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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck. I’m horny.” 
 
    Jack turned and stared at his wife. 
 
    “Honey?” her voice wheedled. 
 
    “Heysoos!” Jack muttered. “Not again.” 
 
    They were in a museum, talking in hushed voices. Old Masters watched them from the walls. 
 
    Sarah was trembling with excitement. 
 
    “Honey, you promised me you wouldn’t do this to me again.” 
 
    “Yeah, but this is so perfect!” 
 
    “There’s people here. That closet is in use. There’s tons of security here!” 
 
    Sarah didn’t care. Her lip was shivering with desire. “I’m going to get you off.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She moved close to him. She was a slender girl with big boobs and lips like Angelina Jolie. Her eyes were green and hungry under her arched eyebrows.  
 
    “I’m going to suck you right here.” 
 
    “Stop it!” He grabbed her wrist and tried to get her hand out of his pants, but she had a hold of his weenie. And his weenie, traitor that it was, was getting harder and harder. 
 
    “We can’t do this!” 
 
    “But it’s so exciting!” 
 
    “Not if we get caught.” 
 
    “And what are they going to do? Arrest you for cumming in the first degree?” 
 
    “Lewd and lascivious. Public indecency.” 
 
    “Squirting in an unauthorized manner?” 
 
    They were behind a large statue of an Indian facing a bear. The Indian had a knife in his teeth. The bear had teeth like knives. 
 
    Her hand started moving, stroking, her thumb on his head. “Feel that, bitch,” she whispered. 
 
    “Sarah,” he whimpered. “I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “I’m not letting go until you squirt,” she warned. 
 
    His cock was throbbing. She hadn’t made love with him for a week, and now he knew why. She had been thinking about this the whole while. 
 
    “I’m not squirting!” he hissed. 
 
    “Then they’ll catch us. Me with my hand in your pants.” She giggled and managed to get both hands into the front of his pants. He tried to move away, but she really had him now. 
 
    He looked around desperately. They were surrounded by statues, watched by paintings, and visitors to the museum were in the room next to them. They could hear them moving around, and it would be only a minute until they were in the room with Jack and Sarah. 
 
    “Please!” he begged. 
 
    She pulled one hand out of his pants, acting all disappointed, then she managed to pull his zipper down. 
 
    He ‘eeked,’ and she helped his cock pop into view. 
 
    “Sarah! They can see!” 
 
    She was on her knees, chuckling. “Nobody’s here yet.” Then she had her mouth on his dong. 
 
    Sarah had those sweet, sweet lips, and she bobbed her head and he felt the heavenly slither of her mouth over his dick. 
 
    “Oh…oh…fuck!” 
 
    “Mommy! What’s in this room? 
 
    Footsteps on the marble floor. 
 
    People were entering the room from the other side of the statue. It was only a matter of seconds, and Jack knew there was no other way out. 
 
    “UNH!” he tried. 
 
    “What’s that?” from the other side of the statue. 
 
    Jack sighed and squirted his load into Sarah’s hot mouth. Pulse after pulse. 
 
    “Mommy?” 
 
    A  six year old boy in jeans and a hoodie peered around the statue. 
 
    Jack showed his back to the boy as Sarah stood up. 
 
    “Hey! What are you doing?” 
 
    Sarah pulled his zipper up with one hand, smiled at Jack, and Jack knew what was coming. No place to lose his jizz, she plastered her mouth on his. He could taste the cum. This was one of those things he hated, but loved. The hot taste of semen, a bit slimy, and he started swallowing as she spit it into his mouth. 
 
    “Tommy, what—oh!” 
 
    Tommy’s mother caught up to him and stared at Jack and Sarah. The air was thick with the smell of sex, and they looked happily guilty. 
 
    “Hi,” said Sarah insouciantly, then she led Jack around the statue and out of the room. 
 
    Jack was humiliated, she was giggling. 
 
    “We almost got caught!” he complained. 
 
    “But we didn’t. Where do you want to do it next?” 
 
    They walked through the museum to the front entrance, then out the door. 
 
    “At home. In bed. Late at night.” Jack did not sound happy. 
 
    “God! I give the best head in the world, and you complain!” 
 
    “I love your BJs, but you always want to do them in public places! 
 
    “It makes it more exciting.” 
 
    “Fine for you! But I’m the one that’s going to be going to jail.” 
 
    Sarah put on a little sulk and moved away from him. “Gosh. You’d think that I did something wrong!” 
 
    “Not wrong, just the wrong place and time.” 
 
    Sarah made a huffing sound. Jack caught up to her and grabbed her hand. “Look, honey. I love it, you’re the best, but…we need to figure another way of having sex.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “You find another way, and I’ll try it.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “But if it doesn’t work then it’s going to come back on you.” 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    They reached their car and Jack headed out for Malibu. There was a restaurant there that they liked. And since he had already squirted he didn’t have to worry about Sarah doing him under the table or anything. 
 
    The Malibu Inn had wood floors and wooden booths. It had a beach decor and smelled of generations of surfers. They sat down and ordered breakfast for lunch. The waitress brought their orders, and they sat and ate and sipped on Cokes. 
 
    “When did you first discover public sex?” 
 
    Sarah poured syrup on her pancakes. “All the boys wanted sex, but I didn’t want to. So I started giving them hand jobs. I discovered that they went crazy when I jacked them off in a semi public place. From there it was all downhill.” 
 
    “So you’re a prick tease.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “But I’m your husband! Can’t we just do normal?” 
 
    She placed her hand on his. “Honey, it’s a feeling of power. I control you. When you become terrified and your face scrunches up in fear, I know you’re about to have the best squirt of your life. Is that really so bad?” 
 
    “You’d know if the shoe was on the other—“ he stopped talking and got a far away look in his eyes.” 
 
    “Other foot? I don’t think so. In case you haven’t noticed, Mr. Man, I ain’t got no dick. No squirtee from me, thankee no.” 
 
    But now Jack was thinking. “What if there was a way?” 
 
    “For you to jack my non-existent dick off?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She blinked, then: “Was that last cum a little too hard? Did you blow out a few brain cells?” 
 
    “No…no. But I think…give me a day, babe, and I’ll show you what I have in mind.” 
 
    She frowned at him.  
 
    He smiled. 
 
      
 
    That night Jack spent some time on the internet. The odd thing was that he wasn’t sure exactly what he was looking for, he just had a vague idea. 
 
    He went through porn sites, came across a couple of instances of remote control orgasms, and that led him to look through various sex toy sites, and he finally found it. The ad read: 
 
      
 
    The Wuzzer Buzzer! 
 
    App enabled 
 
     
 
    Looking for that extra, little thrill? Want to give your lady love a little boost? Try the Wuzzer Buzzer. From anywhere in the world you can tickle her fancy! Male and female models. 
 
      
 
    Jack received the package on a Friday afternoon, just in time for the week end. He took the package into his computer room and opened it up. 
 
    There were two Wuzzer Buzzers! 
 
    What the fuck? He took out the instructions and read them, and realized what had happened. He had ordered the ‘hers’ model,’ and some minimum wage worker too lazy to read had sent him the ‘his and hers’ package. 
 
    Well, that was okay. He would just put the ‘his’ Wuzzer Buzzer in a drawer and— 
 
    “What do you have there?” 
 
    Jack jumped and spun. “Heysoos, lady! You have to stop sneaking up on me!” 
 
    Sarah just smiled and reached for one of the Wuzzer Buzzers. “Ooh, look at this! Somebody wants to play!” 
 
    He grinned. “Yeah, I got you a remote controlled toy. I’ll be able to make you orgasm whenever I want to.” 
 
    “So this is the revenge you were plotting for last week.” 
 
    “Guilty. So, how about it? Want to go out tonight?” 
 
    She smiled, held the Wuzzer Buzzer up, examined it. “It’s a little small.” 
 
    “It’s designed to hit your G spot.” 
 
    “And what about this one?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s just a spare.” 
 
    But Sarah was too quick. “Tis not. That’s for a male. It’s shaped different, and it’s blue, this one is pink. His and hers.” 
 
    “I have to return it. They made a mistake.” 
 
    “Oh, hardee har, as if. If I get to wear this one, then you get to wear that one.” 
 
    “Honey, you know I’m not a big fan of anal.” 
 
    “It’s small, curved to fit. You’re going to love it.” 
 
    “I bought this for you!” 
 
    “And you got a little extra. If you want me to play, then you have to play.” 
 
    She was reading the instructions as she spoke. “Wow, these synch to phones. Let’s get syncing.” 
 
    Jack protested, but it was useless, Sarah had seen the enemy and she had conquered. She was astute with electronics, and she synched her phone in a handful of seconds, then she reached for his phone. 
 
    “Synch it to your Wuzzer Buzzer.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    She handed him his phone and said, “Okay, handsome, let’s try these devil devices out.” 
 
    He grinned. “I sort of wanted to go out and try them out.” 
 
    “Without knowing what we’re getting into?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Her eyes glistened with excitement. “Now that’s the bad boy I married.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later they got ready to go out for a few drinks. And some other fun. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he whispered to himself, “I’m going to get you so good.” 
 
    He was unaware that she was thinking the same thing. 
 
    He wore shorts and a polo shirt and expensive athletic shoes. He was ready in five minutes. 
 
    She wore a tight black dress that showed her nipples, and nylons and heels and all the other accouterments necessary to a female on the night. It took her an hour to get ready. 
 
    “Okay, baby, are you ready?” 
 
    “Ready, Freddy. Where are the Wuzzer Buzzers?” 
 
    Jack laid the two gizmos on the bed and they looked down at them. 
 
    “Remember, wait until we get there.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, you do love me.” 
 
    “Let me see how you put it in,” he said. 
 
    She lifted her hem and pulled her thong down. She dabbed a bit of lube on the bulbous thing, then slid it quickly into her pussy. “Oh, that’s perfect,” she purred. “Now you.” 
 
    Jack wasn’t used to putting things up his butt. He dropped his shorts and C ring underwear and lubed up. And couldn’t get it in. 
 
    Sarah laughed as he fumbled around. “Oh, you’re bad. You don’t even know where your asshole is.” 
 
    He smiled ruefully. “I’m just…I don’t do this much.” 
 
    “Here, give me that.” 
 
    He handed her the male Wuzzer Buzzer. She regreased it and slid it quickly up his poop chute. 
 
    “Oh!” He blurted, and he straightened up. “I can feel that!” 
 
    “It’s not just your P spot,” she observed. “It’s rubbing against your prostate. You’re going to feel it worse than I do.” 
 
    He stood there, and his face was actually a little red. 
 
    She laughed. “Come on, honey, let’s go sit down and have a thrill.” 
 
    She took his hand and lead him out to the car, and sitting down did afford him a thrill. He felt the thing rubbing against his prostate, and that made it feel like he was going to pee. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can do this,” he gulped. 
 
    “Want me to drive?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She pursed her lips in humor. He really was having a rough time with this thing. 
 
    She drove and he sat on the passenger seat and absorbed every bump on the road. It felt like a finger was rubbing his inner nut every time she hit a pothole. And when she hit a speed bump he groaned. 
 
    “Good Lord! You really are enjoying this!” 
 
    His eyes were half shut. “I’m afraid I’m going to cum in my pants.” 
 
    “I’ve got to see this,” she quipped. 
 
    They parked in the lot behind Charlie Coyote’s and she actually had to help him out of the car. 
 
    “”Fuck,” he wheezed, trying to walk. 
 
    She link her arm with his and kept him steady as they crossed the parking area. 
 
    “Why aren’t you having any trouble?” 
 
    “I am. I’m just not a big baby.” 
 
    Charley Coyote’s is the swankest nightclub in LA. During the day it is a swinging restaurant. During the night the studs and babes take over.  
 
    Fortunately, Jack knew people, and they walked past the long line of people waiting to get in. 
 
    “Hey, Jack! Right this way?” The bouncer unhooked the velvet rope and they stepped into the nightclub. 
 
    The front room was big, and there was a parquet area for people to dance. As they entered they observed a half a dozen professional dancers doing a complex group shuffle on the parquet. Lots of celebs hung at Charly Coyote’s, and these dancers were definitely professional. 
 
    Sarah took pity on Jack and deposited him at a small table on the side of the room. He watched the dancers cut shapes, moonwalk and do all the simple but difficult dance steps. 
 
    He was breathing hard. The Wuzzer Buzzer hadn’t even been used and he was feeling like his dick was going to pop. It was hard in his pants and he groaned as he waited for Sarah. 
 
    “Here you go, handsome.” She placed a bourbon and Coke in front of him. She was sipping from something fruity with a straw and an umbrella in it. 
 
    He gulped quickly, trying to take his mind off the fireworks threatening in his asshole. 
 
    They sat for a minute, Watching the dancers, glancing at each other. He moaned and held on, she giggled at the expression on his face. 
 
    “Well, lover, who wants to go first?” 
 
    “Go ahead,” he waved a hand. He actually meant for her to go ahead and let him work the app, but he was so befuddled by the sensations he was experiencing it came out totally backwards. 
 
    Her cell phone was on the table and she grinned, swiped and tapped, and he sat bolt upright, was momentarily blind, and felt the surge of energy shooting up his spine. 
 
    His mouth opened, his cock nearly spurt, and he began to shake. 
 
    Sarah was laughing. “Oh, my God! Look at you!” 
 
    The jolt was momentary, the lowest setting on the Wuzzer Buzzer, but it was massive, and he slowly came back to himself. 
 
    “What? Who?” 
 
    Sarah was holding a hand over her mouth now, guffawing into her palm. “The look on your face! I can’t believe it.” 
 
    He looked at his hands, his whole body was sweaty. He could hardly talk. “Was that…was that…” 
 
    Sarah struck the table with a fist, then put a palm over his wrist. “Honey, I have never seen anything like that in my life!” 
 
    “Oh,” he mumbled. He lifted his glass, it was empty, he put it down. “Can I have another drink?” 
 
    Sarah, still laughing, waved to a waiter, then turned back to Jack. “I think we’ve just found our new thrill.” 
 
    “I think I want to take it out,” he was dazed, not sure he could stand up. He held to the table and the room spun a bit. 
 
    ZZZZZ! 
 
    She tapped him again, and his head jerked back, his eyes rolled and, again, his penis felt like it was about to discharge.  
 
    It took a moment for him to figure out who he was, where he was. 
 
    “Please…please…no more.” 
 
    But Sarah was a child with a new toy. She sat, laughing, giggling, and waited until he was nearly himself again. 
 
    “Are you ready?” she asked, holding her cell phone. 
 
    He raised a hand and drank his drink, the whole thing, in a few gulps. 
 
    He put the empty glass on the table, hunched over it. “I don’t think we should— 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    He twitched, his eyes rolled. He was holding to the table, but he started drooling . 
 
    Sarah was beside herself. She held her hand over her mouth and couldn’t stop laughing. 
 
    She gave him a break then. When he recovered enough she got him to dance with her. But he was so wasted he could barely hold on to her, and for her it was like she was holding a man made of rubber. He shuffled his feet and felt like he was about to melt into a puddle right on the parquet. 
 
    Jack stared at people. On one hand, he was sheathed in a golden glow of orgasm. And it was good. 
 
    On the other hand, he had never felt so out of control in his life. His legs were now officially noodles, and he was having a rough time just thinking. 
 
    They went back to the table, had another drink. 
 
    “I think we should leave,” said Jack. 
 
    “Not a chance, lover boy. I’ve never had such fun in my life.” 
 
    Jack was dazed, but he suddenly had a thought. He reached into pocket and felt his cell phone. He took it out. 
 
    Sarah, to be honest, had a bit of the bully in her. She liked dishing it out, but she couldn’t take it. 
 
    “Hey, not yet. I’m not read—“ 
 
    ZZZZZZZ! 
 
    Her arms flopped out and her head twisted a bit and her eyes went blank. 
 
    She was a woman who liked to be in charge. Even of her husband, though in a kind and gentle way. But now, victim to his Wuzzer Buzzer, she shook and trembled and a bit of spittle appeared at the corner of her mouth. 
 
    Jack just sat there, hand on cell phone, and stared at her. She got off on this, but he didn’t. Still, he was so overloaded with her buzzing him that he didn’t wait. As soon as she was halfway back to normal he buzzed her again. 
 
    ZZZZZZZ! 
 
    “Nu….nu…nu…” she stuttered. She felt like her pussy had just exploded. Her tits felt warm, and her nipples twinkled in some weird twilight of the mind. 
 
    “Don’t…” she said. “Don—“ 
 
    ZZZZZZZ!
She was like a rag doll, shaking in her seat, barely able to sit up. 
 
    Jack said, “How do you like that?” 
 
    She orgasmed, hard, and started to fall. A passing waiter provided a butt to fall against, and she managed to stay seated. 
 
    He waited, and that was his mistake. He should have run for cover. Woman are, after all, the more vicious of the species. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    Second setting, and Jack actually fell out of the chair and sprawled on the floor. 
 
    A passing couple helped him up, laughed at the slack look on his face. “Looks like you’ve had enough, buddy.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Sarah had managed to stand up. She stood, swaying at the edge of the parquet floor. Her pussy felt like it was in tatters. 
 
