that party, surely one of them must have had a rag for you to borrow!” 
 
    “Yes, but you know I get infections. I have to be very careful and get only one type of pad.” 
 
    “Well, I just don’t understand it. I mean, I know I’m just a man and I don’t bleed all over the place—“ 
 
    Ann flinched at his crudeness. 
 
    “—but I wouldn’t have made a scene like that. I’m going to have to face all my friends, and…well…I just don’t get it.” 
 
    “I know,” she said. 
 
    He was too drunk to pick up on the tinge of bitterness at his obtuseness. 
 
    “And if I could teach you, if I could just show you, maybe you’d be a better person.” 
 
    “Hey! I am a better person!” 
 
    “Well, Mr. Better Person, you’re about a half inch from sleeping on the couch tonight.” 
 
    Jim finally blinked. Even drunk and belligerent, he didn’t want to give up a chance at getting a little pussy. 
 
    But then, being drunk and belligerent, he said something that, if he had taken the time to think about it, he would have realized was stupid.  
 
    “Does this mean we’re not, uh…you know?” 
 
    “No! We’re not ‘you know!’ And it might not be ‘you know’ for a month or two!” 
 
    “Hey! Come on!” 
 
    “Jim, we’ll talk more about this tomorrow. But right now I’ve got a headache and my ‘gash’ is leaking all over the place!” She took a page out of his crude book with that last remark, literally slapping it in his face. 
 
    “Right now I just want to go to sleep. So take a shower and wash your stink off. And turn off the lights on your way because I need to sleep.” 
 
    With that she pushed past him and crawled into bed. She turned on her side, away from him, and closed her eyes. 
 
    Jim stood there for a moment, actually a bit befuddled. Man. Maybe she’s on the rag, but what a fucking head case! 
 
    Oh, well, that’s women for you. 
 
    Not realizing how crude and inconsiderate and even unkind his remarks and thoughts were, he turned off the light and headed for the shower. 
 
    Yeah. They could talk tomorrow, and maybe she’d be able to listen for a change! 
 
      
 
    The morning was bright and sunny and the sun lanced its rays directly into Ann’s eyes. 
 
    She smiled. For the first time in several days she didn't have the splitting headache. She didn’t have a queasy feeling in her stomach. She actually felt like a human being. 
 
    Then she frowned. She had avoided having any talk with Jim for the last few days, but she knew she was going to have to handle him.  
 
    He still had that attitude about her period. He didn’t understand that it was more than an inconvenience. He was, to put it bluntly, a bonehead. 
 
    So thinking, she rolled out of bed and headed for the shower. She stood under the hot spray, letting it sting her tender, white flesh, and feeling the sensuous feeling of the water sluicing over her breasts, her private parts. 
 
    She stepped out of the. shower and examined her body in the mirror. Without the filter of ‘being on the rag,’ as Jim so indelicately put it, she liked herself again.  
 
    Her body was tight from exercise and the right food.  
 
    Interestingly, Jim couldn’t say the same for his body. He was addicted to junk food, he didn’t exercise much, and it showed. 
 
    So, two things. Fix his attitude, and get him to change his unhealthy habits. 
 
    Lord. Talk about the mountain going to Mohammad! 
 
    She tossed on clothes and sauntered out to the kitchen. 
 
    Jim had gotten up early and he was cooking up a mess of bacon and eggs. 
 
    “Good morning,” he said cautiously. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she answered. “I’m over it.” 
 
    “So ‘the curse’ is over, eh? Good news.” His dry tones pissed her off all over again, and she opened her mouth to blast him, then stopped. 
 
    What good was it to hit him with a stick? He wasn’t going to understand. He seemed to be immune to logic. 
 
    “I just wish you could experience a period once. You’d change your mind real quick.” 
 
    “Ha! No chance! That’s why I decided to be a man!” 
 
    Yeah, a bull headed one, she thought. Then she blinked. 
 
    He was turning over the bacon. As the sizzling renewed with each flipped slice, she studied him.  
 
    Hmmm. Could she? Physically, there was no reason why not. 
 
    Actually, it was more the mental aspects of what she was considering that were more worrisome. 
 
    “Jim?” 
 
    “Yeah?” He pushed scrambled eggs around in the skillet and didn’t look at her. 
 
    “What if you could have a period?” 
 
    “Huh? Yeah. Right.” 
 
    “No, I’m serious. What if I could give you a period? What if I could make you bleed?” 
 
    “Aside from being gross, it’s impossible.” He pontificated ont he subject for a while, then she simply said, “Well, if you’re too chicken.” 
 
    That got his attention. “What do you mean…chicken?” 
 
    “You don’t understand something, so instead of looking into it, you turn around and run like…like a little girl.” 
 
    Oh, she had him now. He was a banty rooster, and to attack his manhood in such free fashion was asking for trouble. Or…an action he normally wouldn’t have taken. 
 
    As he placed the plates on the table she noticed how set his face had become. Oh, he was boiling! 
 
    She grinned inside. “It is possible. I’m a nurse practitioner and I can make you have a period.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Easily and safely. But I don’t want to get into it. After all, I understand how the idea is sort of scary.” She dismissed the idea easily, and knew that her withdrawal would make him seek. 
 
    “Well, you’re crazy. And I’m not scared. I could have a period…if you really could deliver.” 
 
    He was trying to re-establish his manliness, but she wasn’t about to let him. 
 
    “Oh, I can deliver, but…no. You don’t have what it takes to try such an experience.” 
 
    “I do so!” 
 
    She put a piece of bacon in her mouth and chewed, looking very thoughtful. 
 
    “Well, I suppose we could, if you were serious about it. But…nah. It would scare you too much. I mean…having a woman’s function? No man could handle that.” 
 
    “I could too! If you really could I would do it.” 
 
    “Well, I could. I can. But…look, I’ll look into it, but I don’t want to waste my time if you’re going to go chicken on me.” 
 
    Now he was getting irritated. “You figure it out and let me know. Me chicken. Ha!” 
 
    She backed off. “Well, if you’re really going to be brave enough, man enough, then I guess we could…Okay. Give me a day and I’ll let you know.” 
 
    The matter settled, sort of, breakfast went on, and for the first time in a week Ann felt more than human. She felt downright giddy. 
 
    Why is this exciting me? she thought. She didn’t know why, but it was true. Her nipples were hard and her pussy felt like it wanted to be fucked.  
 
    Too bad. She had decided Jim shouldn’t get any for a month. He really had pissed her off. 
 
      
 
    Ann worked at three different hospitals. She was a Nurse Practitioner, and she was in demand. The result ended up being shorter hours as she rotated through the hospitals. Usually she worked three days a week, usually for 12 hour shifts. That left her four days to party, or do whatever else she wanted. 
 
    Right then she wanted to figure out how to give Jim a period. 
 
    The concept was simple. She just had to find a soluble bag that she could insert like a suppository. Just push a bag up into his heinie, let it dissolve, and watch the red dye come out. 
 
    But she didn’t want just dye. She wanted a sludgy sort of substance. She wanted to give him something that he would feel leaking down the anal canal. 
 
    Not that he wouldn’t feel it anyway, but a period isn’t just liquid, there are mucky, little ‘clots’ and things. 
 
    So, reality to be had, she talked to a couple of her friends, discussed it with doctors who knew her and were friendly to the idea, and she discovered something interesting. 
 
    There were all sorts of ‘dissolving packets’ on the market. These bags could take anywhere from one to three days to dissolve, thus enabling a doctor to give a patient a ‘timed release’ suppository. 
 
    And, it was easy to get ahold of them. With three hospitals to choose from it was simple to lift one from the supply room. So she lifted a few. 
 
    She filled packets with ketchup and put them in buckets of water. One dissolved in one day, one in two days, the other in three days. 
 
    And, the good news, the material of the packets tended to stick to wet surfaces. She noticed that all of the packets adhered to the sides of their buckets. 
 
    So the substance of her ‘period’ was good. Ketchup in a packet that would dissolve at some indeterminate time. But now came the tough part. 
 
    How could she make it give him a headache, and make him queasy, without hurting him. 
 
    This was going to be fun, but she didn’t want to risk Jim’s health. 
 
    But, the research was there. She just typed in symptoms in the big computer at one of the hospital and she found all sorts of medicines that had unfortunate side effects. 
 
    The chemical she found was actually a combination of triptans and caffeine. Between the two she would not only give him a headache, but he would feel very queasy. 
 
    She filled a packet with ketchup and her combo chemical and talked one of her friends into giving it to one of the monkeys in the lab. 
 
    This was the truly scary part. She wasn’t particularly fond of monkeys, but she didn’t want to hurt one of them. 
 
    But her friend, laughing at what Ann planned to do with this ‘packet of period,’ as she called it, assured her it wouldn’t hurt the monkey. Heck, it was a food product and like a coffee enema. The monkey would have a period, get a headache, and wonder what the hell was going on. But that was it. No harmful effects. 
 
    And, it went exactly as her lab technician friend predicted. The monkey got cranky, started leaking, and develop the unfortunate habit of licking ketchup off his fingers. 
 
    The stage was set. 
 
      
 
    Jim had forgotten about Ann’s plan to give him a period. Heck, he knew such a thing was impossible. It was just female blather. One more bright idea from the not so bright side of the species. 
 
    He was surprised, then, when Ann sprang the news on him one night. 
 
    “Honey. We’re going to give you a period.” 
 
    He grinned. That again! “Are you still on that?” he quipped with a twisted grin. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Of course, if you don’t want to…” 
 
    But she had challenged him before, called him chicken, and he rose right up to the challenge. “Ha!” 
 
    That one word, that blurt of a laugh, sealed his doom. 
 
    “Okay. We can start this morning.” 
 
    Then he was unsure, a bit dubious, but he had taken a stand, and, besides, this thing was silly. There was no way she could give him a period. 
 
    But after breakfast she pulled him into the bedroom and produced a packet. She had him take off his pants and underwear and bend over the bed. 
 
    “This is going to work, eh?” he was till trying to sound brave, but the feel of her fingers applying lubricant to his rectum was making him nervous. 
 
    After all, no man likes his backside played with. No real man. 
 
    “Absolutely. Tried and tested. How does this feel?” 
 
    Jim grunted, but actually wiggled his butt. “Not bad,” he stated casually. 
 
    Actually, it felt good. Real good. 
 
    He had never played with his asshole before. Well, except for the time the doctor wanted to check his prostate. But that was pure medical. this was…more than medical. 
 
    This felt like Ann was getting into it. 
 