    Jack pressed his phone. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    She staggered sideways, and only the fact of the dance floor being packed kept her from falling down. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    She zapped Jack back as he walked towards her, and suddenly he was staggering, rubber legged, trying to figure out which way was up. His cock was leaking and the front of his pants was showing a wet spot. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. She felt like her pelvis had just erupted.  She wasn’t normally a woman who squirted, but she felt like she was about to spray pussy juice down her legs. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    Jack looked like the proverbial drunken sailor, walking slanted through a wind of orgasmic nature. His hips were moving back and forth and the spot on his pants grew larger. 
 
    Now people were noticing them. Dancers moved back and watched as they performed their own dance. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    Back and forth, they waged a battle of the most terrible lust and control. 
 
    They were headed for the entrance, and the bouncers hovered, but they were just doing a weird shaking dance. 
 
    He officially squirted, and people howled and pointed at his crotch as semen seeped through. 
 
    She squirted, and the discharge was so ferocious it went right through her dress. 
 
    Then they were squeezing through the front door. In close proximity, they grabbed hold of each other and stumbled past the bouncers. 
 
    The bouncers grinned. They had seen a few people leave Charley Coyote’s like this. 
 
    A light rain was starting to fall. 
 
    They wobbled past the line of people who were holding purses over their heads, lifting jackets up to cover themselves. They turned into the parking lot. They had just had their first real fight, and the Wuzzer Buzzer had turned out to be a sexual hand grenade of immense proportions. 
 
    Yet they loved each other. And they spoke not as they tottered through the parking area. 
 
    They were forty feet from their car, and Jack whispered, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    She was crying, the rain was falling harder, her hair was getting wet, but she didn’t care. 
 
    “Me, too,” she said. 
 
    They were thirty feet away from their car, in the middle of the parking lot, and here is where the measurements of the cosmos happened. 
 
    If they had been ten seconds faster, or ten seconds slower. If they had been ten feet further along, or ten feet from the middle of the parking lot…but they weren’t. 
 
      
 
    ZZZZZZZZZZ! 
 
      
 
    Apple can tout their phones as being safe. 
 
    People can lecture on the dangers of G5. 
 
    Perhaps the Wuzzer Buzzers in their private parts had something to do with it. 
 
    Lightening lanced down through the sky and coursed through them. Did the phones have anything to do with it? Or did some God somewhere just chortle and point his finger? 
 
    No matter. They were thrust apart, flung through the air, and crumpled on the wet tar. 
 
    Yet, they were somehow aware, each of them watching, as from afar, as the smell of ozone dissipated, as the people screamed, as people came to help them. 
 
    They had open eyes and they turned their heads as one and looked for each other. 
 
    Neither was crying, for they were far beyond tears. 
 
    “Call an ambulance!” 
 
    Jack jerked first, moved a leg, tried to sit up. 
 
    “Just lay there, fella, there’s help on the way. 
 
    Jack brushed away the hand that was trying to keep him down and sat up. 
 
    Ten feet away Sarah was twitching. Her arms flailed, and she pushed people away. “I’m all right.” She was white-eyed, hair sprung, and her tits felt like they had road rash, but she sat up. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    “Right here?” 
 
    In spite of the people gathered around, they stood up, teetered towards each other, and fell into each other’s arms. 
 
    They stood for a long moment, just holding each other up. Around them people buzzed. 
 
    “I never seen anything like that!” 
 
    “They actually got struck by lightening!” 
 
    “Did you see that?” 
 
    Then Jack and Sarah stumbled towards their car. The crowd held for a moment, then began to disperse. 
 
    Ever the gentleman, Jack helped Sarah into their car. 
 
    Sarah sat in shock as Jack moved around the car, one hand on the car the whole way, and crawled into the driver’s seat. 
 
    They sat, the rain drumming on the roof of the car, then looked at each other. “Fuck,” said Sarah. 
 
    “Double fuck,” responded Jack. 
 
    The lightening strike had boiled the booze out of them, and the Wuzzer Buzzers, as they would learn when they got home, were toast. They sat for fifteen minutes, then Jack started the car and drove slowly home. 
 
    “We got hit,” mumbled Sarah. She had a slight lisp, but that would go away by morning. 
 
    “Shit,” observed Jack sagely. 
 
    He parked the car in the driveway and they entered the house, again holding each other up. 
 
    Inside the house they teetered towards the bedroom. They sat on the bed. 
 
    “I’ve got to get this thing out of me,” Jack commented. 
 
    Sarah said nothing. She wiped her mouth, a smear of lipstick, then picked her nose. 
 
    Jack turned over and tried to work the Wuzzer Buzzer out of his rectum. “A little help?” he suggested. 
 
    Sarah leaned on his ass, gripped the bit of plastic, and pulled. It came out, and it was a melted mess.  
 
    In what would turn out to be just one more anomaly in a sequence of anomalies, the thing had melted without scorching his ass. 
 
    “Me,” she said, dropping the Wuzzer Buzzer on the floor. 
 
    She leaned back and spread her legs. 
 
    Jack put a forearm on her thigh, leaned over and gripped the base of her Wuzzer Buzzer. She sighed when he pulled it out, then she sat up and looked at what Jack was holding. 
 
    It was still pink, but that was about all. It was melted, disfigured, didn’t look like a dildo or a plug at all. 
 
    “Why didn’t that burn me?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Want to go to sleep?” he asked. 
 
    “I suppose. 
 
    They both leaned back, their backs on the bed, their legs off the side of the bed, and were instantly asleep. 
 
      
 
    Jack dreamed of bunny rabbits laughing at him. “Thou shalt not give, but receive,” they chanted. They were pink, and he asked the largest one of the laughing Bugs Bunnys, “Are you supposed to be an elephant?” 
 
    “How big a dick would I have then?” The big, pink rabbit, turned him around and kicked him in the ass. His big, floppy, thumper foot felt like a sledge hammer, and Jack groaned in his dream and in his sleep. 
 
      
 
    Sarah dreamed of women. They were wearing robes and sitting around her in a circle. They were like Goddesses, on Olympus in the clouds. 
 
    “Now you’ve done it, sister. We’re going to have to ask you to leave.” 
 
    “But…what? Why?” 
 
    “Because you’ve abused your pussy for the last time.” 
 
    “But I haven’t done anything!” 
 
    One of the women, much larger than her, stood up and walked towards her. 
 
    “Please! I don’t understand!” 
 
    “You will,” said the Goddess, turning her by the shoulders so she faced her squarely.  
 
    Then the Goddess took a step forward, launched a foot, and kicked Sarah right in the pussy! 
 
    Sarah folded up, flew away, hurtled by the pain in her pussy through the Olympian clouds. 
 
    “No!” she screamed. “NOO-ooo-ooo!” She fell through the clouds, a missile bound for earth. 
 
      
 
    Jack awoke first. He remembered everything, and groaned. He was sore all over, but especially in the asshole.  
 
    His dick didn’t feel too good, either. 
 
    In fact, it felt like his dick had been used for a lightening rod. Which, of course, it had. 
 
    He struggled to his elbows, realized that Sarah was lying next to him, and stood up. 
 
    He shuffled across the room to the bathroom. He stood in front of the mirror and stared at himself. 
 
    He didn’t need a shave, and that was odd. He had a thick beard and he always needed a shave. 
 
    He rubbed his cheek, and felt the need to pee. He moved towards the toilet. 
 
    On the bed, Sarah came to. She heard Jack in the bathroom and knew she had to stand up. She had to move. 
 
    But she hurt so much. In fact her pussy felt like somebody had used it for a football and kicked the longest field goal in history. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she mumbled as she sat up. 
 
    Jack was in the bathroom. She had to go. but…something was wrong. Her chest…something…and the pain down there. 
 
    She raised a hand to feel what was wrong with her chest, and her eyes opened in shock. 
 
    She looked down. Her big, beautiful boobs were no more! And, looking past, through the space her large tits had once occupied, she saw her groin. 
 
    She saw her penis. Her slit was no more, and her clitoris had grown, and…and…she… 
 
      
 
    Jack turned and sat on the throne. He was so messed up, and he felt like something was wrong. He looked down, and his chest was puffy. 
 
    No. Not puffy. It was his eyesight that was puffy, and he focused, and saw…tits. Big tits, larger than his. wife’s. And he looked over his new breasts and saw, in his groin…no cock. His cock had shrunk into a clitoris,, and beneath the clit was a wet looking slit. Labia. A pussy. And he…he… 
 
      
 
    …SCREAMED! 
 
    At about the same time, their voices mingling in a horror of despair and terror and shock and surprise.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Their bodies, overall, changed only a little. This was because they were both slender and about the same height. But he now had female genitalia, including breasts, and she had a dick. 
 
    “What happened?” she asked, staring in horror at him when he came to the door of the bathroom. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he held his breasts up and looked at them. They were large, and the nipples had grown proportionately. 
 
    “You’ve got a pussy,” she stated, very shocked. 
 
    “And you’ve got a dick.” 
 
    “But how can that be?” 
 
    She held her cock in her hand. Her hand was still small, and the cock was large, so it looked even larger. 
 
    He sat on the bed and pulled his labia apart and stared at the pink color. He touched his clitoris and a shiver of excitement went through him. He was stunned by how sexual it felt. 
 
    But, what else would it feel like? 
 
    “Somehow…you’ve lost yours and gotten mine, and vice versa.” 
 
    “But we didn’t trade, we just lost our own and grew our own.” 
 
    After a half hour of fruitless and frustrated talk they decided to go to the hospital. 
 
    They thought about 911, but, though it seemed an emergency to them, what would it sound like to the 911 operator? 
 
    ‘Please, sir, send a squad car, I’ve got a vagina.’ 
 
    Or, ‘I’ve got a dick emergency!’ 
 
    So they went to the front desk of the local hospital, and when the nurse asked them what was wrong, they hemmed and hawed and Jack finally muttered, “My dick fell off and I’ve got a vagina.” 
 
    The nurse stared at them, then leaned forward and picked up a phone and hit a button. “I need security at the front desk.” 
 
    Sarah opened her mouth to scream at the woman for being obtuse, but Jack pulled her away. They walked out of the hospital and back to their car. They sat in the car for a long minute, then Sarah said, “I can make an appointment with our doctor.” 
 
    And they agreed to do that. But, for right now, that was all they could do. 
 
    At home they poured a couple of drinks and went into the living room and sat down. 
 
    “You’ve got a dick,” he said. “And I’ve got a pussy.” 
 
    “And I’ve got balls, and it looks hairy down there. I shaved yesterday before we went out, but it looks all bristly now.” 
 
    “I should need a shave, but my skin feels different, and I don’t even have fuzz on my cheeks.” 
 
    “You’ve got a little on your pussy.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…it’s different.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    They sat and drank their drink, and within minutes they were ready for another. 
 
    Jack got the drinks, and looked at himself in the foyer mirror. 
 
    He handed Sarah a drink and said, “My whole body is very slightly off.” 
 
    “I know. Mine, too.” 
 
    “I feel like I’m still changing.” 
 
    Sarah said nothing. 
 
    Jack continued. “It’s hormones. I’ve probably got ovaries, my balls turned into ovaries, and they’re pumping out the estrogen.” 
 
    “And my balls are filling me with testosterone.” 
 
    “How could this happen?” 
 
    “The lightening strike.” then Jack said something sort of stupid, but in a weird way, made sense. “In Frankenstein the doctor uses electricity.” 
 
    It was dumb, idiotic, to compare their situation to an old movie. 
 
    But what had that lightening bolt done to them? They had little electrical devices in their bodies, nestled into their sex organs. The lightening must have gone through the Wuzzer Buzzer, affected their own body electricity, their very chemistry, and changed them. 
 
    But it was impossible! 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    Sarah got up and made the doctor’s appointment. When it came time to tell the nurse what for she just said, “General check up.” That put their appointment a month out, but what else was she going to say? 
 
    They weren’t hungry, but they knew they needed to eat. 
 
    Sarah fixed a couple of hot dogs and potato salad. Jack sat and watched her. 
 
    She mumbled, “You’re the woman now. You should be fixing the dinner. 
 
    Jack said nothing. He heard her, it registered, but everything was still so alien that he paid it no mind. 
 
    They sat and ate, and they felt better. 
 
    And they had another drink. 
 
    And another. 
 
    Somewhere in there the alcohol took effect, and the dismal darkness of their despair lightened. They were so stunned they couldn’t get completely drunk, but at least they relaxed. 
 
    “So how does it feel to have a pussy?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t even know how to pee with this thing.” 
 
    She laughed. “Don’t worry. If you can’t figure it out then you’ll eventually spring a leak, and then you’ll know.” 
 
    He smiled ruefully. “Spring a leak. That reminds me of all the old saws. Men, ‘Tie a knot.’ Women, ‘Put a cork in it.’” 
 
    “I think put a cork in it refers to the mouth and telling someone to shut up.” 
 
    “Put a cork in it,” he said to her. 
 
    “Doesn’t work. I’m the man now.” 
 
    “You like being the man?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t even know how to pee with this thing.” 
 
    They chuckled. It was a sad chuckle, but it was something. 
 
    They had another drink.  
 
    “Show me how to pee,” he said. 
 
    “Come on,” she grabbed his hand, and it felt weird, and she led him to the bathroom. 
 
    “Sit down and relax your pussy.” 
 
    He sat, then said, “I’m not sure how to relax my…my pussy,” he snickered. “Pussy,” he repeated, then he sniffled. 
 
    “Don’t you go crying on me with all your hormones, you big pussy,” she commanded him. 
 
    “But how do I pee?” 
 
    She knelt next to him, looked at him, then put her hand under his breasts and pressed on his belly. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She pressed lower. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She touched his mons, and they were instantly electrified. 
 
    She had touched his penis many times in their life together, but this was different. Very different. 
 
    They stared at each other, and she put a finger to his hole. Riding the edge of drunkenness, she said, “I’m going to put my finger in you.” 
 
    He said nothing, which was a ‘yes,’ then nodded. 
 
    She stuck her finger in his pussy. 
 
    He grunted, and he felt like his tits were suddenly warm. His nipples became instantly erect. 
 
    “What’s that feel like?” 
 
    “Good,” he took in his breath. 
 
    She stood up. “Feel my cock.” 
 
    Her cock was right in front of his face. He had all of the normal homophobia that a man might have, but…this was his wife. His wife’s cock. It was…okay. 
 
    He reached up and wrapped his hand around Sarah’’s penis. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “That feels funny.” 
 
    He laughed…and the pee came out of him. “Oh! His eyebrows arched up in surprise. 
 
    Sarah laughed at the sound of his tinkling. 
 
    “You peed!” 
 
    Then they were both laughing. She leaning forward, her cock touching his cheek. He looking at the big monster. 
 
    Then stopped laughing, separated, and he said, “That’s so fucking big.” 
 
    “Why weren’t you this big?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” He touched it again, held it, and jacked it. He looked up. “When you pee you tighten your muscles and just push.” 
 
    She tried it, and a jet of pee struck him in the face. 
 
    He spluttered, and she laughed and kept pissing. 
 
    For about twenty seconds she peed, and he kept pushing with his hands, then just stopped and let her wet him. 
 
    She stopped, and was laughing. He started laughing. Then he stopped. 
 
    “This is so fucking weird,” he muttered. 
 
    They stepped into the shower and washed themselves off. 
 
    “Your hair is getting longer,” she said. 
 
    “You need a haircut,” he replied. 
 
    They got out of the shower and she got some scissors and he gave her a haircut. It wasn’t a very good haircut, but the loss of a lot of her hair emphasized the basic maleness taking over her face. 
 
    Then she looked at him, took a hairbrush and started brushing out his hair. 
 
    “You don’t have enough hair.” 
 
    “It’ll keep growing.” 
 
    “And I’ll probably get bald.” 
 
    “And fat.” 
 
    “But never stupid.” Slapped the top of his head lightly. 
 
    She put the hair brush down and looked at him, and suddenly they were crying. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “I liked being a man!” 
 
    Then they went and had another drink. 
 
    The day passed in a weird mix of fast and slow, surreal interspersed with logic. 
 
    They were wearing their normal clothes, him male and her female, and eventually they had dinner. 
 
    Again, she made the remark, “You’re the bitch, you should be making the dish.” 
 
    He mumbled, “Yeah,” and it sort of sunk in a little. Then he made more drinks. 
 
    And they both knew that if it wasn’t for the alcohol they would be shrieking. 
 
    The world had, for them, gone insane. 
 
    Outside their house the world was the same. Men were men and women were women. But here, in their sanctum, men were women and women were men. 
 
    And the one thing they knew, without knowing how they knew, but was still utterly shocking, was that they were changing in their perspectives of themselves. They lived in a society in which women behaved one way and men another, and they were starting to accommodate their personalities to their changing bodies. 
 
    He was starting to think he should be acting more female, because was the kind of body he had. 
 
    And she was thinking she should be more male, because that was the kind of body she had. 
 
    They went to sleep. Sleeping in their same places. Him on the right side of the bed and her on the left. He was a step closer to the door in case he had to get up in the middle of the night and defend their home. She was on the left because it was closer to the bathroom and women usually had to tinkle more than their husbands. 
 
    But during the night he had to tinkle, and he got irritated when he found that she had left the lid up. He actually fell into the bowl, got his ass wet, and gave a light curse. He didn’t say anything, though, because as he had done when their situations were reversed, she would probably just laugh. 
 
    But when he came back to bed he looked long at the other side of the bed. 
 