    “How long are you going to lubricate me?” 
 
    “I have to be sure you’re ready. I’m going to give you a suppository, and I don’t want it to break apart before it even gets in.” 
 
    Besides, I really like this. Me putting my finger in your heinie is a very powerful feeling. It makes me feel like I’m the one in control. It makes me feel powerful. 
 
    Thus, she spent a long time ‘preparing’ him. And when she was done he was good and greasy, and she pushed the packet into his fanny with no problem. None at all. 
 
    Jim grunted. It was larger than he expected, but as it squeezed through his anal ring it changed shape and slid through easily. 
 
    Ann wiped his ass with tissues, getting him nice and clean, then slapped his ass. “Okay, honey. You’re good to go.” 
 
    “I hope you didn’t mean that literally,” he quipped as he pulled his underwear and pants back on. 
 
    She laughed. “Sorry. No.” But not really sorry. “But you’d better keep a pad with you. Or maybe a Tampon.” 
 
    “You’re kidding!” 
 
    A typical man, he had been quite selective in his thinking. He had thought period, but he hadn’t conceptualized something messy coming out of his butt. 
 
    “Nope. Speaking of which, let’s go over how to put on a pad, or to insert a Tampon.” 
 
    “You really expect me to…to put something up my butt?” 
 
    “Honey, there’s already something up your butt, and…why do you have such a big boner.” 
 
    He looked down self-consciously. It was true. All that playing around with his butt had excited him. 
 
    “Oh, uh, well, we haven’t done it for a few days.” More like two weeks. 
 
    “Are you sure that isn’t all of it? I mean…” she reached into his pants and grabbed him. “This doesn’t feel like a two week boner.” 
 
    “And what’s a two week boner supposed to feel like?” he spoke wryly. 
 
    “Well, I mean you didn’t have a boner before, but when I started playing with your asshole…are you a butt boy?” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “A butt boy. A man who likes his asshole played with.” 
 
    “I’m not a fucking butt boy!” But his face was red with embarrassment.  
 
    Ann thought about that little exchange a lot over the coming days. He hadn’t had an erection, then she played with his asshole, gave it a good reaming, and now he did. And when she had brought up the term ‘butt boy’ he had totally had a reaction. 
 
    And you don’t have a reaction unless there is something there. Some bit of truth. 
 
    Could he actually be a butt boy? 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    But, her cogitations over his butt would take place over a few days, right then he was going to be ‘on the rag.’ 
 
    “So when does it start?” 
 
    For a second she was blank, then she realized that he expected the period to start right away. 
 
    “Oh, not for a while.” She held a grin in. 
 
    “How long a while?” He looked at her suspiciously. 
 
    “I’m not exactly sure. The suppository will dissolve over the next few days. As to how long…you can let me know.” 
 
    “But I might end up…having the…the…” he was now having a hard time putting it into words.  
 
    “I know. But that’s the way it is. Oh, we women might get a little grouchy, have a headache or upset stomach, just a small one, then it hits. Out of the blue. We could be walking down the street, in the car, at work…” she shrugged. 
 
    “But I can’t…I have to work!” 
 
    “Shouldn’t interfere with your work. Just slap a rag on your gash.” 
 
    He blinked, and it took a moment for her crude statement to sink in. And to remember that he had started it. When he did realize it, however, he realized that she was just getting back at him, and he stiffened up. 
 
    He changed the subject. “How about us getting a little? I’ve put your…you know…thing up there…and—“ 
 
    She shook her head. “No, honey. Not tonight. You have a headache.” 
 
    “But I don’t!” 
 
    She just smiled. 
 
      
 
    The day passed without event. 
 
    Well, except for the maelstrom in Jim’s mind. 
 
    He was really going to have a period! WTF! 
 
    He walked funny, and he felt funny, and it was all the power of suggestion. The packet wasn’t even close to dissolving. But his mind had picked up the concept and run with it. 
 
    He went and played golf. And every swing he was afraid he was going to pop the ‘bag’ Ann had put in him. 
 
    “Your play sucks today, Jim.” His golfing partner, a blonde stud named Allen commented. “That’s your fifth bogey.” 
 
    Then of all the things in the world a man could say to another man, Allen stumbled over the unthinkable. “What? Are you on the rag?” 
 
    Jim turned a bright red, and addressed the ball for a long time while he  tried to calm down. 
 
    The other golfers chuckled, and talked about other things, but Jim couldn’t stop thinking about it. 
 
    He. returned to the clubhouse and kept looking at the seat of his pants. Nope. Nothing. At least, nothing yet. 
 
    He returned home and complained. “Geez! This is frustrating…waiting for this thing to happen.” 
 
    “So relax. It’s only a period.” 
 
    Zing! He was reminded of his own words, his own description of her troubles, and his own troubles hadn’t even rally started. 
 
    They had dinner, and he sat gingerly. 
 
    Ann took note of the way he kept adjusting his seat in the chair and contained her smile. 
 
    After dinner they watched a couple of good, old 1950s sci fi movies. When she got up to make the popcorn he got up and checked his bottom. 
 
    Nope. Nothing there. Not yet. 
 
    But his heart was pounding and…he had an erection. 
 
    Ann glanced into the living room from the kitchen and smiled as she saw him look at his pants. He was really suffering. Poor boy, and he hadn’t even had the good news yet. 
 
    She put extra butter on the popcorn and walked back into the living room. 
 
    “I wouldn’t worry about it, or keep checking. You’ll feel it coming.” 
 
    “I’m not worried.” But it was like he was hanging onto his masculinity. 
 
    “No, but you sure have a nice ding dong.” 
 
    They looked down at the bulge in his pants. 
 
    “Well, if you’d put out…” 
 
    But they both knew it wasn’t that. But she wasn’t going to accuse him, not yet, and he was having trouble admitting it. 
 
    Thinking about his asshole all the time was getting to him. 
 
    Butt boy, she thought, and grinned inside. 
 
    The following day was Sunday, and it went much the way of Saturday. Jim did the lawn and washed the cars. Ann, watching from the kitchen window, grinned as she took note of how he was moving like his butt had a bomb in it. 
 
    Not long now, honey, she thought. 
 
    Monday morning came, still nothing, but Ann was pretty sure this was going to be the day. 
 
    “I put a couple extra pads in your briefcase,” she commented as she kissed him off for work. 
 
    “Great,” he mumbled, and he sure was unhappy. 
 
    But Ann was sailing on the clouds. This thing, him being under her control, so to speak, him about to ‘give birth’ to a whole new set of experiences, female experiences, was really lighting her candle. 
 
    When he had left she turned and leaned against the door and grabbed her mons with one hand. 
 
    “Fuck!” she breathed out as she squeezed. “Why is this making me so horny!” 
 
    She sighed and went about her business, and anticipated. 
 
      
 
    Jim worked at a car dealership. He worked on contracts and, fortunately, could arrange his time. 
 
    He was sitting at his desk, pondering over a deal one of the salesmen had brokered. The guy was new, and they should have had an experienced salesman looking over his…his… 
 
    Jim bolted upright. Suddenly his back was rigid, and it felt…felt…like he was…pooping! 
 
    But not pooping pooping, more like…runny pooping. 
 
    It was coming down his anal canal! It was slow and inexorable! He was going to shit in his pants! He was going to— 
 
    He leaped to his feet and ran for the bathroom. 
 
    In the bathroom he entered a stall, ripped his pants down, and just made it. 
 
    SHHHH…plop…SHHHH! 
 
    It was like he was pissing out of his butt! With a few…’clots!’ 
 
    He looked down and saw the water swirling red. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    For a moment he was in total panic! He was dying! He was bleeding to death! 
 
    Then he smelled the familiar odor that goes with making hot dogs. 
 
    Ketchup! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    Out of a weird, unthinking foresight—he had been expecting this after all—he had grabbed his phone, and he had put a pad in his jacket pocket. 
 
    His fingers trembling, he took out his phone and poked number one. He looked down at the mess in the bowl. There was a lot, and it was a blend of soupy and thin, and real red! 
 
    No. He wasn’t going to put on a pad. Not yet. He needed to let this thing run its course. 
 
      
 
    TOOTLE TOOT TOOT! 
 
    Ann’s cell rang at exactly 10:17. She had a feeling, and that feeling grew as she noted the number, Jim’s, and answered. “Hey, babe.” 
 
    His voice was a whisper, it was shrunken and unsure. He sounded in a total panic. 
 
    “It started!” 
 
    “What started?” she asked innocently, chuckling inside. 
 
    “I’m…I’m bleeding.” 
 
    Jim bent down and glanced under the partition walls. Thank God there was nobody there! 
 
    “Oh? Has your period started?” She smirked and held a hand over her mouth. 
 
    “Come on!” Shades of the old bully, but just shades. “Don’t be so…so…” 
 
    “Jim! Honey! It’s just a period. Women have them.” 
 
    “But…but I’m not…” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You are. You’ve had your first period. Today you are a woman!” 
 
    On his end of the phone Jimmy started to leak tears, then he put his hand to his head. He was starting to get a headache.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Jim was a quaking, shaking mess. After his short conversation with Ann—a conversation, which it should be noted, was very unsympathetic—he sat on the toilet and contemplated his miserable condition. 
 
    In just a few minutes his headache had swollen up and now was pounding away. He felt like a mule was kicking him him in the frontal lobes from the inside. 
 
    He held his hand, then forced himself to think. The initial flow had stopped, and it was time to put on a pad. 
 
    He unwrapped the thing and examined it. Ann had shown him how it worked, how to put it on, but it was different having to it on all by himself. 
 
    Still, it wasn’t rocket science. But the fact that he was having to work through a headache made it like rocket science. 
 
    He arranged his underwear around his ankles, figured out where the pad should be in relation to his asshole, and placed it. 
 
    A bit of adhesive helped keep the thing centered, and he wiped his ass, semi-panicking from the blood on the toilet paper, and pulled his underwear up. 
 
    Fortunately, he had did well. But it didn’t feel all that comfortable. But he could see why. 
 
    Women have their slit at the bottom. There is no package to get in the way.  
 
    He not only had a package, but he had to center the pad over his asshole, which meant he had to arrange it between his buns. 
 
    Still, though he was walking funny, it worked. 
 
    Before he left the restroom he called his boss. “Sam, I think I’m coming down with something. I really feel like…” blah blah. 
 
    But, in this day of Covid even the slightest sniffle is treated with concern. 
 
    “Head for home, buddy. Take a few days, call a doctor if you think it’s Covid.” 
 