     
 
    In the morning they awoke about the same time. That often happens with husbands and wives. His hair was a little bit longer, his skin softer, his boobs bigger. He sat up, and felt weird. His chest was sagging. 
 
    “How are you?” she asked, stirring, uncomfortable with the big nuts between her thighs. She had always slept with her legs closed, but the  why of the male way of sleeping was impinging on her. 
 
    “My chest is hanging. it’s heavy.” 
 
    “You need a bra.” 
 
    That startled him. A bra? He was a man! But…no. He wasn’t. 
 
    “Do you have any that will fit me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She got up and walked around the bed, male in appearance, her swinging dick suddenly hard. 
 
    “You better pee, first.” 
 
    She blinked. “So this is a morning woody. It hurts.” 
 
    She headed for the bathroom and relieved herself, then came back and rifled through her underwear drawer. She tossed him a flimsy half bra. 
 
    “This?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But it’s…thin.” 
 
    “It’s all I’ve got. As it is you’re going to be bulging. None of my other bras will come close.” 
 
    She showed him how to put it around his middle, fasten it, then turn it around and pull it up. 
 
    He stared down at the expanse of flesh bulging over the bra. 
 
    “This is indecent,” he muttered. 
 
    “Yeah,” she grinned. And…she had a hard on. 
 
    He stared at her dick. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, though she wasn’t. “I didn’t know this would happen. It really feels good, though. 
 
    “What am I…what are you…going to do with that?” 
 
    “What do you usually do with yours.” 
 
    He eyed the monster, and there was a bit of fear in him. “I don’t feel comfortable…I’m a virgin…I’m…scared.” 
 
    “Yeah. Me, too.” But she wasn’t. She was experiencing the high degree of lust that males feel when their cocks are erect. 
 
    “Can you…jack it off?” 
 
    She could, but something in her was pushing her to fuck. She compromised in her mind. “Can you jack it off?” 
 
    “It’s your dick.” 
 
    “We’re married.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Come on. Let’s…let’s do something.” 
 
    He reached out tentatively and stroked her penis. 
 
    She gasped. “Holy fuck! No wonder you like to do it so much! This is incredible!” 
 
    But he shrunk back, pulled his hand back. “I can’t.” 
 
    “What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Take a cold shower. Think of baseball.” 
 
    “I don’t even like baseball!” 
 
    But she couldn’t talk him into it. 
 
    Finally, he gave her a jockstrap to wear. “This will help keep it down a little.” 
 
    She pulled the stretchy material up and frowned. “This is fucking obscene! This is torture.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. You’re just going to have to give me more time.” 
 
    She paused, then whispered, “I apologize for all those times I told you I had a head ache. 
 
    “That’s okay.” 
 
    They were silent for a moment, then he asked her, “Can we get me dressed?” 
 
    “Sure. Sorry. I’ll try to control my dick.” But there was a bit of resentment in her voice. 
 
    She did have panties and nylons that fit him, and she helped him into those articles of clothing. 
 
    Her penis was pulsing in her jockstrap, and she felt the irritation that a horny male feels when he has been shot down. 
 
    She gave him a summer dress to wear, then got dressed herself. 
 
    Jack looked at himself in the mirror. The dress was blue with little white birds flying around the hem. It hugged his waist and too big boobs tightly, but the bottom flared out when he spun around. 
 
    Sarah stared at him dourly. She liked to spin. it should have been her that was turning around and admiring herself in the mirror. 
 
    She brushed his hair again, styled it, then sat him down. 
 
    “What now?” he asked. 
 
    “Now we have to make you up. See to your nails. 
 
    He blinked. “No!” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shut.” 
 
    And she did have the more assertive personality, so he closed his mouth. 
 
    She prepared his hands, then glued long nails on his own nails. She made them sharp, stilettos, and was aware that he was going to have a rough time in them, but…since she wasn’t going to be wearing nails, and those were the kind of nails she would have worn…she put them on, then painted them a bright red. 
 
    “My, God! Those are garish!” 
 
    “You liked it when I wore bright red. And you insisted that I paint my lips red. You called them blow job lips. And, as I recall, you insisted on a few blow jobs.” 
 
    “But that was before we went out, so I wouldn’t be bulging in my pants when we went out.” 
 
    “My,” she muttered, “how the worm has turned.” 
 
    He stared at the long fake nails, and she began scrubbing his face, cleansing it with little sponges. 
 
    He wanted to run, it felt so alien, but…this whole thing was alien, and he had to appear normal. For a girl. 
 
    She primed him, gave him pointers, and plucked his eyebrows. 
 
    “This is crazy,” he opined, staring at himself in the mirror. 
 
    “Yep, she answered, a tightness in her voice. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she admitted. “I’m just…pissed off. It’s like me about to have a period, but…really different.” 
 
    “You’re horny,” explained Jack. 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    “Of course. That’s what it feels like when women use you and refuse you.” 
 
    She stared at him. “Oh, God. I apologize for all those times I did that to you. I’d even like to go apologize to the men I knew before you.” 
 
    Properly aghast at the terribly whimsical nature of men to women, of women to men, she continued with his make up. 
 
    The hormones flooding his system were really working. His skin was almost completely transformed. The fat in his face had redistributed. His hair was even longer. It was female long now. 
 
    She curled his lashes and used eyeliner. She put shadow on his eyes, and painted his lips. 
 
    Now he couldn’t take his eyes off himself. 
 
    On one hand he was actually revolted, weird, put off. 
 
    On the other hand…he was in love. 
 
    He loved the beauty of himself. 
 
    “Now I understand,” he whispered. “Now I know why women do this.” 
 
    She felt like crying. She wasn’t going to get to do this again. 
 
    She pierced his ears, put some danglies through his lobes, and rebrushed his hair. 
 
    He was beautiful. 
 
    But the hard part was just ahead. 
 
    “Here,” she said, and she handed him a pair of heels. 
 
    His feet seemed to have shrunk a bit, for the heels went on easily. When he stood up, however, the world came undone. 
 
    “Oh! Ow!” He staggered and his ankles wobbled. 
 
    “Ha!” she laughed. “It’s not all fun and games, is it?” 
 
    He looked at her, his face a study in dismality. 
 
    “And wait until you have to wear a corset for a while.” 
 
    His turn to apologize. “I’m sorry I insisted you wear all this stuff.” 
 
    She was sage about it. She sighed. “In a way, I liked it. I’ll miss it.” 
 
    “Well, you can dress up like a girl any time you feel like it.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say, with your sexy, curvy body.” 
 
    It was her turn to dress, and suddenly she was on the happy side. She picked out some pink shorts that she had given him and which he would never wear, but which she still had a female appreciation for. She put on pink socks, a lavender tee shirt, and when she showed him a look of horror crossed his face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You look…gay.” 
 
    “Nothing wrong with that,” she said in a hurt voice. 
 
    “Not if you’re gay. But you’re not. Are you?” 
 
    She thought about that. She was a woman inside, but that ‘womanliness’ was fading.  
 
    So she was a man. 
 
    Would she still be attracted to men? Like a woman should be? 
 
    She stared at her husband. And would he be attracted to women? 
 
    “No,” he said, reading her mind. “I love you. My attitudes are changing, maybe to match my body, I don’t know, but I love you. Whatever form you’re in.” 
 
    She went to him then, like a woman coming to a man, and they hugged. 
 
    Then she gently pushed his head back, though he was taller than her in heels, and touched her lips to his. 
 
    It was a wonderful kiss. It was the first real kiss they had tried since changing. It was warm and most, and Sarah tasted lipstick from the male viewpoint, and it was delicious. 
 
    She wanted to lick his lips until they were bare, they reapply lipstick and do it again. 
 
    But she knew he would not appreciate her messing up his lipstick. 
 
    They parted, held hands for a moment, gazed into each others eyes, and he said, “You’re going to need to shave.” 
 
    She started to giggle, then realized she couldn’t. 
 
    Males and females are both capable of giggling, but the female more so, and now…now she was feeling a reticence to manifesting that expression of humor. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” though there was a loss inside her. 
 
    “What do we do now?” he asked. “We’re all dressed up.” 
 
    “I guess we go out.” 
 
    This was actually a big step. They were comfortable, sort of, with each other as the opposite sex that they were, but the rest of the world…to show the rest of the world what they had become…that was weird. 
 
    Offsetting. 
 
    “We have to,” she said. “We can’t live life in a barrel.” 
 
    They went out to the car, and Jack circled to the passenger side. 
 
    “You want me to hold the door open for you?” 
 
    “Tomorrow,” he said. “By tomorrow we’re going to be more changed.” 
 
    “If that’s possible,” she whispered as she stepped into the car. 
 
    Yet there was something comforting about being male and behind the wheel. It felt right to drive, a beautiful woman beside him. 
 
    They drove through town, nervous, yet searching for the right place to get out and be seen. 
 
    They talked about eating lunch somewhere, but neither wanted to walk that gauntlet yet. 
 
    They talked about a movie, and decided that that was the thing. 
 
    Be seen, but hide in the darkness. Mingle with the crowd. 
 
    But to get there they would have to navigate the mall, and neither was ready for that. So they drove into the parking lot, then out of it. 
 
    “What now?” asked Jack, feeling rather helpless. As a woman he had little control. He was subject to wherever Sarah drove the car. 
 
    Sarah was equally disturbed, and she finally drove to a convenience store. “Let’s get a Coke.” 
 
    “And some potato chips.” 
 
    They stepped out of the car. Jack stumbled a bit, and Sarah came around and escorted him. She held him up and helped him navigate his heels. 
 
    “We should have put you in flats.” 
 
    “No matter,” Jack gritted his teeth. “I need to get used to this sometime. Might just as well be now.” 
 
    They entered the Seven Eleven, made their way to the glass windows, and picked out two Cokes. As Jack reached forward he felt something brush against his ass. 
 
    “Mamacita!” came the whisper. 
 
    “Hey!” Sarah shouted. 
 
    The Mexican swaggered on, disrespectful of the man whose wife he had just groped. 
 
    Jack grabbed Sarah’s bicep, noted that it was thicker, meatier, and said, “No. You don’t know how to fight.” 
 
    They picked out a bag of potato chips, Sarah glaring at the Mexican, who just grinned and whispered something demeaning to his friend. 
 
    They paid, and walked out of the store. 
 
    “I should have—“ 
 
    “Shush now,” Jack admonished, and suddenly he realized why Sarah was often the more aggressive of them. 
 
    She didn’t know what it was like to get in a fight. She hadn’t been hit, and didn’t know how dangerous and scary it could be. Add to that the way certain people insisted on women being the second class citizens, and her aggression was a logical way to fight back, to take control of her world. 
 
    And now Jack had had to control the situation, as a woman. 
 
    Weird. 
 
    And yet, necessary. As a woman he couldn’t let a man go around and fight for him. 
 
    But Sarah was going to have to take Karate lessons or something. The aggressive nature she had created in herself as a woman would get her into a heap of trouble as a man. 
 
    They drove to the beach , parked their car on a high cliff overlooking the waves, and sat and drank their Cokes and ate chips. 
 
    Jack looked at the lipstick on his can blankly. Then realized that if Sarah had to learn to fight, he was going to have to learn how to put on lipstick. 
 
    “A penny for your thoughts,” said Sarah. 
 
    Jack turned to her. He realized his big mistake of the day. “I’m sorry I didn’t fuck you this morning.” He reached out and felt Sarah’s crotch. Big boner. She was still wearing the jockstrap. “And I’m sorry I made you wear a jockstrap.” 
 
    “What do you want to do about it?” Sarah’s eyes glistened, and Jack could feel the lust coming out of her. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    “Right here?” she breathed. “But it’s a public beach!” 
 
    “There’s no cars around. You can throw me over the back seat and spread my legs and put your dick in me. You can fuck me until you cum, and I’ll have to go home with your mess between my legs. 
 
    Sarah looked around nervously. “But it’s broad daylight!” 
 
    “It’s daylight and I’m a broad. Now treat me like a woman and make mad, passionate love to me.” 
 
    Still, she was hesitant. So Jack reached over and pulled her zipper down. 
 
    Sarah laughed, and he reached inside and pulled her jockstrap down. Her cock poked out ruthlessly. 
 
    He went down on her. Sucked her dick, and was in a daze of pleasure. It felt so good to give such pleasure. Her balls were so big and full. Her dick so hard. 
 
    “I’m going to…I’m going to…” 
 
    Jack let her go. “Not the first time, you’re not.” 
 
    He scrambled up and lifted his dress. He pulled off his panties and lay over the back of the seat. 
 
    Sarah wiggled out from under the wheel and perched over him.  
 
    He could feel her overly large penis poking at his buns. 
 
    Could he take this? 
 
    But, he had to. He was a woman, and he had to learn how to fuck. 
 
    Sarah pushed her penis into him. It opened him up and he gasped. 
 
    Sarah reached around and grabbed his tits. She fondled them, played with the nipples. 
 
    Jack was in heaven. He could feel her dick deep inside of him, scouring him, making him understand what a woman was. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” Sarah moaned. “I didn’t know!” 
 
    Jack pushed up with his rump, and she pushed down. He could feel the veins on her mighty cock slithering through his vaginal channel. He could feel her balls slapping into his flesh as she pounded into him. 
 
    “Yes…yes!” he chanted, accepting, submitting, becoming a woman in deed as well as flesh. 
 
    Sarah began to cum.  
 
    Jack could feel her shaft, hot and terrible, as it pulsed into him. 
 
    Then he felt his own orgasm coming. It was like an ocean into which he was falling, and all he had to do was let go. 
 
    Let go… 
 
    Let go… 
 
    And as the immense feeling of a female orgasm began sweeping him up into the sky he saw the dark shadow behind them. Sarah was above him, couldn’t see through the back window. But he was squashed down, and he couldn't see, but the dark shadow, the impact, the screeching of tires and the jangling chaos and crunch of metal…then being dumped over the back seat, head crumpled up on the seat, and the white light that obliterated everything…everything…and then there was nothing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Jack and Sarah awoke almost at the same time. That is often the way it happens for husbands and wives. 
 
    “What?” he said, his eyes absorbing all the whiteness. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    He turned his face and saw his wife. She was in the hospital bed next to him, and she was wrapped in bandages. 
 
    And he was wrapped in bandages. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    At that moment two doctors walked in to the room. One, the woman, went to Sarah. She began asking questions, listening with a stethoscope, and taking readings off the machine that zipped green, wiggly lines on a monitor. 
 
    The male doctor did the same with Jack. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” 
 
    Jack answered the questions, and when all the poking and prodding was done, he asked, “What happened?” 
 
    “You were struck by lightening.” 
 
    The other doctor. “You were brought in unconscious. You had been at a nightclub, Charley Coyote’s, and it was raining.” 
 
    The doctors talked for awhile, explained various things about lightening strikes, then the male doctor said, “We, uh…we removed sexual toys from you.” 
 
    Jack and Sarah looked at each other, too astonished to feel any embarrassment. 
 
    “They were pretty mangled, and the lightening seems to have focused in them.” 
 
    The female doctor took over. “One of the things, these toys focused a tremendous charge of electricity in your bodies. They destroyed your sexual organs.” 
 
    “What?” blurted Jack. 
 
    “They…did?” said Sarah. 
 
    “Yes. I’m sorry to say, we can talk options later, but both of you have lost the use of your sexual organs.” 
 
    “We can’t have sex anymore?” 
 
    “Not in your present state. But there are options, and we can discuss some of these over the coming weeks.” 
 
    Jack and Sarah pretty much went silent after that, and shortly the doctors left. 
 
    Jack and Sarah lay in their beds without looking at each other. then Jack asked, “Did you have a dream?” 
 
    Sarah nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    “Then maybe we do have options.” 
 
    And they both began to cry. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What do girls do on their night out?” 
 
    Johnny wasn’t exactly pissed, but he was irritated. 
 
    Jennie ignored him. Dried herself off and glanced at herself in the mirror. She smiled. 
 
    She was five foot six, 130 pounds, and heavy in the bosom.  Her waist was tight, her legs shapely, and she had a really nice face. High cheek bones, arching eyebrows, liquid blue eyes, shaggy blonde hair that made her look like Marilyn Monroe. 
 
    Yes, she was a blonde bombshell, and that was reason enough for Johnny to wonder, and worry, and be jealous. 
 
    “Are you just going to ignore me?” 
 
    “Yep,” she said, working a little cream into her hands. She smiled. the poor boy did suffer so much. And that sort of made her happy! 
 
    Well what woman doesn’t enjoy being appreciated? 
 
    Of course, sometimes he was irritating, being a little too appreciating. 
 
    She turned to him. “Johnny. You know I’m true blue to you. And you know that I do this with the girls every few months. We’re old college friends, we like to get a little high and laugh and tell jokes, and…you need to get over this obsessive compulsive disorder thing, or whatever it is.” 
 
    “Aw, honey. I know I’m a little much, but…but you come home and you’re different for a few days. You don’t want to have sex, you just smile a lot…are you a Lesbian.” 
 
    She blinked, her eyes widened, and she laughed. “Baby, I told you I am true blue. That means I don’t go out with other people.” 
 
    “Yeah, but this isn’t going out. This is…I don’t know what it is! But as long as I don’t know what it is I’m going to wonder.” 
 
    Jennie put on a bra. It was a half bra and her large boobs hung over the edge and her nipples stood out. 
 
    Johnny stared at her hungrily. 
 
    She pulled on panties and hose. 
 
    Johnny was silent now, but the air was filled with tension. 
 
    Jennie sat down at the vanity and began putting on her face. As she cleaned and primed and made her face into a canvas she said, “Well, honey, you’re just going to have to live in mystery. The girls and I have a pact. No men allowed. We’re going to get together and have fun, and you’re not invited. So that is that.” 
 
    And that was the point at which Johnny started to get the inkling of a plan. She wasn’t going to invite him, eh? And she wasn’t going to tell him a thing. Hmmm. 
 
    Jennie was quick with her make up, and in short order her face was accentuated and gorgeous. She smacked her lips and glanced at him in the mirror. 
 
    Johnny was frowning. She turned to him. 
 
    “You get boys’ nights out. You get together with your friends and you watch football games and get drunk…I never complain about that.” 
 
    “That’s different.” 
 
    “How is it different?” 
 
    “We watch football. What do you do, watch girl’s basketball.” 
 
    That remark, for some reason, irritated her. “What does it matter what we do? I’m true, and you’re being an idiot!” 
 
    He backed off quickly. The plan growing in his head didn’t include pissing his wife off. 
 
    But he had already pissed her off. “We fuck a lot. I rarely pull the headache thing, I enjoy sex, we even get a little kinky every once in a while. So where do you get off giving me a rough time just because I have friends and want a little girl time? A little time when I don’t have to put up with your male bullshit?” 
 
    Johnny took a step back. “Male bullshit?” 
 
    Now it was Jennie who knew she’d gone a little far. She tried to calm herself down. She took a big breath and said, “Honey, take some time for yourself tonight. Get yourself a six pack, find a pay per view and watch some sports. Hell, watch some porn for all I care. I’ll come home and maybe you’ll get your dick sucked.” 
 
    “If I haven’t jacked off,” he murmured. 
 
    Her turn to blink. 
 
    “You…what did you say?” 
 
    Johnny groaned. This thing was turning into a mess. He determined that he was going to shut up and…and maybe he’d do his little plan. Maybe he’d find out what was really going on with these women and their stupid, little parties. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    She glared at him. 
 
    “I’m going to go drink a six pack.” 
 
    He turned and walked out, and felt her eyes poking daggers into his back the whole way. 
 
    Sarah picked out a black dress. It was stretchy and clingy and showed off her bosom. Her nipples, erect because she had gotten angry, were jutting behind the material. 
 
    She pulled the dress over her head, and was careful not to mess her make up. Usually she put the dress on first, but Johnny and his silliness had actually upset her. 
 
    She stepped into her high heels and took a last gander at the mirror. 
 
    She was a number, all right. She had the body that made the boys drool, and she smiled. 
 
    She turned on her heel and headed down the hallway. Her heels clicked on the hard surface, and it was a very powerful feeling. 
 
    Johnny was in the kitchen, a dour look on his face. He had poured a bourbon and Coke and was contemplating it. He looked up, and she could see the effect she had on him. She could see the lust in his eyes, the excitement, and she could almost hear the ‘sproing’ in his pants. 
 
    “Okay, baby, don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    He grunted. 
 
    She leaned over him and touched her lips carefully to his forehead. “Get drunk, have fun. And relax!” 
 
    “While you’re out fucking some guy.” 
 
    She froze. 
 
    He knew, right away, that he had made a big mistake. It had just popped out of him. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Yes, you are,” she blurted. She spun and headed for the front door. 
 
    He jumped up and followed her. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have said that.” 
 
    “No, you shouldn’t have.” 
 
    She turned the front door knob and opened the door. 
 
    “But you can’t blame me.” 
 
    She stopped on the porch, heaved a breath, and turned back to him. “Johnny, it would serve you right if I went out and fucked a man. A black man. With a dick bigger than yours! Maybe that’s what I’ll do tonight!” 
 
    Then she walked down the three steps to the walkway and headed for the driveway and the car. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelped. 
 
    She ignored him. She was actually pissed now. And she wasn’t saying smart things, but…dammit! 
 
    She sat in the car, swung her legs in, and turned the key.  
 
    Johnny was on the porch, looking all hurt. 
 
    She backed the car out and headed down the street. 
 
    “That idiot!” she breathed. 
 
    Johnny watched the tail lights grow smaller. 
 
    And he started to get pissed off. 
 
    Damn! How could she say such a thing to him? But she had, and maybe that justified what he was planning to do now. 
 
    He ran back into the house, grabbed his motorcycle keys and his helmet, and entered the garage. He pressed the fob that opened the garage door and started his bike. By the time the door was open he was ready to go. He hit the gas, did a wheely out of the garage, and headed down the street. Even if she drove fast there was no way she could get away from him. He leaned forward and pulled the trigger. 
 
      
 
    Jennie drove slowly down the street. She sighed. First, she didn’t like to get mad. Second, she was trying to calm herself down. Third…there was no third.  
 
    She took deep breaths and sighed and watched the traffic. She didn’t notice the lone headlight that took position three cars back. 
 
    Why did Johnny have to be such a knucklehead? Most husbands were understanding. Then she thought about it. 
 
    Were most husbands understanding? Or was Johnny the rule? 
 
    Frowning, she pondered, and decided that while men were a little crazy, maybe Johnny was just a little too crazy. 
 
    Yes. Johnny had normal reactions, but he went overboard. 
 
    Nothing wrong with a little jealousy, men were looking out for their women, and maybe a bit possessive, but Johnny was a lot jealousy. But what could she do about it? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She slapped the wheel. Damn. If she could only make Johnny behave. 
 
    Then she sighed again, and tried to calm down. 
 
      
 
    Johnny had no trouble at all catching her. She had a Mustang, but he had a Hayabusa. She followed the traffic, obeying all the laws. He watched for cops and jetted around cars like they were standing still. He took up a position three cars behind her and tooled along. 
 
    Why did she have to be so bitchy? What was it with women? Were all women that crazy? Inside his helmet he frowned. Yeah. They were. Every guy he talked to remarked on that at one time or another. 
 
    All she had to do was talk to him, tell him what was really going on. He was a reasonable guy, he’d understand. But, no, she has to make that remark about fucking somebody else. A big, black somebody else with a big, black dong. 
 
    Hell, he wasn’t prejudiced, but…that was over the line.  
 
    Hell, he wished his dick was that big. She needed a good poking. A hard poking, with a giant dick. 
 
    He suddenly grinned. Thinking such a thing had given him a big boner. 
 
    I got your black man right here, bitch! 
 
    And he reached down and squeezed his groin. 
 
    Up ahead Jennie took an off ramp and headed for the center of town. 
 
    Johnny slowed down. Crap, there were no cars between him and her. He pulled onto the ramp and slowed way down. She reached the bottom of the ramp and waited for a light to turn. He pulled over to the side of the ramp behind a big bush. 
 
    The light turned and she went. He popped the clutch and made the light, then dropped back. 
 
      
 
    Jennie frowned. She should have GPSed. But this was a major hotel they had chosen for their soiree, so…she cruised down the streets, past businesses, and looked for her designation. 
 
    There it was! It was a five story hotel with a bar downstairs and a rented room for a few hours. 
 
    She pulled into the parking lot and found a place. She didn’t notice the motorcycle passing in the street. 
 
      
 
    Johnny snickered. This was easy. He should have had a career as an FBI agent. Or maybe a ninja. Silly woman didn’t even know she was being followed. He went around the corner, found another parking lot and pulled his bike into the bike section and parked it. 
 
    He walked around the corner of the building, moved back a bit so he wouldn’t be obvious, and looked through the front window of the bar. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Girlfriend!” Marsha hugged her friend. Other girls gave hugs as Jennie made her way through the bar. She high fived, air kissed, and ended up with a drink in her hand. 
 
    “Good Lord,” she said, sipping a bit of Vodka with splashes of mixer in it. “I needed this.” 
 
    “Rough day?” asked Marsha, linking arms and walking her through the bar to a back table. 
 
    “My husband…I don’t want to say he’s a complete bonehead, but…” she took another sip. 
 
    “Your husband?” chirped Shelly from a couch. “My husband is certifiable. What’d yours do?” 
 
    “He’s jealous.” 
 
    A couple of the girls hooted. 
 
    “Not only that, he’s jealous of our get together.” 
 
    Apparently she had hit a sore spot, because every woman there nodded. 
 
    “My husband thinks we’re all a bunch of Lesbians.” 
 
    “Mine wants to know why we can’t just go to PTA meetings like ‘regular’” she held up two hooked fingers on each hand, “women.” 
 
    That brought laughter. 
 
    “We’re not married and we have no kids, and he wants us to go to the PTA.” 
 
    The girls began to unwind. They drank slowly and chatted. They exchange stories of unreasonable men, and they giggled and all was right with the world. 
 
    Except for the shadow in the bushes across the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    Johnny hunkered down behind a large Korean Spice Verburnum. It was a green bush with white flowers with pink things in them. There wasn’t any traffic, no flashing headlights, so he was safe in the bush. He stared across the parking lot. 
 
    The windows were slightly tinted, but he could still make out who was who. He recognized several of the girls, and he snickered at how clever he was. 
 
    He watched as they hugged and did that stupid air kissing thing. Then they moved to a back table—a couple of tables, actually, there were about 15 women—and started drinking. 
 
    He wished he could hear what they were saying. They were very animated, waving their arms and making faces. 
 
    And what were they laughing at? 
 
    For 15 minutes johnny watched. He thought about taking cell pictures, but that seemed a little much. If Jennie ever found out that he had been there, let alone taking pictures…woo! 
 
    He was half a mind to leave when suddenly all the women stood up and started moving through the bar. 
 
    “What now?” he whispered to himself.  
 
    He began moving through the planter area, trying to keep in the shadows, but determined to keep them in sight. 
 
      
 
    “Well, girls, time to head upstairs and get this party started!” 
 
    Light cheers greeted Marsha’s announcement, and the women all picked up their drinks and began moving through the bar. 
 
    They moved into a hallway and walked down to the elevator. Fifteen beautiful women, wearing heels and tight dresses. Their hair and make up done to perfection. 
 
    A man and his wife stepped out of the elevator and the man smiled. As they walked past the women the wife elbowed him and said, “Bad dog!” 
 
    The girls, of course, laughed hysterically. 
 
    They crowded onto an elevator, one half of them, and headed for the third floor. 
 
     
 
    Johnny was frustrated. “Fuck,” he blurted. He could see through the door and down a hallway. The women were all getting on an elevator. “Damn!” 
 
    How was he going to do this? 
 
    He watched, and the elevator returned and the rest of the women piled into the box. As the door closed Johnny made up his mind. He trotted across the parking lot, through the front door, and watched the arrow above the elevator door. Third floor. Okay. 
 
    Johnny was familiar with this building, and he knew there was a stair way behind the first door on the right side of the hallway. He sprinted to it, yanked the door open and ran up the stairs. 
 
    On the third floor he stopped. He didn’t want to jump out and be seen. He opened the door a crack, and was just in time. Down the hall, room 303, the last of the women were crowding into a suite. He watched, heard the far away laughter, then the hallway was empty. 
 
    Johnny stepped out into the hallway and walked towards the room. As he approached he could hear laughter. They were really whooping it up in there. 
 
    Freshly irritated, he was shut out again, he put his head to the door and listened. 
 
    Laughter. Voices, and he could make out bits and pieces of speech. 
 
    “My husband needs a bigger dick!” 
 
    Hilarity as the ladies shouted in laughter. 
 
    “That’s nothing, my hubby is developing a taste for anal sex.” 
 
    “You take it up the butt?” 
 
    “Not me…him!” Screams of laughter. 
 
    Sometimes Johnny thought he heard his wife’s voice, and he wondered what she was saying. That it was about him he had no doubt. 
 
    He heard a noise and ducked down and pretended to be tying a shoelace. 
 
    A couple passed him, stared at him. He smiled and nodded, then stood up and walked back down the hallway. 
 
     
 
    The suite was large, with a wet bar. Several of the girls had brought liquor, and mixer, and bags of ice. Drinks were being poured into plastic glasses and the girls were tilting the glasses and pouring the drinks down their throats. 
 
    There was a sound system and it was set to an eighties channel. Madonna, Whitney, the Bangles…Girls Just Want to Have Fun! 
 
    It only took ten minutes for the room to devolve into a drunken haze. Women danced with each other. Women rolled on the couches in laughter. Women kissed each other. It was just a good, old party. 
 
      
 
    Johnny looked at the room the couple had come out of. It was an adjoining suite. There would be a connecting door where he could listen better. The man and the woman that had come out of there were obviously heading out on the town. He was in a tux and she was in a slinky dress. They wouldn’t be back for hours. 
 
    He smiled and gripped the doorknob, and the door moved back. 
 
    Johnny’s eyes opened. They had let it swing shut, but it hadn’t closed all the way! Fucking luck of the ninja, this was way too easy! 
 
    He grinned and entered the apartment. 
 
    The sound proofing in the building wasn’t too bad. The only real noise came from the connecting door. 
 
    Johnny walked over and listened. 
 
    “His dick was so short I thought I wouldn’t be able to get it in!” 
 
    “I want to get a boob job. Hey! Doc! How much to make my tits bigger?” 
 
    “For you, half price!” 
 
    “I don’t want no deals! I want BOOBS!” 
 
    Cheers. Laughter. Women carousing like a bunch of drunken sailors. 
 
    Johnny grinned. He pulled up a chair and listened. 
 
    “My husband has a great cock, the problem is he only wants anal!” 
 
    “That’s nothing. My husband can blow himself!” 
 
    Screams and guffaws. 
 
    “He lays upside down against the head board and has me jack him until… 
 
    The women were laughing so hard Johnny couldn’t make it all out. 
 
    Crap. He needed better hearing. He wished he had a microphone he could slide under the door, or maybe a miniature camera. 
 
    “My husband got his dick stuck in a glory hole when he was in college. Everybody was trying to pull him out. It turned out some whore had tied his dick to a stick and he couldn’t….” Again, the story was drowned out by laughter. 
 
    Johnny stood up and looked around. He tried putting his ear to the door, but somebody leaned, or was pushed, against the door and that didn’t make listening easy. 
 
    He wandered through the suite, looking for a glass. He found one and put it to the door. 
 
    Damn! There was so much noise going on now that it actually hurt his ear. 
 
    Fuck, fuck, what could he do? 
 
    He looked at the balcony. 
 
    And grinned. 
 
    He opened the sliding door and stepped out. 
 
    Unfortunately, his suite had a balcony, and the balcony for the other suite was ten feet away. 
 
    The window was right there. He could look in there, maybe even take some cell video. But…there was nowhere to stand. 
 
    He thought about leaning, maybe getting some kind of rope, but…nah, that wouldn’t work. 
 
    He frowned, so close and so far, but…then he looked up. 
 
    Window cleaners had left a platform on the fourth floor. It was just hanging there, waiting. And it looked like a window opened up on it. 
 
    Chuckling, Johnny ran out of the apartment and down the hallway. Up the stairs and back down a hallway, and the room that gave access to the window cleaning platform was open. 
 
    “Oh, Lord…this couldn’t get much easier.” 
 
    Without thinking, without knowing what to look for, what to inspect, he stepped onto the platform. He was wearing his motorcycle helmet now, figuring to be disguised if anybody saw him. 
 
    Johnny had intended to just lower the platform a few feet, just enough to look through the thin strip at the top of the third floor window. Instead, the knot on the rope gave way and the platform plummeted down. 
 
    Johnny flailed, looked around for something to hold. He couldn’t see too well through the visor, and there was nothing to grab.. 
 
    CRASH! 
 
    The platform reached the end of the rope, which made it jerk in towards the building and the window on the third floor. 
 
    The glass broke and Johnny was thrown through the window into the third floor suite filled with drunken women! 
 
    He belly flopped, which knocked the breath out of him. Thoroughly dazed, his senses scattered, he lay on the floor for a long moment. 
 
    What the fuck had happened? 
 
      
 
    CRASH! And fifteen pairs of eyes turned towards the window. Fortunately, the glass didn’t spread through the room, but several women screamed. 
 
    Johnny lay there, motionless, bits of shards on his back. 
 
    “Who…?” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “It’s a man!” 
 
    Johnny groaned and tried to breath. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    Johnny raised his head. The woman were all blurs, and he raised his visor. “Jennie?” 
 
    Jennie blew it. She was already irritated by the way he had talked to her earlier, and now to find that he had been following her…it was the absolute top of distrust. 
 
    “Is that Johnny?” 
 
    The women moved forward. 
 
    Johnny groaned and pushed up with his arms and— 
 
    “Get him!” 
 
    The women had talked the talk. They had, during their weekly meetings, spoken of stalkers and home invaders and rapists and all manner of miscreant men and behavior. And now to have one of those cavemen actually burst through the glass and into their fun meeting…it was too much, and they responded with a surge of anger. 
 
    Johnny was pushed back, nearly fell out of the window, but was grabbed and pulled back in. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    “Hey!” He cried out weakly still not sure exactly what was going on. 
 
    “Lila, give me your scarf. Who else has a scarf?” 
 
    Several of the women did, and before Johnny knew what was happening his wrists were bound and two women were sitting on him. 
 