    And so, at 10:45 Jim walked into the house. He was staggering, miserable, and holding his head. 
 
    “Jim? Are you all right?” For a moment Ann was actually worried. Even though she knew it was safe and tested, he scared her. 
 
    “I’m fine,” he blustered. Then: “I just need to rest.” 
 
    “Not yet,” she said. “You’ve spotted your panties.” 
 
    “Panties? What?” 
 
    She giggled as he twisted and looked down. 
 
    “I guess I didn’t place the pad right,” he mumbled as his face turned red. 
 
    “Well, come on to the bathroom. I’ll help you get fixed up.” 
 
    Now Jim was totally mortified. “I don’t…I don’t—“ 
 
    “You do. And stop looking so ashamed. It’s just a period.” She wasn’t mocking him now, but showing him a little sympathy. After all, she knew how debilitating a period could be. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But Ann took him into the bathroom and helped him undress. She pushed him into the shower. “It’ll help your headache, and I’ll get your pad ready. And, uh…Jim?” 
 
    He stood in the shower, the water not on, one hand on the spigot. “What?” His eyes looked bloodshot. 
 
    “I think you’re going to need a Tampon.” 
 
    “What?” He felt like crying. He was getting emotional, and his stomach roiled. 
 
    “You’ve had a gusher. And the pads don’t seem to sit well between your buns. I’ll get you a Tampon, and a liner. That should do it.” 
 
    Jim just muttered as Ann closed the door. A second later she heard the shower start up, and what sounded like a sob. 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    Oh, she felt bad for him, but not that bad. And it was a lesson he needed to learn. He was certainly going to be a little more understanding when this was over. 
 
    And that made her stop. 
 
    When it was over. 
 
    And she felt a flush come over her body. 
 
    Hell. Jim had had a boner. With all the fake blood coming out of him he was still horny. Or maybe it was making him horny. 
 
    But it was making her horny, too. 
 
    So why did it all have to end? 
 
    Thinking deeply, she retrieved the feminine products and went back to the bathroom. 
 
    Jim was toweling off and she had him bend over. She applied a bit of lube and pushed the Tampon up. “How’s that feel?” 
 
    In spite of his headache, Jim grunted. “Good.” 
 
    She latched on to his answer. Good? He didn’t complain…he just said ‘Good.’ And straightened right up. 
 
    And his dick looked even harder. 
 
    “Well, good thing we have the Tampon, because that erection you have will make a pad difficult.” 
 
    “Hey!” he said weakly, intending to complain, but he didn’t. He was too hurting to complain. 
 
    Then she sprang it on him. She hadn’t thought about it, it just popped out of her, but it rocked his world. 
 
    “Sometimes it happens, a girl’s first period really is a bit much. It looks like yours was, but don’t worry. Next month it probably won’t be that bad.” 
 
    Jim stared at her with no expression, but she could feel what was going on inside him. 
 
    Panic. Horror. Disbelief. 
 
    He said, “I’m not going to do this again.” 
 
    “Oh, yes you are,” she said firmly. “When I have a period you have a period.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes.” Pause. “If you ever want to cum again.” 
 
    He broke. He moved into her arms and cried on her shoulder. He sobbed like…well, like a girl. 
 
    She patted his shoulder. His hair was long, but it needed to be longer. “It’s okay, honey. It’s a natural part of life.” 
 
    “But…I don’t want to have a period!” 
 
    “Sorry, honey. You’re a girl now, and that’s what girls have.” 
 
      
 
    Jim slept for an hour. He was tired, he was headachy and had an upset stomach, and he was bleeding. 
 
    When he woke up Ann was waiting. “We’d better change your Tampon.” 
 
    He thought she was going to change it for him, but she made him change it. 
 
    “Oh, yuck!” he said, pulling the red thing out of him. 
 
    Ann kept a straight face. “My, this sure is giving you an erection.” 
 
    “No! That’s just a reaction.” 
 
    “That’s right, a reaction. We’ve got something up your fanny and you’re having a boner reaction.” 
 
    He said nothing, but wanted to scream. But wanting to scream was common when little girls had periods. 
 
    He managed to seat the new Tampon and Ann congratulated him, then: “Honey, you’re going to be messing your pants.” 
 
    “No! I’ll keep changing the Tampon!” 
 
    “That won’t help, but there is a solution.” 
 
    “What?” He would have been suspicious, but he was too miserable. 
 
    “Why do you think women wear dresses?” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    And she was lying. Woman don’t wear dresses because they have periods. But Jim was a man and didn’t know anything. 
 
    “But, I can’t…” 
 
    “Of course you can. Besides, your panty liner will fit better, and all you have to do to change it is lift and lower.” 
 
    Jim stood there, his mouth opening and closing as he tried to come to grips with what she had said. 
 
    Ann stood there and didn’t look down, but his dick was bobbing up and down like there was no tomorrow. 
 
    She stepped forward and put a hand on his dingus. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “No, honey. You’ve got a headache.” But she was stroking him lightly. She ran her hands under his balls and rolled them in her hands. “But let me put you in a dress and you’ll feel better, and I’ll be able to do this more.” 
 
    “Then we can have sex?” He was begging. Pure and simple, he was pleading. 
 
    “Oh, no. Not while you’re on the rag.” 
 
    He made a big gulp, or a sob, she wasn’t sure which. 
 