    “Hey!” He called out, struggling to breath. 
 
    “Shut up, Mr. Man.” 
 
    The women crowded around. 
 
    “That’s Johnny!” 
 
    Jennie yelled, “Johnny! How could you!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” he wheezed, but he wasn’t heard in the hub bub. And even if he had been, he would have been ignored. 
 
    The women were drunk, and angry, and having a pervert tied up and at their mercy…it was a powerful feeling. And the meeting of girls just out to have fun was suddenly a mob of feminists, determined to teach Mr. Man a lesson. 
 
    Jenny was the angriest of all, and she didn’t do anything as the women crowded around and pushed at Johnny. 
 
    “Jenny?” he cried, tears coming to his eyes, but she couldn’t hear him. 
 
    “Aw, big Mr. Man is crying!” 
 
    “Let me go!” he whispered desperately. 
 
    “How does it feel to have the shoe on the other foot? Huh? Mr. Man?” 
 
    Johnny sobbed. He was at their mercy, and he knew it. And angry women aren’t known for their merciful qualities. 
 
    “Girls! Girls!” It was Marsha that brought a little reason to the gathering. Still, reason wasn’t much in the face of these emotional women. 
 
    Johnny represented, to their drunken senses, all the stupid things that men were guilty of. 
 
    Marsha pushed and pulled and slowly the women backed off. But only an inch. They glared down at Johnny. 
 
    Marsha was drunk, too, but she wasn’t so drunk she couldn’t see that the women were about to tear poor Johnny apart. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, we’ve caught a pervert. A stinky, stalking pervert. What do you want to do with him?” 
 
    Johnny was now gagged, ad he couldn’t even say anything. 
 
    “Throw him back out the window!” 
 
    “Cut off his balls!” 
 
    “Shove a meat grinder up his ass.” 
 
    Everybody froze. 
 
    They all looked at Lila, who had made the remark about shoving a meat grinder up Johnny’s patootie. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Then they were all laughing. 
 
    But they were still on the edge of anger. 
 
    “Mppphuuu!” Johnny tried to speak. 
 
    “Shut up, Mr. Man!” A lady named Joan, known for her genteel manners, slapped him on the back of the head. 
 
    Suddenly Jennie spoke up. “I have an idea.” 
 
    Since Johnny belonged to her, in a manner of speaking, all the ladies turned to her. 
 
    Jennie walked up in front of Johnny, she glared down at him angrily.  
 
    “I told you, Johnny. I told you to stay home and have a drink or four. I told you to watch sports, or porn, or whatever. But what do you do? You come here and…and break in through a window, and…and you totally embarrass me in front of my friends. Johnny, whatever happens to you now is on you, not me!” 
 
    He looked up at her with sad eyes, he wanted her to rescue him, but she was drunk, and she was angry, and she was not about to be trifled with. 
 
    She turned to the ladies, folded her arms across her chest, and said, “Girls, I’m going home now. Do whatever you want with Johnny. I don’t care what you do, as long as you make it a lesson he’ll never forget.” 
 
    The ladies were silent. They gauged her words and nodded. It was only right. She had been abused, and whatever punishment they deemed correct she was fine with. 
 
    Jenny walked to the door, picked up her purse, and said to Johnny. “I’ll see you at home whenever, Johnny. And I hope you finally figure it all out.” 
 
    She walked out the door. The door closed with a click, and Johnny was alone with 14 angry, drunk women. 
 
      
 
    Johnny stared at the circle of women. They were beautiful. They were dressed to the nines, and normally he would have had a king sized boner. But now, the way they were looking at him, he wondered if he was going to survive the night. 
 
    “Well, well, well,” Marsha stood in front of him. “We have an official Mr. Man in our midst. A peeping tom, a stalker, a rapist.” 
 
    Johnny shook his head frantically. He wasn’t a rapist! 
 
    “The question now is…what will we do with him? Jennie had given us carte blanche do do as we wish. So what do we wish?” 
 
    The suggests ranged from the cute to the insane. 
 
    “Make him wear flowers in his hair.” 
 
    “Pack quick dry cement up his ass.” 
 
    All suggestions, whether mean or cute, were duly considered. 
 
    Johnny was crying, big tears flowing down over his cheeks. 
 
    “Mpphhh!” 
 
    He tried to apologize, but his gag muffled all his attempts. 
 
    For ten minutes arguments raged, and Johnny listened in growing terror as he heard suggestions that favored castration. 
 
    Finally, Marsha raised her hands and called for order. When the room was quiet, she said, “Okay, ladies, there are a lot of calls for castration. I’m not sure if Jennie would like us to go that far. Perhaps we should look at what it is we’re going to be cutting off. 
 
    Cheers, and the ladies moved in on Johnny. His hands were tied, which made it difficult to get his shirt off. Fortunately one of the ladies had a pair of scissors, and his shirt was snipped off. 
 
    “Good musculature,” observed Lila. 
 
    “A little bit on the skinny side,” commented Shiela. 
 
    “Takes his pants off!” 
 
    Johnny tried to struggle, but one terrified man is not the match of 14 angry women, no matter how drunk they were. In short order his shoes were off and his pants were being pulled over his feet, then his tighty whiteys came off. 
 
    The women stared down at him, then one started snickering. 
 
    “He’s not that big.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t do much good to cut it off.” 
 
    Johnny was sure they were kidding. Weren’t they? His face was a brilliant red and his eyes stared around. 
 
    “Good big balls. We could cut those off.” 
 
    “We could raffle his balls off.” 
 
    “Make them into earrings.” 
 
    Marsha jumped in again: “Okay…okay…let’s consider this from Johnny’s viewpoint.” 
 
    “Make the punishment fit the crime,” chirped somebody. 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Johnny is here because he wanted to see what his wife does on a night out. He wanted to see what a woman does when she is out on her own. So why don’t we show him?” 
 
    The other ladies were thinking: Get him drunk and have a good time? 
 
    That didn’t seem like much of a punishment. 
 
    “Ladies.” Marsha shook her head, grinning. “Let’s show Johnny what it is to be a woman.” 
 
    A moment of stunned silence, then the cheers started.  
 
    And the liquor flowed. 
 
    And Johnny wondered what the hell he had gotten himself into.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Johnny sat on the floor, naked, the shreds of his clothes around him. His helmet was next to the door. He stared at it, wished for it, wished to be anyplace else but here. 
 
    The women were drinking, laughing, and making plans. 
 
    And the plans were scary. 
 
    “Okay, ladies,” Marsha clapped her hands. “We have our assignments, time to put this show on the road.” 
 
    Johnny watched as ten of the girls headed out the door. The other four moved furniture and got ready for the real party. 
 
    “I guess you’re sorry you’re not a well behaved hubby. Eh, Johnny?” 
 
    Johnny didn’t try to talk. His mouth was dry and he wanted water. 
 
    “Not too talkative, eh? Hey, Leslie? Get Johnny a drink, will you?” 
 
    Leslie poured a drink and brought it over. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny Boy. I’m going to loosen the gag. If you do anything besides drink the gag goes back on. Okay?” 
 
    Johnny nodded. 
 
    A moment later he was drinking. He drank as much as he could. He was thirsty, but he was also scared, and he wanted to be drunk for whatever was going to happen. Fortunately for him, the girls wanted him drunk, too. 
 
    Across the room two of the girls were moving a big dining room table to the center of the room. 
 
    They arranged it while one of the other girls picked up pieces of the window and put them in a small trash can. 
 
    They gave Johnny another drink, and when he was done he shook his head, feeling the liquor a bit, and said, “You can’t do this.” 
 
    All the women sniggered. 
 
    Marsha commented. “Mr. Man is telling a woman what she can and can’t do. Don’t you realize that this attitude is what got you in trouble in the first place?” 
 
    “Another drink, and Johnny was amenable and ready to sing. The room spun a bit, and women started returning with various items of clothing, wigs, and so on. 
 
    Finally: “Okay, Johnny. Up on your feet.” 
 
    Two of the women helped him to the table, and several more lent a hand and helped him up onto it. 
 
    Then the women fastened thin ropes around his ankles and to the legs of the table. 
 
    “Okay, girls, let’s do the hands.” 
 
    Ropes were tied around his wrists and three girls on one side, and three on the other, they pulled his arms out. The scarves were untied, and for a brief moment Johnny had a chance. But the weight of three girls was too much for him, and his arms were pulled down and fastened to the legs of the table. 
 
    He lay there, naked, and the girls started playing with his dick. 
 
    “Lookie, lookie! He thinks he’s big.” 
 
    Lila leaned on an elbow next to his face. “Poor Johnny. How does your wife stand it, fucking that little tiny weenie?” 
 
    “It’s not small?” He wasn’t too drunk to be embarrassed and a little irritated.” 
 
    “Girls? Is Johnny’s dong a little ding-a-ling?” 
 
    The ladies in the room all cheered. 
 
    Shelly moved her head down and started sucking on him. 
 
    Johnny jerked, but couldn’t get loose. He didn’t want this, but he couldn’t deny how good it felt. 
 
    Shelly played with his balls and got him right on the edge of cumming, then drew back. 
 
    Meanwhile, four women manned his hands and feet. They began preparing his nails. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Marsha leaned over him with a needle in her hand. She put the needle right up to his eye and said, ?Be careful, Johnny. Don’t fight it.” 
 
    Still, he tried to move his hand away from the girl preparing it, and she jabbed him with a needle. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Don’t move.” 
 
    It only took a couple of jabs before Johnny gave up the idea of fighting it. 
 
    Taking their time, the four women sanded, shaped, and put fakes on his fingers. The girls at his feet were already painting his toenails a bright red. 
 
    “Pretty, eh, Johnny?” 
 
    Several girls had arranged a row of chairs to one side and the were sitting with their feet on the seat and their buns on the backs. They watched and made comments as Johnny was decorated. 
 
    “Give him stilettos,” one girl suggested. 
 
    “Nah. He might scratch somebody.” 
 
    “He might hurt himself when he wipes his butt.” 
 
    Everybody chortled. 
 
    “I’m going to give him long ovals.” And she did. 
 
    They gave Johnny another drink. They were going to keep him sipping all night while they controlled him and did their thing. 
 
    “Okay, time for the titties.” 
 
    Johnny had thought they were going to make him wear breast forms. He wasn’t even close. 
 
    One of the ladies was a doctor, and she placed a large container and a small case filled with long needles next to Johnny. She was a little high, and she muttered. “Don’t resist, Johnny. These are not your daddy’s needles. 
 
    The girls laughed, and a couple of them took off their blouses and sat in skirts and bras as they sipped whiskey. 
 
    The doctor began injecting liquid into Johnny’s chest. She focused on the pectoral areas and seemed to be very precise. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Shush up, now, Johnny Boy. 
 
    But he could see what she was doing. The flesh around his pectorals started to rise up into little mounds.  
 
    “You can’t give me tits! I’m a man!” 
 
    That caused a fierce, little spat of guffaws. 
 
    The doctor continued injecting, and the little mounds became big mounds. Johnny now had an official set of tits. 
 
    What was weird was how his pecker throbbed and throbbed. 
 
    Gina said, “I think he likes it. Look! He’s leaking!” 
 
    Sure enough, little white drops were exuding from the head of his cock. 
 
    Johnny groaned and writhed, but it did no good. 
 
    And it didn’t help that they kept bringing him to the edge, sucking and stroking his cock, then backing away. He was starting to want to cum more than he cared about what they were doing to him. 
 
    One of the girls kissed him, and the others cheered, then the others started kissing him. 
 
    More girls lost their tops, and a couple of bras were flung through the air. One of the women lost her skirt and was only in panties. She insisted on dragging her tits over Johnny’s face. 
 
    His boobs now big, the women slid a bra under him. They undid the shoulder straps, put them over his shoulders, then reconnected them. 
 
    The bra was a half bra, and his tits were forced up. They looked huge, and his eyes were wide. 
 
    They gave him another drink. 
 
    They loosened one leg, slid on a corset, then tied it and loosened the other leg. In short order they were pulling the corset up over his hips. 
 
    “Pull it tight as you can, and we can make it really tight later.” 
 
    Tighter later? Fuck! Johnny gasped as the air went out of him. It made his tits look bigger, and it made his waist flare out until it looked like he had a bubble butt. 
 
    Using the same procedure of one leg at a time, they pulled a pair of tight panties on him. They left the lip of the panties under his balls so they could keep playing with his dick. He was dripping freely now, almost streaming, and his hips kept rising up in frustrated attempts to fuck something, anything. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, let’s do his hair.” 
 
    Two of the women pulled chairs up to the head of the table. They began attaching extensions, weaving them into his own hair. 
 
    Johnny lay on the table and the room spun. A tit was pushed into his mouth and he sucked. Hands stroked him, and he humped, but he was too drunk to hump in a dedicated fashion. 
 
    “How you doing, Johnny Boy?” asked Marsha. 
 
    He just stared at her, slack jawed. At this point they didn’t need restraints, but they kept them on him anyway. 
 
    His head lolled, and they held it in place and cleaned his pores, primed his face, and prepared him for make up. 
 
    Now they were careful, and they applied blush, shaded his eyes, and lengthened his eye lashes. 
 
    Johnny gazed around, giggled, and was out of it. 
 
    They applied plumped to his lips. Then they painted his lips with lip stain. 
 
    They did something with his feet, and then his feet were bent downwards. He managed to raise his head enough to see a pair of high heels padlocked to his feet. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, only a couple of things left to do.” 
 
    “Wha?” 
 
    “Have you ever noticed that women walk with a sway?” 
 
    “Yeah, like they got a stick up their asses.” 
 
    A few girls nodded and glanced at each other. 
 
    Marsha just grinned. “We’re going to help you achieve that look. Roll him over, girls.” 
 
    Ten girls surrounded him and rolled him onto his belly. He didn’t resist much, just asked, “What are you doin’?” 
 
    They pulled his legs apart and he jerked as somebody started doing something to his asshole. Something was rubbed around his sphincter, then pushed in. 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    Marsha pushed the butt plug into his anus. It was metal with a blue jewel in the base. 
 
    “Oh!” Johnny burped, and tried to feel his asshole. He couldn’t reach it, however, and the girls rolled him back over on his back. 
 
    The doctor approached. She was again holding a needle. “Johnny, can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Do chicks have dicks.” 
 
    Several of the women covered their mouths to stifle their laughter. 
 
    “Sure, no, I don’t know.” 
 
    “They don’t. And neither do you.” 
 
    “I do so!” 
 
    “Nope. Not anymore.” 
 
    She pushed the needle into his thigh, pressed the plunger, and watched him. 
 
    “Wha’d you do?” 
 
    “I gave you a shot of leuprolide acetate. It’s an anaphrodisiac drug. You’re not going to have boners for several months.” 
 
    That struck him silent. In spite of being drunk, he understood that he had just been, be it temporarily, chemically castrated. 
 
    “Jennie isn’t going to. like that.” 
 
    The women laughed harder. 
 
    Marsha was grinning. “Oh, I think she will. At least she will once we show her a couple of alternative ways of having sex. 
 
    ”Alternshi…alter issh…” 
 
    They released his restraints and helped him stand up. He staggered, and he looked down at his weenie. It was hard, but…had they really…? 
 
    They pushed him into the entryway, pulled their clothes on and grabbed their purses. 
 
    Johnny tried to not wobble in his heels, and he stared at himself in the mirror in the entryway. He was a woman. He recognized himself, but only after lengthy inspection. 
 
    “What’d you do ta me?” 
 
    “Made you pretty, Johnny. We want you to know what we women do at this wild parties. What do you think we do?” 
 
    This was a pregnant moment. Upon this answer would depend the rest of Johnny’s night. If he answered sedately, like ‘play cards and watch TV, then they would play cards and watch TV the rest of the night. 
 
    But if he said, ‘Make love to each other and fuck strange men,’ then that’s what would happen. 
 
    Poor Johnny. 
 
    “I know what you guys do,” he muttered. 
 
    “What, Johnny?” 
 
    “You eat each other’s pussies, then you go out and fuck guys.” 
 
    There it was. Sentenced by himself. 
 
    The girls all grinned. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, we’re going to make love to you, and then we’re going to find you a man.” 
 
    “Oh,” he mumbled, staring around and trying to figure out why all the women were laughing. 
 
    They walked out of the apartment and headed down to the bar. 
 
    Amazingly, it was only midnight. 
 
    They walked into the bar, fifteen woman, with one of the women being held up and helped to walk. 
 
    Physical activity helped Johnny cycle through some of the alcohol in his system, and he was starting to come around. 
 
    He looked down and realized that he was in public, semi naked. His legs were exposed, he was wearing panties and a corset and a bra that barely covered his nipples. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he mumbled. 
 
    Patrons in the bar stared, and laughed, and shook their heads. It would have looked like a college initiation, except that the women were all around 30. 
 
    Johnny sat at the bar and grasped for the bourbon and Coke the bartender had brought him. The girls surrounded him, running interference, as it were, but really looking for likely candidates for Johnny’s charms. 
 
    One of the girls was fondling his right boob, and he looked at her hand in wonderment. 
 
    “I just wanted to see what Jennie was doing.” 
 
    “And now you know. 
 
    “Yeah, but…but…” 
 
    “What? Don’t you like being a girl?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    Marsha: “Aw, poor Johnny.” She turned to one of the other women and whispered for a moment, then nodded. Back to Johnny, “Just hold on, Johnny. We’ve got something that will cheer you up.” 
 
    Johnny sniffled, and managed not to cry. 
 
    A couple of minutes later Marsha took his hand and pulled him off the bar stool. “Got a surprise for you, Johnny.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Sure. Let’s go to the bathroom.” 
 
    Johnny followed docilely along. 
 
    Inside the bathroom the women quickly pushed him over a counter and pulled his panties down. He felt them remove his butt plug, then they put something else up him. 
 
    “What’re you doing?” 
 
    They straightened him up, and they were all grinning. 
 
    “What’d you do?” 
 
    He felt something funny downstairs, and he wiggled, and he felt something moving in his asshole. His eyes went wide. “What’d you do?” 
 
    “The butt plug wasn’t doing it, Johnny, so we went to phase two.” 
 
    “What’s phase two?” 
 
    She leaned forward and whispered in his ear, “Ben Wah.” 
 
    Johnny knew what Ben Wah balls were. They were two balls that moved around as you walked. 
 
    “Go on back to your barstool, Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny took a couple of steps, and each step he could feel the balls rolling around inside him. He could feel them brushing on his prostate, and he realized something else. He stopped and turned back to the girls. 
 
    “I’m not hard anymore.” 
 
    The girls leaned on each other and laughed and laughed. They followed Johnny back into the bar, still laughing. 
 
    Every step was a sexual ripple in his bunghole. Every step was like somebody was stirring things in his anus. 
 
    Suddenly, he began to wake up, to sober up. He couldn’t get a hard on, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t feel sexual stimulation, and they had played with him, and edged him, and teased him, and…and he was horny! 
 
    But he had no way to relieve that sexual tension! He couldn’t stiffen up and squirt if he wanted to, and, man, did he want to! 
 
    And it was about to get worse. 
 
    To the side of the bar was a small room for private parties. They led Johnny into the room, moved to the side, out of sight of the barkeep, and one of the women laid down on the table. 
 
    “Eat her, Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny stared down.  
 
    Her dress was up and her panties were down and she had a big grin on her face. 
 
    The women moved him, manipulated him, and suddenly he found himself face deep in pussy. 
 
    Some of the women chanted, a couple moved to make sure nobody came into the room, and Johnny was forced to eat pussy. 
 
    He moved his mouth and the odor of vagina wafted up around him.  
 
    Johnny couldn’t help himself. He was so horny, and he couldn’t do anything about it, but…he began to gobble pussy. 
 
    The woman on the table moaned and grabbed for his ears. 
 
    Johnny really went to town. The long night, being teased, he sucked on her clitoris and even poked a finger up her butt. 
 
    “AHHHH!” she moaned. Then, “Unh….unh…fuck!” 
 
    But before Johnny could do anything he was lifted up and another woman lay on the table. Again, his face was pushed down into the depths. 
 
    Again he found himself eating pussy. He voraciously wallowed in the slit, licked and sucked on the labia, and it wasn’t long before the woman began pumping her hips and cumming. 
 
    Woman after woman lay down on the table and let Johnny work his mouth magic on them.  
 
    In the end, he didn’t eat them all, but he ate most of them, probably eleven or twelve out of the fourteen. 
 
    And all the time the balls in his butt kept going around. All the time he kept humping, and with no ding dong erecting, but an immense feeling of horniness. 
 
    The women recorded all this on their cell phones. They had been keeping a record the whole night of Johnny’s transformation, and this was really the icing on the cake. 
 
    The group cunnilingus stopped, however, when two men were ushered into the room. 
 
    They looked around in confusion. 
 
    Fifteen beautiful women hugging them, welcoming them to the party, then they saw Johnny. 
 
    To them Johnny was a woman. 
 
    And he was smiling in the weirdest, almost goofy way. 
 
    “This is Janey,” said Marsha. “She wants to fuck, but only anal. Can you guys handle that?” 
 
    The two men nodded quickly. 
 
    The women pulled Johnny across the table and lifted his dress and pulled his panties down a little. They took out the ben wah balls and one of the girls reached into his underpants from the front and pulled his soft cock and balls up towards his belly button. He was now bent over and looked like a woman with an asshole showing, and none of her other private parts. 
 
    The first man’s name was Butch. He was a big fellow, probably six foot two, and he had an eight inch cock. With the help of the women he put it into Johnny’s heinie. 
 
    Johnny gasped and wiggled, trying to get away, but to the excited Butch it felt like he was just wiggling his ass for more. 
 
    In and out Butch went. Pumping and pumping. Johnny’s ass was loosened by the plug and the ben wah balls, and it received the big cock easily. 
 
    While Butch pumped and pumped Marsha leaned down to Johnny and whispered, “Is this what you wanted to know? Is this the sucking and fucking you thought it would be?” 
 
    Johnny’s eyes were rolled back, but he gurgled something. 
 
    Butch let loose with a huge stream of cum. It poured into Johnny’s ass and he groaned with the pleasure of it. Then he stepped back, wiped his dick off and turned to his friend. 
 
    Ben was bigger, maybe six foot four, and he was black. His dick was even bigger.  
 
    The girls were all awed by the size of his dong, and they almost fought for the privilege of helping stick the thing into Johnny. 
 
    Ben showed his big, white grin and his balls slapped against Johnny’s thighs. 
 
    “Come on, bitch,” he said in a deep voice. 
 
    Johnny groaned. It felt like he had ben wah balls the size of baseballs in his butt. 
 
    The women patted Johnny on the back and kissed him. Ben had long enough arms to reach around and feel Johnny’s tits. 
 
    Finally, he began to jet his baby batter into Johnny’s behind. For a long minute he jerked and slammed and filled Johnny, then he pulled back. 
 
    “Thanks, fellas. See you later,” Marsha moved them towards the door. 
 
    The guys wanted to stay and play some more, but the women were done with them. They took them out to the bar, bought them drinks, and left them to discuss their good luck. 
 
    Johnny lay on the table. His butt was up and his dick and balls now hung slack and useless. 
 
    One of the girls wiped the white stuff off his butt and pushed the ben wah balls back into him. Then they pulled his panties up and sat him down. They sat next to him, across from him, and watched him. They were all grinning. 
 
    “Well, Johnny, how was it? Do you like being a woman?” 
 
    Johnny was sober now. Amazingly, his butt felt good. A little sore, but good. 
 
    “Did you like eating the pussy? Did you like fucking?” 
 
    He managed to ask, “When…will my dick get hard again?” 
 
    “Of course it will. Maybe a month. Doc just gave you a little shot. We didn’t want to hurt you, just show you what you’ve been missing by being a man. Your dick should start getting hard again by the time your vacation boobs are absorbed by your body.” 
 
    Johnny nodded slowly. 
 
    A drink appeared in front of him, but he pushed it away. “‘Nuff,” he said. 
 
    A few of the girls chuckled. 
 
    “So, Johnny. Are you going to stalk any more women again?” 
 
    Johnny shook his head. 
 
    By now it was getting close to two, and the bartender shouted, “Last call!” 
 
    “Well, I guess that’s it.” Marsha stood up and the girls all stirred. “It’s been swell, but we’re all done.” 
 
    “Wait…wait…” 
 
    “What, Johnny?” 
 
    “How am I…I need clothes!” 
 
    “You’re covered up.” 
 
    “But…no…male clothes.” 
 
    “Sorry, Johnny, but I don’t have any tighty whiteys on me. 
 
    The girls all were snickering. 
 
    “Besides. You look quite beautiful. Ready to go home to Jenny?” 
 
    He nodded and snuffled. 
 
    The girls checked his make up, then patted his ass and sent him out the door. 
 
     
 
    Johnny walked down the street alone. He was corseted and pantied and bra-ed, but his privates were all covered up.  
 
    It was late, and there was nobody on the streets, and he walked to his bike. 
 
    And had no key. 
 
    His key was…somewhere. In pants that had been shredded and were now likely lost in the trash. 
 
    He thought about going back up to the room, but it was no doubt locked. 
 
    He thought about going through the trash, but that part of the hotel was behind a locked gate. 
 
    He looked at his bike and sighed. It would be okay here, but…he was going to have to walk home. 
 
    Fortunately, he only lived a few miles away.  
 
    Unfortunately, he was wearing heels that were padlocked onto him. 
 
    He headed through town, trying to stay in the shadows, taking the alleys and the less traveled side streets. 
 
    He didn’t see any cops, and shortly was walking through suburbia. 
 
    It was quiet, and he heard his heels grating on the pavement. He tried to move his feet so he could click instead of grate, and he was somewhat successful. 
 
    But his feet and legs were getting tired. 
 
    Tired or not, he had no choice. He kept walking and walking, and about five in the morning he turned up his street. 
 
    Johnny was completely sober now, and tired, and…excited. The girls had never taken the ben wah balls out of him, and his prostate had been getting rubbed for miles now. 
 
    The lights were on when he arrived at his house. He tiredly walked up to the front door, and it was locked. 
 
    He knocked, and Jenny appeared in just a couple of seconds. She was wearing a robe and it was tied tightly. 
 
    She opened the door and compressed her lips and withheld laughter. 
 
    “Hello, honey,” she said. “Did you have a good night?” 
 
    Johnny walked into the kitchen and sat down at the table. “Could I have some water?” 
 
    “Of course you can.” 
 
    She poured him a tumbler and put it in front of him. 
 
    Johnny was parched from the walk and the booze, and he drank the whole thing. 
 
    Jennie sat down across from him, her lips wiggling like dancing worms as she stifled the humor. 
 
    “I’ve been watching something on my iPad. Marsha sent me a couple of hours of video. It was most entertaining.” 
 
    Johnny’s head was lowered. He wanted to go to sleep. But he was almost too tired to get up and go to the bedroom. 
 
    “Just think. You ate that much pussy, and then you got to fuck a couple of men. Was it fun?” 
 
    Johnny forced himself to his feet and staggered back through the house. 
 
    Jennie followed him, now letting a chuckle or two loose. 
 
    Johnny lay on the bed, and she finally seemed to take pity on him. 
 
    “They dropped the key to your shoes off,” she said, unlocking the padlock and pulling his shoes off. 
 
    “My, this corset is really tight.” She loosened the ties and took the thing off him. 
 
    “Oh, my. Look at those big boobs.” She undid his bra and pulled it off him. “We’ll have to get you some more bras. I don’t think mine are big enough for you.” 
 
    She pulled off his panties, then his nylons. 
 
    Johnny was breathing hard, his body finally relaxing from the cruel restraints it had been forced into. 
 
    “Now then, Johnny, there is one other thing.” 
 
    He was laying on his front, his boobs smashed under him, and he turned his head to her. 
 
    “I’m going to want to use my dildo on you. I bought a strap on harness, and I’m about the only one who hasn’t fucked you tonight. Did you save any for your wife.” 
 
    Johnny struggled, managed to turn on his back. His boobs thrust up into the air. 
 
    “Oh, God! Those are nice!” She kissed his nipple and tweaked the other one. 
 
    Johnny groaned. 
 
    “So, tell me? Are you ready for me?” 
 
    He whispered. “Can you take the ben wah balls out of my ass?” 
 
    She gave a light laugh. “Of course I can, honey.” 
 
    She helped him lift his legs and she grabbed the little loop coming out of his ass. The ben wah balls popped out and he sighed. 
 
    “I bet that feels good.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “And will it feel good when I put my dick in your ass?” 
 
    He took his arm off his face and turned over. And as she parted her robe and pointed her big dick at him he whispered, “Jennie?” 
 
    “Yes?” she answered, kneeling between his legs and pointing the tip of her cock into him. 
 
    “Next time you have one of these meetings?” 
 
    “Yes,” she pushed slowly into him. 
 
    “I‘m going with you.” 
 
    “Okay, honey, if that’s what you want.” And she began to hump his rump. 
 
    He sighed, and she whispered, “Mr. Woman.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    I Feminized Johnny! 
 
    Lingerie, dresses and make up, 
 
    then I bent him over! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Johnny, you know you want to!” 
 
    Johnny resisted the pull of her hand. Behind them the party was in full swing. Couples were dancing and drinking, The music was loud, and Mick was yelling, ‘I can’t get no…satisfaction…’ 
 
    “Jenny, I’m married!” 
 
    “So what. Your wife will never know.” 
 
    “But I’ll know!” 
 
    Jenny was a lush dish with never quit boobs and lips built for oral sex. She was also notorious for stealing husbands. Well, borrowing them and returning them in sullied condition. 
 
    Jenny moved back to him. One hand went unerringly to his crotch and she squeezed his package. “Ooh, somebody’s glad to see me!” 
 
    Johnny groaned. She had been kissing him in a hidden spot next to the patio for the last half hour. And feeling his dick, and grabbing his buns, and…she was so fucking hot. 
 
    “Wait…” 
 
    She slid her hand into his pants and grabbed his dick. 
 
    Johnny was drunk, and he was horny. His wife, Amy, hadn’t given him any sex in a week. She just hadn’t felt like it, but he was hurting. His cock was a stiff rod and Jenny was taking advantage of it. 
 
    For a long moment they swayed behind the bush at the rear of the property. Johnny knew it was wrong, but he was so damned horny! 
 
    Jenny transferred her grip to his balls and backed up and pulled. 
 
    Johnny had to go with her.  
 
    In the darkness, behind a hedge, Jenny backed up against a fence. She jumped up and wrapped her legs around him. “Monkey love, you little bastard,” she giggled. “Now give it to me!” 
 
    She held on while Johnny undid his pants. His cock poked out and suddenly her pussy was resting on it. 
 
    He cupped her buns and adjusted his hold, and he felt his cock start to slid into her moist, hot pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. He gave yet another groan, and for a split second he blamed Amy. She hadn’t been giving him any. Then he was balls deep in Jenny. 
 
    Jenny laughed and buried her head against his neck. “I knew you had a big one!” she chortled. 
 
    Johnny wasn’t listening, he was banging. His hips drew back, then slammed forward. She was impaled, and her butt hit the fence. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered. 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered. Slamming again and again. 
 
    Now Jenny couldn’t hold on, and her arms were barely around his neck, but Johnny had her firmly in hand. In and out, he slid his hard cock into her wet pussy. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…fuck…” she grunted in time with his thrusts. 
 
    He went into full fuck ‘em mode. He slammed her ass against the fence. He held one bun and cupped her tit with the other. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she wailed. They weren’t worried about being loud because the music behind them was blasting. 
 
    He felt his semen boiling. He felt the little trigger click down deep behind his penis. He fucked harder, and he felt the semen start to come up his shaft. 
 
    “I’m going to squirt!” he yelled. 
 
    “Squirt you bastard!” Her hips started jerking and twitching. She was already cumming. 
 
    For a long minute he poured semen into her pussy, and she held on fiercely and had her own orgasm. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered, finally. He was leaning against her, and she was held up by the fence. 
 
    “Heysoos wept!” Jenny murmured. “That was fucking good.” 
 
    Slowly, he lowered her, put her feet on the ground. 
 
    They stood for a long moment. She pushed her dress down. She hadn’t been wearing panties, and she didn’t care that his seed was running down her leg. 
 
    Heck, in this mad party nobody would ever notice such a thing. 
 
    He backed away from her, put his glistening cock back into his pants. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he said, realizing what he had done. “I fucked you.” 
 
    She touched his cheek tenderly, patted it, then kissed him on the lips. “Honey, don’t even worry about it. I’ve already forgotten, and so should you.” 
 
    “But I’m married!” 
 
    “And you’ll be married tomorrow. What the little missus doesn’t know won’t hurt her.” 
 
    With a final kiss Jenny sauntered off, one more man…one more notch. The truth was that she prided herself on how many men she had fucked. 
 
    Johnny stood in the deep shadows for a long moment, head down, and thought about it. Then, nothing else to do, he stepped out of the shadows and headed back to the party. 
 
    He didn’t see his wife standing beside the tool shed, hidden by those shadows. 
 
    Amy was a tall blonde. Johnny’s height, and her blue eyes were looking a bit fierce now. Yet, for the tinge of anger bubbling around in her svelte torso, she was more curious about herself. 
 
    She had seen Johnny being pulled out into the bushes by Jenny. Johnny was almost the victim here. How could a man refuse such a come on?  
 
    But the point in her mind was that she could have stopped it. She could have stepped out, given Jenny a piece of her mind, dragged her man away, maybe beat him with a switch when they got home, but…she had just watched. 
 
    She had even walked down the side fence until she could see their shadows banging against the fence. 
 
    Why didn’t she stop them? 
 
    Why didn’t she go do a little kickin’ and slappin’? 
 
    Because it was exciting. 
 
    If she had had a dick it would have been hard. Seeing two people fucking, refusing to be bound by convention. 
 
    Yes, Johnny was bad, but…was she badder? 
 
    Letting him get taken? 
 
    And what would it do to their marriage? 
 
    His infidelity would change it, that was for sure. He would be racked by guilt, he would always have this niggling, little black spot in his mind. 
 
    Jenny wouldn’t care. She was a slut, and a quite happy slut, by all appearances. 
 
    And that made Amy wonder. Maybe there was something to be said for cheating? 
 
    What if she cheated? Now that she had Johnny in a state…if she fucked somebody would it bother her? 
 