    She gave him a good pair of stretch panties. His ass was a little bigger than hers, but the stretchy material should work. 
 
    She helped him pull the panties up and arranged the liner in them. 
 
    His hard on grew harder. 
 
    This is working, she thought as she kissed him. And she couldn’t stop kissing him. He was just making her so horny…she was going to need a pad pretty soon herself. She was getting so wet. 
 
    Then she gave him a summer dress. It was pale pink with a white zig zag pattern on the material. It was loose in the chest, and she frowned. Now that she was actually dressing him like a woman she wanted him to look right. She didn’t want any unsightly boners; she wanted him to have a camel toe, if anything. 
 
    But, one thing at a time. 
 
    And the one thing she really needed, more than anything, was to masturbate. 
 
    Now frustrated, she told him to go mow the lawn. 
 
    When he was outside, pushing the grass mower in his pretty dress, she headed for the bedroom and rubbed out a quick one. Then she stood at the window and watched him. 
 
    Yes. His hair needed to be a little longer.  
 
    And he needed boobs. 
 
    And make up and…oh, God! What was happening to her? 
 
    She had been a happily married woman, but now she was caught up, compelled to change her husband, obsessing on his femininity. 
 
    But, had she really been happy? 
 
    He had been a bit of a bully. Picking on her for having a period was only one straw in a broom full of straws, and the camel’s back had been weakening all along. 
 
    Now she was happy. 
 
    She was happy with a sister, not some bozo who wanted to just poke away, regardless of how she felt. 
 
    She watched him stride across the grass. He was still walking a little funny, but that would change as she got him more used to Tampons, and female clothing. And…and make up. 
 
    She sighed, and stepped into the shower. 
 
      
 
    Jim pushed the lawn mower and tried to figure out what was happening. He had been a manly man, earning a living and taking care of his wife.  
 
    Even though it sometimes seemed like she didn’t need taking care of. 
 
    Sometimes it seemed like she was always trying to boss him. 
 
    But he knew that wasn’t totally true. She was responding to him, to the way he was acting. 
 
    Sure, she nagged, but usually only two times. Once a month, which he understood now, and when he…when he got a little too manly. 
 
    Toxic masculinity. Was he guilty of that? He hadn’t thought so, but now that he was having a period, and wearing a dress, and…was so fucking turned on he couldn’t believe it…maybe. 
 
    He stopped and emptied the grass catcher, then went back to pushing the mower. He was in the backyard, and totally embarrassed, even though there were no neighbors to point at him and laugh. 
 
    But even if they did…so what? 
 
    It was his life, not theirs, and if they didn’t understand how debilitating a period could be…the hell with them. 
 
    He pushed. And as he pushed, as he had these strange thoughts, the Tampon in his ass moved enough to stimulate him. And his penis was sticking straight out under his dress. 
 
    Damn! If it wasn’t for the headache and the …the leakage, this could actually be pleasurable. 
 
    The Tampon moving in him, his penis so fucking rock hard…he liked it. 
 
    And that caused a raft of other thoughts and realizations. 
 
      
 
    Jim didn’t get his hair cut, and the people at work noticed it. 
 
    “Getting a little shabby up there, eh, Jim?” Sam smiled at him. 
 
    But Jim didn't care. His statistics were up, and that’s something no boss is going to argue with. 
 
    Besides, Ann had told him not to cut it. She told him she wanted him to look more beautiful. And since she had her hand on his penis most of the time, he acquiesced pretty easily. 
 
    He still wore a suit at work, but she had him wearing panties and bra, and garter and nylons, under his suit. 
 
    At home, however, he was expected to wear a dress, and even a dabble of make up. 
 
    It started with a pale pink that wasn’t much pinker than his normal lips, but it seemed like it was getting pinker, or maybe even more red. 
 
    And he was taking some special vitamins she had brought home for him. He didn’t know what they were, but it seemed that he was getting even more emotional. 
 
    More emotional than the periods he had every couple of weeks should have made him. 
 
    “Isn’t this more than I should be having?” he asked. 
 
    “Different girls…different menstruation cycles,” she replied. 
 
    He accepted her words, but often thought about his ‘cycle,’ and his situation. 
 
    She had her period every month. Regular as clock work. 
 
    She set him up on a two to three week cycle. 
 
    It seemed like one or the other of them was always on the rag, and it seemed like he was never going to get sex. 
 
    But, did he really need it? 
 
    YES! 
 
    But he didn’t know what to do to get out of the cycle she had him in. 
 
    The problem was…he liked it. 
 
    He had had a half a dozen periods now, and after the first one she had somehow eliminated the headaches. Without the headaches it was nice to feel the stimulation to his anal passage. Sure, it was messy, but…he had to face it now…his penis was more and more excited. 
 
    He liked the lingerie and the dresses. He liked the monthly stimulation. And, surprise, he really liked being horny all the time. 
 
    He was caught in the excitation phase of sex, and it was thoroughly enjoyable. 
 
    Yes, he would have cum in a second, had he the opportunity, but he never seemed to have that chance. 
 
    She was just too good at managing his periods, and…he loved the way she seemed to actually love him more. 
 
    He was constantly being accosted. Just walking through the house she would assault him. Push him up against a wall and feel his cock. Stroke him. Palpate his testicles. And kiss him, kiss him, kiss him. 
 