    She was justified, and she had the feeling that she could go fuck the neighborhood and be fine, always knowing that Johnny was conflicted would, in a weird way, make her not conflicted. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    She was going to have to look into this. Yes, she was. But right now, it was probably time to gather Johnny in. She wanted to get him alone and start digging, without letting him know that she knew. That could be fun. Make him turn red and then looking away and letting him suffer.  
 
    She grinned, and went into the party. 
 
      
 
    The party was at its peak. Couples were slow dancing, hands groping, kissing passionately, even though the music was ‘Light My Fire.’ 
 
    Lots of fires already flaming here. 
 
    Amy wandered through the house. She saw Jenny dancing with Fred Simpson in a corner, and she knew that Jenny had picked out her next target. Poor Fred. And poor Sandy, who was Fred’s wife. 
 
    Or, maybe not poor. 
 
    Amy headed for the kitchen, poured herself a drink, and went back out to the living room. 
 
    She saw Johnny. He was sitting on a chair on the patio, all alone, nursing a drink. 
 
    She grinned. He was already feeling the guilt. 
 
    She headed for the patio, stepped out and said, “Hey, babe, how’s it going?” 
 
    Johnny looked up, instantly happy, squashing all traces of guilt. Heck, if Amy hadn’t known she never would have guessed. 
 
    “It’s going good.” 
 
    Amy was wearing culottes, and she threw a leg over Johnny and straddled him. She ground her pussy down on him subtly, and kissed him. 
 
    She could taste traces of Jenny’s lipstick. 
 
    Johnny had had a brief half second of doubt, then he attacked her lips in a mad manner. He held her tightly and mashed his lips on hers. 
 
    Amy was surprised, but it only made sense. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” he said. 
 
    She could feel him. He was on the edge of confessing. 
 
    “I need another drink,” blurted Amy. No way she was going to let her husband confess so easily, get out of his misery so easily. She was going to enjoy this! 
 
    She stood up, and his mouth was open and his eyes were gleaming with the glint of tears about to be shed. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I’ll be back in a second. Hold that thought.” 
 
    She trotted off, gloating, knowing that the poor boy was suffering. 
 
    Amy sauntered through the house, in no hurry to get back out to Johnny. 
 
    The music of the moment was Easy Street, and people were, by whim or by drink, acting like zombies. 
 
    They staggered in each others arms, Rod Parsons had passed out and was sleeping, with loud snores, in an easy chair. His wife was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Janie Winfield was in the bedroom fucking assorted studs. Some of the studs had actually been brought in to boff Janie by their wives. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    Amy finished her drink and went to the kitchen, and should she meet but Jenny. 
 
    “Hey, Jenny, wild party, eh?” 
 
    Jenny was mixing a drink and she turned to Amy with a smile. “Man, this is one to remember. “ 
 
    “How many husbands have you stolen?” 
 
    Jenny showed no embarrassment, and didn’t even gloat that Johnny was among her conquests. “Five, tonight.” 
 
    “And what does that bring your lifetime total to?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Who knows!” She laughed merrily, handed Amy the drink she had made and started another one. When she was finished she and Amy wandered out to the living room. 
 
    “So how do you justify fucking all these men?” 
 
    “Well, at first I didn’t. I went through some confusing times. Then I realized that this was what men did, and if they could do it, then so could I. 
 
    Amy chuckled. “I don’t think men get as much nooky as you do.” 
 
    Jenny giggled. “I know. Ain’t I bad?” 
 
    At that moment Amy saw Johnny enter the room and look around. she kept him peripheral vision and kept talking to Jenny. Johnny wandered up and was finally noticed. 
 
    “Hey, baby. I’ve been talking to Jenny. She’s been giving me some great idea.” 
 
    Johnny was stricken, but Jenny didn’t notice. She just sidled up to Johnny and put her arm around his waist. “You better be careful, or one of these days I’ll have a little fun with Johnny.” 
 
    “Johnny? Good luck! Johnny is my true blue baby. He’d never cheat on me, would you, babe?” 
 
    Johnny’s face was a study in conflict. It actually seemed to roll through a mottle of colors. Ashen white, embarrassed red, sickly yellow, “Ah…no.” 
 
    “That’s my boy. Come on, honey. Let’s dance a little.” 
 
    Amy took Johnny’s hand and led him out of Jenny’s arms. Jenny grinned, and showed not a whit of emotion. Johnny grinned in a sickly manner and took Amy in his arms. 
 
    “I’m so glad I have you, honey. Look at all these poor slobs. Nothing but a bunch of cheaters. Did you know that Janie Winfield is in the bedroom pulling a train?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Good Lord, how could a man want to put his dick in a hole that’s been fucked by a half a dozen men before. Putting their dicks in that mix of semen. Yuck.” 
 
    Johnny was silent. 
 
    They danced, and then Amy asked him to go get her another drink. 
 
    He walked away with a strangled look on his face, but she was pretty sure he wasn’t going to come clean now. Not after she had complimented him on being true blue. 
 
    She looked around at the party, which was now winding down a bit. Miss Tony Fisher was carrying on about ‘The Big Hurt,’ and Janie Winfield came staggering out of the bedroom. Her husband had found her, apparently, and put a stop to her shenanigans. He had one arm around her waist protectively and guided her to the front door. 
 
    Wouldn’t they be having some interesting conversations? 
 
    “You know, don’t you?” 
 
    Amy looked to her side, Jenny was there, her head tilted and a thoughtful look on her face. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    Take Johnny for a ride, not let him know, enjoy his guilt.” 
 
    Jenny nodded. “That sounds like fun.” 
 
    “So let me ask you a question…” 
 
    Jenny looked a bit nervous at that, but she nodded. 
 
    “What’s the hottest man you’ve ever fucked?” 
 
    Jenny blinked, a smile seemed to come to her. “My, my…” 
 
    Amy waited. 
 
    “I was at a party in San Francisco. It was wild, even to my standards. Drink and drugs, people of various sexual persuasion, and I ended up making it with a guy in women’s clothes. 
 
    “What? Really?” 
 
    Now the women were facing each other, speaking low, intent. 
 
    “And here’s the really wild thing. He was on the sexual predator’s list.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yep. He had the ankle bracelet at the time. We started off talking about that, and he told me how he had been castrated.” 
 
    “His dick was—“ 
 
    “No. He had his dick, and his balls. When they castrate somebody these days they give them a shot of something. It enhances the estrogen in them, and they can’t get boners. But he still had the desire, just no way to act on them. His dick was as limp as a worm three sheets to the wind.” 
 
    “So how did you make love?” 
 
    “At first we just made out. I thought it was funny, I was making him hornier, and punishing him for his sexual predations. But, oh, Lord, he was inspired. He was so horny he had to be inspired. He satisfied me on every level, mostly with his mouth, but it was also the first time I had ever been fisted. Then, when I thought it was all over, he asked me to fuck him.” 
 
    “Fuck him?” Amy was puzzled. 
 
    “With a dildo. A really big one. He apparently liked being fisted too, and the dildo was one of those big, old horse dildos. Lord, I put that thing on and fucked him until dawn. And you know what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He came!” 
 
    He came? But I thought…” 
 
    I know, that’s what I thought. But men have a P-spot, a place in their anus, and when you massage that—and my horse dick really massaged that—he had the biggest fucking cum I have ever seen. His dick didn’t get hard through out, but he drizzled a year’s worth of jizz on the bed. Most incredible thing I have ever seen.” 
 
    Amy was standing, staring, with an open mouth, when Johnny came up behind her with a drink. 
 
    She turned with a smile and said, “Thanks, babe.” 
 
    Johnny stood by, trying to look natural. Jenny bid them good bye and wandered away. Doubtless to find number six. 
 
    Amy turned to Johnny.  
 
    “What’d you guys talk about?” 
 
    “Oh, girl stuff. You know. Nothing that would interest you.” 
 
    Johnny smiled, and tried to put his heart in it, but only half his heart would fit. 
 
      
 
    They drove home an hour later. Johnny was careful with the driving, avoided cops and tickets, and they were silent. 
 
    Amy was totally thinking. 
 
    Make love to a man dressed as a woman. 
 
    Yet, that wasn’t all of it. Her imagination was working, and she was thinking about making love to a man who was a woman. Breasts and limp dick and all. 
 
    How would Johnny take to having his dick limp for a while? 
 
    To being fucked? 
 
    She glanced at him as the street lights passed. His face was rippled by the passing lights, and she thought he might like it. 
 
    But, even if he didn’t, she obviously would. 
 
    And he had cheated on her. That should give her a a bit of power. She could probably make him. 
 
    Make her man turn into a woman. 
 
    Fuck, the thought made her pussy wet. She wiggled in the car seat. 
 
    “You okay?” asked Johnny. 
 
    “Never better.” 
 
      
 
    They arrived at home and headed for the bedroom. In a handful of seconds they were naked. 
 
    She looked at his cock. There seemed to be a bit of caked white on it. Was that the remnants of his sperm? Of her juices? 
 
    “You feel like making love?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, gosh,” he said, not looking at her. “I’m really tired. And I think I’m too drunk to get it up.” 
 
    Well, that was a challenge she couldn’t pass up. 
 
    She stepped over to him, spun him around, and planted a kiss on him. 
 
    Johnny was startled, but tried. He kissed back, but he lacked the inner drive to make it happen. 
 
    Amy went down on him. She took his limp cock in her mouth and sucked. 
 
    Yes, it tasted of another woman’s pussy. Jenny’s vagina. It tasted good. 
 
    She rolled his balls in her hands as she sucked, and he got a little chub, but that was all. 
 
    She stood up, holding his package, and looked into his eyes. “Well, you’re less than manly tonight.” 
 
    “Uh…but…” he looked stricken. 
 
    “Honestly, Johnny, I’ve seen bigger dicks on women.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. Before he could say anything, not that he had anything to say, Amy let go of him and prepared for bed. She sat at the vanity table and took off her make up. 
 
    “I’m just tired, honey. Tomorrow morning I’ll feel like it.” 
 
    “Sure,” she said, carefully cultivating an ‘I don’t care’ attitude. 
 
    He stepped into the shower, dried off, kept glancing at Amy, looking like he wanted to say something. 
 
    Amy patted his chest on the way by, and she had her own shower. 
 
    They went to bed, and she fondled his package for a while, gloating, then kissed him good night and said, “Don’t be such a woman next time.” 
 
    Then she was on her side, her back to him, grinning. 
 
    He muttered a few half words, but couldn’t think of the right thing to say. So he just spooned up against her and sighed. 
 
    He went to sleep, and didn’t have happy dreams. 
 
    She, on the other hand, had the happiest of dreams. 
 
    She had dreams of Johnny in a dress, putting on make up, and, finally, bent over. His back to her, and she was…she was… 
 
      
 
    Morning. Yawns and stretches. 
 
    “Hey, honey,” she smacked on his lips, then leaped out of bed. She put on panties and a half bra and a chemise and headed out for the kitchen. 
 
    Johnny followed her, yawning, a moment later. He put on PJ bottoms and sat at the table. 
 
    “What a party, eh?” She popped four waffles into the toaster and got the syrup from the pantry. 
 
    “I’m still drunk,” he muttered. 
 
    She glanced at his pants. His penis hadn’t raised. She wondered if he could cum. She straightened up and faced him. “Johnny, if I bent over right now, could you fuck me?” 
 
    His face was neutral, which meant that he was hiding consternation. After all, if he could he would be jumping for joy. 
 
    “I don’t know. We went to sleep late, all that alcohol…” 
 
    “Try it,” she said. She walked out of the room. 
 
    “Wait! Where are you going?” 
 
    She returned a moment later wearing a pair of high heels. She grinned at him and bent over the kitchen table. “Come on, stud. Show me what a man is.” 
 
    Johnny got up, he couldn’t help himself, and stood behind her. 
 
    Her heels raised her butt to the perfect height for a little back door action. He raised her chemise and pulled her panties to the side, and tried to get his dick into her. 
 
    “Come on, honey,” she wiggled her ass. “Be a man!” 
 
    He tried, but his dick had still not recovered. It bent this way and that, and it was like trying to get a rubber band into a keyhole. 
 
    “Honey? You’re making me horny! Get that dick into me!” 
 
    He kept trying, and he got a little hard, then he managed to slip his half limp dick into her. 
 
    The dick lay in her, doing nothing, and he was afraid to try pumping. If he moved at all his dick would just flop out. 
 
    “Honey, that feels good, but you need to get big! And stiff! Come on, give me the zinger dinger special. Rape my butt. Fuck me!” 
 
    He tried. He moved a little, but mostly just back and forth, afraid to risk falling out. 
 
    Amy was having fun, but it was also frustrating. Having him so close, and so far, her heart was pounding and she had never wanted to have a dick in her so badly. 
 
    “Come on!” she reached back between her legs and grabbed his balls. She pulled and he went forward, and there was just a squishy feeling as the limp dick in her smushed up. 
 
    Then he pulled back an inch…and fell out. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Amy straightened her panties and turned around. The toast was up and she stared at the stricken Johnny. “Have you lost your manhood, Johnny? I mean…you fuck like a girl!” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m just not recovered from the party last night.” 
 
    “Recover? What recover? You were drinking, not fucking. What’s to recover?” 
 
    She made sure she was not looking at him as she dinged him. 
 
    She took the waffles out of the toaster, buttered and syruped them, then handed the plate to him. 
 
    Johnny took them, and he didn’t look too happy. 
 
    “Well, I tell you this, Johnny B Goode, if you don’t rise to the occasion then I might just consider making you into a woman. After all, maybe it’s time for me to be on top. 
 
    Johnny ate slowly, sadly, and without much joy. 
 
      
 
    Amy was enjoying this. She was enjoying being the alpha, dinging him with remarks, making him suffer.  
 
    At first, she knew it was because of his cheating on her. A girl deserved a little bit of fun after what he had done. But there came a change point. 
 
    There came a point when making him suffer wasn’t the point. Making him change was the point. 
 
    If she could feel so good doing a little emasculation, treating him like a bad girl, what would it feel like if she did what Jenny had done? 
 
    What if she actually changed him into a woman? 
 
    What would it be like fucking a man who was transformed? 
 
    With all the different sexes these days, bi, trans, cis, gay, lesbo, whatever…shouldn’t she experiment? 
 
    And if she could return him to being a man whenever she wished…didn’t that make the experiment almost compulsory? 
 
    All that day she fantasized. Johnny as a woman. How would he look with long hair? With make up? In a bra and panties and a dress. 
 
    He had the body for it. He was her height, and he was slender. It would be very easy to transform him into a woman. 
 
    But…then there was the deeper stuff.  
 
    Would he let himself be injected with a chemical castration drug? After all, in spite of her digs, he was a man. Could he take that drug? Could he give up being a man for her for a while? 
 
    And, if he was chemically castrated…could he handle a pair of boobs on his chest? She had read of vacation boobs, and she was fascinated. At first she had thought about them for herself, but she didn’t really need enhancement. She was already well endowed. 
 
    But, Johnny…how would he look with a pair of tits? Could he handle it? 
 
    All afternoon she pondered, fantasized, and snuck side glances at him. 
 
    Johnny with boobs. Hmmm. 
 
    Johnny with long hair and make up. Hmmm. 
 
    In the end, she decided she was going to have to do this. But she was going to need help. She needed to gang up on Johnny. She needed somebody else to help her put the pressure on him. 
 
    And she knew just who to call. 
 
      
 
    Ding Dong! 
 
    “Who is that?” asked Johnny. 
 
    “I’m busy, why don’t you find out?” 
 
    Johnny went to the front door and opened it. 
 
    Jenny was standing there. Her face was carefully sad. “Hello, Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny started to step out on the porch, but she pushed past him and entered the house. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I need to talk to Amy.” 
 
    He kept his voice low and grabbed her arm.”What is this?” 
 
    “Ow!” she cried. “Let go of me!” 
 
    He let go, but he was totally flamboozled. 
 
    Amy stepped into the room. “Johnny, who’s…oh, hi, Jenny.” 
 
    Jenny started crying. 
 
    “Jenny! What’s wrong?” Any went to Jenny and held her. 
 
    “I’m sorry…” she sniffed. “But I can’t keep it in any longer.” 
 
    “Keep what in?” 
 
    Johnny: “Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Johnny forced himself on me.” 
 
    Amy’s face turned to stone and she stared at Johnny. 
 
    “No! Wait! I didn’t!” 
 
    “At the party. I was outside and he grabbed me and made me go to the hedge in the back. He…he fucked me against the fence!” 
 
    “Wait! That’s not what happened!” 
 
    “Do you deny you put your penis in me?” 
 
    “Wait! No! I…yes…I” 
 
    Amy snapped, “You put your dick in Jenny’s pussy?” 
 
    “No…I mean…yes! I did it, but I didn’t—“ 
 
    “You fucked another woman?” Amy snarled. 
 
    “Honey! Wait, that’s not how it happened!” 
 
    “No wonder you didn’t want to screw when you got home! You cheated on me! No wonder you fucked like a girl!” 
 
    “No! Jenny pulled me out there! I tried to resist!” 
 
    “Oh, you tried. And then what? You accidentally fell on her and got your penis in her pussy?” 
 
    “We were standing up!” 
 
    “You cheater!” 
 
    Jenny was sobbing in Amy’s arms. 
 
    “I’m taking Jenny in the back room. You get out of here!” 
 