    Whatever this period thing was doing to him, it was doing double to her. He had never seen her so happy. She glowed all the time. 
 
    Which put him in a quandary. 
 
      
 
    “Ann?” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    She looked up from where she was reading a Grace Mansfield novel. 
 
    “We should have a talk.” 
 
    She sighed, put the book aside, and faced him. And felt a thrill course through her pussy. 
 
    God! He was gorgeous! His hair was getting long, and the estrogen was making it shiny. It was also reshaping some of the fat on his face, making him look more feminine. 
 
    She was so glad she had decided to start him on Hormone Replacement Therapy. 
 
    “Okay. What?” 
 
    He sat down and faced her and dealt with his thoughts. He had asked for this discussion, but what did he really want to say? 
 
    “Well, I know those aren’t vitamins you’ve been giving me.” 
 
    She kept a straight expression on her face. She knew he would figure it out eventually, but she didn’t think it mattered. 
 
    “Why do you say that?” 
 
    “Because…I’m growing breasts.” 
 
    She exulted. Gave herself a mental fist pump to the sky. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “And I think…I think my penis is growing smaller.” 
 
    Oh, yes. It was. It had shrunk an inch. She could tell when she groped him, and she was surprised it had taken this long for him to say something. 
 
    “How big are they?” 
 
    He pulled the material of his dress tight across his chest. She could see the outline of his bra, but she could also see that the material was pushing forth, that the nipples were stiff and prominent. 
 
    “Can I see them?” 
 
    He reached himself—he had lost muscle mass and grown more flexible—and undid the buttons. He lowered the top of his dress and showed his tits. 
 
    They weren’t big, but they were definite boobs. They thrust forward, were downright perky, and his nipples had grown quite a bit larger. 
 
    Without asking, Ann reached out and cupped his boobs. They were big enough to fill her hands. Eyeing him, watching him closely, she leaned forward. The nipple fit in her mouth. She could feel the texture, it was like a hard pebble, and she roughed her tongue over it. 
 
    “Oh,” Jim groaned. 
 
    She licked him a few more times, then did his other nipple. 
 
    Jim felt like he was going to explode. His balls ached, and thought they were slightly smaller he could feel the urgency in them. 
 
    The real thrill was the feeling like a bolt of electricity shooting from his nipples to his groin. He had never felt anything like that! 
 
    “Well, yes. I did think you needed to adjust your hormone level, and, yes., those vitamins are hormones. They seem to be working wonderfully. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    She leveled her eyes at him and almost dared him to object. But he had no intention of protesting. 
 
    “Uh, yes. But, uh…” 
 
    “Yes? 
 
    “It’s pretty obvious that you don’t want to make love to me anymore, and, uh, I wondered what you had in mind.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” She was actually a bit confused. 
 
    “I understand that you might not want my dick, it is getting shorter, and even shrinking in girth a bit, but…I really do like having sex. At least of some kind.” 
 
    Bingo. She got it. Butt boy speaks! 
 
    “So you’re having a period right now, correct?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then go ahead and have it, and next week I’ll figure something out.” 
 
    He grinned. “Thanks, honey.” 
 
    She almost came right there. He was weak, simpering, and the weaker he got, the more servile he got, the stronger she felt. 
 
    Then she grew thoughtful. He was right, but in more ways than one. 
 
    She didn’t want his little weenie any more. His submission was better than sex. But…should she give up sex? 
 
    She thought not. After all, she remembered those big orgasms he used to give her. They were great, and though she was out of practice, at least with real, meat weenies, maybe she should consider taking on a lover or two. 
 
      
 
    That whole week Ann spent thinking about sex with a stud. Somebody who could service her, but…just a booty call. She wanted the sex, but not the messiness of another man. 
 
    Heck, she already had one, and that was enough. 
 
    But, before she took on a lover she had to figure out how to give Jim relief. 
 
    Odd. When he was a man she felt a duty to lay down. But now that he was soft, she still felt a duty. But not to spread her legs. To…geez, she didn’t know. Spread his legs? 
 
    And that thought brought her to the solution. 
 
    Ann powered up the computer and typed in, ‘how do you give men relief without fucking them.’ 
 
    At first there were the usual boring Google sponsored ads, usually magazine like articles. ‘How to turn a man on without touching him,’ and so on. 
 
    Then she found some more in depth writing, and amongst the writing she found a couple of possibilities. 
 
    At first she was surprised, but quite intrigued. She read, googled more questions, found porn sites, specified her questions, and…it was the simplest thing in the world to satisfy a man without giving him sex. In fact, it was a lot easier than giving him sex. 
 
      
 
    “Have a seat, honey.” 
 
    Jim was wearing a dress, and his boner was, as usual pushing the dress up. 
 
    She frowned at his bump, then smiled. Not much longer, and we’ll handle that. 
 
    He sat down at the dining table, and she sat catty corner to him. She had prepared drinks and she sipped and nodded for him to do the same. 
 
    He did. And as he sipped, and left the imprint of his red lipstick on the glass, she thought about how submissive he had become. He really enjoyed letting her make the decisions. 
 
    Well, she was about to make another one for him. 
 
    “Jim, I’ve researched it, and I know how to give you relief without the sex aspect of it all.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. So let’s get drunk and I’ll show you.” 
 
    “Is it that bad that I have to get drunk?” 
 
    “Of course not. But just like we used to go out, party a bit, and then have sex, this will be much the same.” 
 
    “Sex without sex?” he asked. 
 
    “Sort of.” 
 
    “Do I need to get turned on?” 
 
    It was an odd question since he was turned on all the time. She answered it blandly. “You don’t, but I think you’ll be turned on. Real turned on.” 
 
    So they sipped, and chatted, and she watched him closely. 
 
    He was actually acting more feminine than she did. 
 
    He liked to wear high heels more than she did, and he loved to make the clicking sound. Of course the clicking sound was a powerful sound, but it was the power of a woman. She didn’t need that anymore. 
 
    He liked to wear red lipstick, whereas she just liked a shade of pink now and then. So he was seeking female power more and more, and she was latching onto male power. 
 
    That was an interesting, little change of roles. 
 
    He liked dresses, she sometimes liked male shorts. 
 
    He liked his little weenie all pressed up inside his underwear, struggling to get out. 
 
    She liked the roominess of male pants. 
 
    So what was about to happen was okay. In fact, later on she would realize that there was no way around it. 
 
    Finally, he was a little high, and giggly. He was getting off on the little hints she was dropping. Hints like, ‘You’ll love it with me taking charge.’ Or, ‘You’ll find that dress really works with what I’ve got in mind.’ 
 
    She was a little high, and feeling very, very excited. She could feel shivers running down her chest and right to her pussy. She was almost trembling, and she finally put a hand on his hand. 
 
    “Okay, honey, there’s two ways we can go. We can simply milk you. I play with your prostate until you just leak out. That’s a very horny method, you’ll be quite excited and unable to calm your dick down.” 
 
    “What’s the other method?” he asked, gulping loudly. 
 
    “A strap on. I simply do you until you lose your load. Again, you’ll be horny afterwards, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    Jim had never felt so excited. His penis was, in spite of being small, rock hard. His anus was literally quivering. 
 
    Either way, milking, with whatever that entailed, or the strap on, he was going to be relieved. 
 
    “So which do you want?” 
 
    “Do I have to…I think I need to experience both before making a decision.” 
 
    “Of course you do. But which do you want tonight?” 
 
    He really didn’t know, and finally he settled for asking her to flip a coin, then do whatever the coin toss indicated. Without telling him. 
 
    She flipped, grinned and didn’t show him the coin, and led him back to the bedroom. 
 
    He went eagerly. 
 
    When he had first had his period she had told him he was ‘now a woman.’  
 
    But that wasn’t totally true. He wasn’t a woman until he had sex the way a woman had sex. 
 
    But what was she going to do to him? Milk him? Or fuck him? 
 
    The answer came when she reached into her dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on. 
 
    He stared at the long, plastic dong and grew faint. 
 
    He was supposed to take that…that…big, thick club? 
 
    “Now you’ll see why women prefer dresses.” She pushed him over the bed, pulled up his dress and lowered his panties. 
 
    The air was cool on his brown button, and he jerked when she began lubing him. 
 
    She massaged his buttocks while she applied the lubricant. 
 
    “You’re going to love this, honey. Just remember to relax and let it happen.” 
 
    He blurted, “I’m going to lose my virginity.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she cooed. “Just like any young girl. When I’m done you’re going to be my property. And you’ll love it.” 
 
    He was shivering now, and his legs were shaking and he felt like he could hardly stand up. But he didn’t need to stand up. All he needed to do was stay there, bent over the bed, and learn the facts of life. 
 
    She took him then. And he cried a little, and there were a few drops of blood, but then the awesome pleasure of female sex took over.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Jim was going to work earlier now, because he had to get off earlier. He had to get off earlier because he had to fix dinner and do the chores that he hadn’t gotten to in the morning. things like the laundry, vacuuming, and so on. 
 
    When he got home he spent a lot of time preparing a delicious meal for Ann. While she rested in the recliner, reading the paper (or Grace Mansfield story), or watching women’s tennis on TV, he peeled the potatoes, washed the greens, prepared a salad, and cooked his steak. 
 
    These days he liked his steaks in little pieces, mixed in with a salad. 
 
    After dinner he washed the dishes, then came in and rubbed Ann’s feet.  
 
    She would relax, and if he was lucky, and she was in the mood, she would take him to the bedroom and drain him. Or, if he was really lucky, screw him. 
 
    On this night, however, she delayed, enjoyed the foot rub a bit longer, then cleared her throat. 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “I’m been thinking.” 
 
    “Yes?” Jim didn’t always understand when Ann was thinking about, even when she explained it to him, and this night was no different. 
 
    “I think it’s about time we gave you a little Depo Provera.” 
 
    “What will that do?” 
 
    “It will help reduce your erections.” 
 
    Jim nibbled his lip a bit and worried. 
 
    “Does that mean you’re not going to have sex with me anymore?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, no! We’ll have sex as much as I want!” 
 
    Jim smiled. He was so emotional these days, and he dried a tear and controlled a sniff. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “In fact, we’ll have sex tonight…” 
 
    Jim brightened up. His face lit up and he grinned. 
 
    “Just as you take this Depo Provera.” 
 
    Ann held out a pill. Jim stared at it, then reached out and took it. He held it for a moment and stared at it, then he looked up at his wife. “But we’re going to have sex tonight?” 
 
    Ann nodded. 
 
    “Okay.” And Jim popped the pill into his mouth. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
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