    Amy walked Jenny down the hallway, and Johnny was left to sputter and deny. The bedroom door was slammed and the click of the lock could be heard. 
 
    In the bedroom Jenny grinned. “How’d I do?” 
 
    “Academy award winning performance!” 
 
    “So what now?” 
 
    “Let’s let him stew. Let him worry. “ 
 
    “Have you looked into how you want to do this?” 
 
    “I’ve got a doctor, Melissa Schmitt, she said she’d give him boobs and inject him with a castration drug.” 
 
    The girls were sitting on the bed, stifling giggles. 
 
    Amy said, “I wish I’d known about this before. This is so exciting.” 
 
    “Would you like me to get you off?” Jenny’s eyes were sharp, and Amy suddenly remembered that Jenny was a sexual predator.  
 
    But…she thought about it. 
 
    Jenny touched her boob, cupped it. “It’s a rocket ride. While Johnny’s out there crying in his soup I’ll be in here, and you’ll be sailing to the moon.” 
 
    “I’ve never tried being a lesbian.” 
 
    “First time for everything.” Jenny licked her lips. 
 
    And Amy realized that she was licking her lips, too. “Okay.” 
 
    Their eyes were open as Jenny closed in on Amy. Then their lips met, and their eyes closed. 
 
    Amy realized that there was a huge difference between kissing men and kissing women. Men were demanding, insistent. Women were tender, receptive, aware. 
 
    Jenny’s tongue dashed lightly into Amy’s mouth and Amy gasped. 
 
    Jenny brushed her hand over Jenny’s boobs. Amy’s nipples stood straight up and she was electrified. Suddenly her pussy was dripping and she felt heat surging through her body. 
 
    Gently, Jenny pushed Amy back onto the bed. She lifted Amy’s dress and cupped her mons. 
 
    Amy gasped. This was so fucking intense! 
 
    Then Jenny pulled Amy’s panties down and put her mouth to her vagina. 
 
    Jenny spread the labia and licked up Amy’s slit. She focused on the labia and began sucking. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Amy moaned. Her hole was on fire. She began to move her hips, and Jenny stuck a finger into her. 
 
    “OH!” she almost leaped up, but Jenny had a hand on her and held her down. 
 
    Jenny reamed her hole, then slipped two fingers into her. All the while she was rubbing Amy’s breast and licking her slit. 
 
    Then Amy felt it. She froze, felt the deep core of her burning. Felt the rising orgasm. 
 
    “Let it happen,” Jenny advised in a low voice. 
 
    Amy tried to relax, and the more she did, the more the orgasm built. Then it burst, like a supernova, and she was born aloft, not sure who she was, where she was. All she knew was that heaven had grabbed her by the pussy and was shaking her. 
 
    Slowly, she came down, and then, like a miracle, there was nothing. 
 
    She raised her head and looked down, and Jenny was grinning at her. Jenny’s face was moist with her juices and her lipstick was smeared. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” 
 
    “I told you,” Jenny crowed, then, “And when you finally fuck Johnny it’s going to be even better than that.” 
 
    Amy lay back and sighed. “I can’t wait.” 
 
    Then both women were laughing, trying to keep the sound of their laughter down so Johnny wouldn’t hear it. 
 
    They laughed and they laughed and they laughed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Johnny sat on the couch and looked at the floor. 
 
    Amy and Jenny stood in front of him. 
 
    “I can’t believe you cheated on me.” 
 
    “I was drunk and you took advantage of me.” 
 
    “What kind of a man are you?” 
 
    “He’s not a man. He’s a little bitch.” 
 
    They went on and on, taking turns, blasting away, emasculating poor Johnny 
 
    Johnny looked up a couple of times, and looked like he wanted to say something, but they glared at him so fiercely there wasn’t anything he could do. 
 
    “I’ll tell you this, Johnny, there is going to be a reckoning.” 
 
    “There’s going to be a punishment. Something that will teach you to respect women.” 
 
    “Something that will make you be a better man.” 
 
    “If only you could understand what a woman feels, then…maybe…” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Don’t even try to defend yourself. And you can forget about having sex.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “He’ll just have sex with himself. He’s that kind of man.” 
 
    “Are you really that kind of man, Johnny?” 
 
    “I’m not!” he wailed. 
 
    “Then prove it!” 
 
    “How can I prove it?” 
 
    “You can go without sex for a few months.” 
 
    “A few months?” 
 
    Jenny snapped, “He’ll just jack off.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Johnny totally miserable. 
 
    Jenny pinched Amy’s sleeve and pulled. She led her into the far corner of the room. “Do you think he’s ready?” 
 
    “I think so. If we wait he might get numb and become less than responsive.” 
 
    “True. Okay. Let’s give it a shot.” 
 
    They returned to where Johnny was feeling lower than a snakes belly. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny. We’ve decided on your punishment.” 
 
    He looked up, the picture of hopelessness. Yet…punishment might mean the end to this terrible upbraiding they were giving him. 
 
    Jenny: “You said you would do anything, well, get ready.” 
 
    “I will. I’ll do anything to make it up to you.” He was speaking to Amy, but his words had to include Jenny. 
 
    “Then you have to become a girl.” 
 
    His eyes opened wide. “What?” 
 
    “You’re going to spend a few months without a boner. You’re going to get temporary boob implants. You’re going to dress, walk, talk, do everything like a woman. 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “Or I’m going to leave you.” 
 
    Now Johnny was panicked. “Leave me?” His voice cracked and tears came to his eyes. 
 
    “You agree to this program, or…I’m leaving.” 
 
    Tell the truth, Johnny didn’t stand a chance. He was a good man, charged in and got the work done, but any alpha tendencies gave way to the thought of losing his wife. 
 
    Slowly, almost sobbing, he said. “Okay.” 
 
    The women were standing side by side, and Jenny patted Amy’s ass in victory. 
 
    “Very well. We’ll start this week. I’ll set up an appointment with a doctor and we’ll start the transition.” 
 
    “Transition,” repeated Johnny. 
 
    The girls, grim-lipped, stared at him. 
 
      
 
    It was easy to get an appointment with Dr. Schmitt. Amy called her in the morning, and they arrived at her offices at four that afternoon. 
 
    Johnny was nervous. He had agreed, and it was obvious that Amy meant what she said. He walked into the office, Amy at his side, and the doctor gave him an examination. 
 
    He coughed, kicked his leg, and even bent over. When he was done the good doctor remarked, “Excellent health. I see no problem with estrogen treatments and a nice set of vacation breasts.” 
 
    Johnny nodded. He didn’t understand the significance of an ‘estrogen treatment,’ and, to be honest, he had totally missed the part about ‘spending a few months without a boner,’ which Jenny and Amy had slid in on him. 
 
    “So when is this going to happen?” he asked. 
 
    “No time like the present. Let’s just get the paperwork out of the way and get going.” 
 
    Johnny signed a few releases, stated that he was of sound mind, even though he didn’t feel too sound, and was instructed to take his shirt off. 
 
    He took off his shirt and lay on the exam table. 
 
    The doctor actually hummed as she made little marks on his chest, two circles around his pectorals. 
 
    He watched and was fascinated as the doctor began injecting some substance into his pectorals. Small globes began to arise, and…he got a boner. A big one. 
 
    Wasn’t that interesting? Who would think that getting a pair of boobs would sexually excite him? 
 
    But it did. 
 
    And as the boobs grew larger and larger his boner got harder and harder. 
 
    The doctor noticed, but didn’t say anything. She had done this before, and men getting excited over boobs was pretty normal. 
 
    Amy noticed, and she placed a hand on Johnny’s shin and stared at him. 
 
    Johnny grew embarrassed and focused on his big boobs. 
 
    “There we go,” said the doctor. She put her hypodermics away and rinsed her hands in the sink. 
 
    Johnny stared at his tits. They were big. Huge. And the skin was tight. Also, his nipples were very slightly larger and quite stiff. 
 
    While the doctor washed her hands Amy brushed a palm over Johnny’s nipples. He stifled a groan. 
 
    “Only one thing left to do,” said Dr. Schmitt. She picked up another syringe and filled it with a clear fluid. 
 
    “What does that do?” asked Johnny, as she slipped the needle into his arm. 
 
    “This is the one that will stop your erections, give you a better complexion.” 
 
    That was the moment Johnny got it. No erections. No boners. Limp. No boner bump in a dress. 
 
    He turned his head to Amy, who kept a carefully neutral expression. He looked at the doc, who was back washing her hands. 
 
    “You can get up.” 
 
    He got up, and was aware that his erection hadn’t subsided. Thank goodness. The injection didn’t seem to work. That thought was blasted by the doctor’s next words. 
 
    “You’re going to go through a week of extreme sexual excitement, then your erections will lessen, and within two weeks they will be a memory.” 
 
    “For how long?” Johnny squeaked. 
 
    “Six months, give or take a week. “ Then the doctor frowned. “Is there something wrong with that?” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Nope,” smiled Amy. “Just right.” 
 
    “I was under the impression that you understood all this.” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “He did. There’s no problem.” 
 
    Still, the doctor frowned. “I can’t undo this shot.” 
 
    “You don’t have to.” 
 
    In spite of the doctor’s sudden scruples, Amy hauled Johnny out of the office. They went to the car and Johnny started for the driver’s side. 
 
    Amy stopped him and held her hand out. “As a woman you won’t be driving.” 
 
    He was so messed up by realizing what had happened that he didn’t object. He just went to the passenger side and sat down. As they drove through town he finally spoke. 
 
    “I didn’t know that…I won’t be able to have…erections?” 
 
    Lord, what a low moment. 
 
    “We told you that, Johnny. We explained the whole thing.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” he withered away and said nothing the rest of the way home. 
 
      
 
    Jenny arrived ten minutes after they arrived home. “How’d it go?” 
 
    “Johnny is now officially a Janie, though we still have a bit of work to do.” 
 
    Jenny smiled, and she felt an excitement in her groin. 
 
    “Are you going to dress him this afternoon? 
 
    Amy smiled. “Would you like to help?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. This is so terribly exciting.” 
 
    Johnny headed for the kitchen and got out the bourbon. He poured himself a stiff shot of Long Branch, downed it, then mixed a half and half bourbon and Coke. 
 
    When he was summoned he walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny. It’s time to complete your conversion.” 
 
    He glugged his drink, then held up a hand. “Let me get another drink.” 
 
    He returned a moment later with a fresh drink. “Okay.” 
 
    “The first thing, announced Amy, is that girls aren’t hairy beasts.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Johnny stripped, glancing at the avidly watching Jenny. She had fucked him, but she had never actually seen his body. 
 
    “Yes. Definitely a hairball.” 
 
    “Why does he still have a boner?” asked Jenny. 
 
    “Apparently he’ll have one for a week, a normal reaction, then it’ll start to disappear.” 
 
    “Gosh. If I’d known that I would have brought a chastity tube over.” 
 
    “Not a big deal,” responded Amy. “After all, he’s a woman, or perhaps I should say ‘she’s’ a woman. As a woman she won’t be allowed to use her dick, she won’t be allowed to have a male orgasm.” 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    “How do you feel about that, Johnny?” 
 
    He muttered, “I’d like to cum.” 
 
    The girls chuckled. 
 
    Then Jenny blurted, “So we can play with it as long as she doesn’t cum.” 
 
    Amy blinked. “I guess you’re right.” 
 
    Jenny wasted no time. She grabbed Johnny’s cock and started stroking it. 
 
    Johnny was stunned. Amy just watched, was interested, but that was all, as another woman stroked him. 
 
    “Are you close, Janie?” 
 
    “No,” he lied, hoping to sneak in a squirt before his dick died. 
 
    “Don’t believe him,” said Amy. “He looks like he’s close.” 
 
    Johnny tried not to show it, but as he clenched his muscles and tried to cum it was obvious what he was trying to do. 
 
    “No, no,” Jenny let go and slapped his dick. “Bad Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny twitched at the feel of her hand smacking his pecker. “I thought I was a Janie?” 
 
    “You’re on your way, Johnny or Janie,” Amy smiled and held out a bottle. “Now go get rid of that ugly hair.” 
 
    Defeated, his hard cock leading the way, he headed for the bathroom. He read the directions on the Nair, slathered the stuff on his body, and waited. After fifteen minutes his skin started to burn, and he stepped into the shower. 
 
    And realized that he had a golden opportunity to masturbate. 
 
    Grinning, he reached down and grabbed his dick. He started stroking, and suddenly the shower door open. 
 
    “Aha!” The girls grinned at him. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” Johnny cried. 
 
    “One of us are going to have to be with him at all times until that boner goes away for good.” 
 
    “Go ahead. Take the first shift.” 
 
    Jenny began taking off her clothes. 
 
    Johnny stared, he had fucked her but had never seen her body. 
 
    She had a thin waist and very large boobs. Her skin was so white it was flawless. No beauty marks, no freckles, just pure white flesh. 
 
    She stepped into the shower and started rinsing Johnny off. She took her time, rubbing his nipples with her hands, stroking him, and cupping his buns and running a finger along his asshole. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he gasped. 
 
    “Johnny?” Amy lowed warningly at him. 
 
    He looked at his wife and immediately felt the mortification. 
 
    Jenny stepped right up to him, massaged his balls and let her tits press against his chest. 
 
    “Kiss me, Johnny.” 
 
    “No!” he said, turning his face away. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    He looked at Amy. 
 
    “She’s being so good to you. Show some appreciation.” 
 
    Caught and sunk, Johnny turned his face back. 
 
    Jenny stroked him, rubbed his nipples, and kissed his mouth. 
 
    Johnny sighed. It all felt so good. It all—Jenny stepped back. 
 
    The girls laughed, then pulled him out of the shower. They took fluffy towels and began drying him off. And they particularly enjoyed drying off his throbbing weenie. 
 
    All Johnny could do was groan and wish they would stroke him a little too much. 
 
    They brought Johnny out of the bathroom and handed him a bra. It was a sexy half bra, very frilly, and when he put it on his nipples wee exposed, and very erect. 
 
    “It’s corset time for you, Johnny,” and Jenny handed him a corset. 
 
    It was short on top, just for the waist, but covered his whole bottom like panties. They put him on the bed and connected the clasps, then they started pulling the ties in the back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Johnny whimpered. “I can’t breath.” 
 
    “Part of the joy of being a woman, Johnny. You get to wear things for men that are totally ridiculous.” 
 
    Jenny pushed his weenie down and bent it between his legs, then snapped the bottom. 
 
    Johnny leaned forward slightly to relieve the pressure on his dick. 
 
    The girls, meanwhile, were smothering smiles. 
 
    “What shall we put him in?” asked Jenny. 
 
    Something to show off his shape. 
 
    “Got just the thing.” 
 
    It was a wrap around dress with fishes swimming in blue. They put it on him, wrapped it around, and pulled the ties tight. 
 
    Johnny was looking very female in the body, and with his large boobs there was no mistaking his femininity. 
 
    “How about some nylons?” 
 
    “Not till we paint his nails.” 
 
    “Oh, goody. Nails!” 
 
    They sat him down, which was difficult in the corset. He kept getting straighter and trying to slide off the chair while they painted his toenails. When he complained they just laughed. 
 
    They painted the toenails bright red, and Johnny started blushing right from the get go.  
 
    They applied long, pointed nails to his fingers. “Be careful when you pick your nose, Johnny.” 
 
    “Or wipe your butt.” 
 
    He just stared, aghast, as he grew long, talons. 
 
    “Okay, now for the nylons. 
 
    They pulled tight hose up his legs, so tight it stayed in place when they were done. 
 
    “Is there anything that’s not tight?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Jenny slipped a pair of high heels on him, but told him to stay seated. 
 
    They went to work on his face then, cleaning and priming, and, again, Johnny was surprised. His dick, totally bent in two under him, was really trying to get hard. 
 
    “Why are you squirming, Johnny?” asked Jenny. 
 
    “My dick is trying to get hard.” 
 
    “Oh, poor boy. But don’t worry. By next week it won’t bother you.” 
 
    But it sure bothered him right then. 
 
    Johnny watched in the mirror as they gave him eye shadow, then curled his eye lashes. Lucky male, he already had long lashes. 
 
    Finally, they rolled something on his lips. There was no color, however, and Johnny pointed that out. 
 
    “This is lip plumper, Johnny. Really good stuff, too. You’ll have lips like Angelina Jolie by the time we’re done with you.” 
 
    “It burns,” he complains.  
 
    “That’s the chemicals working. The more it burns the fatter your lips will be. 
 
    They waited a while, chatting amiably, then put another coat of plumper on Johnny’s lips. Again, it burned, but he was able to see the difference in the mirror. His lips were totally swollen. 
 
    And, finally, they painted his lips a bright red, to match his fingernails. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, time for a treat.” 
 
    “What?” he asked in a dour manner. 
 
    “Stand up and let’s go.” 
 
    He stood up, and suffered the imbalance of heels. His ankles wobbled and his whole body struggled for balance for a long moment. 
 
    The girls each took an arm and walked him down the hallway. 
 
    “Hey, wait!” 
 
    But they didn’t wait. And he couldn’t fight without falling on his face. 
 
    They walked him out to the car and put him in the backseat. Jenny sat with him and they child locked the doors so he couldn’t get out. 
 
    “What are you girls doing?” 
 
    “We’re taking you on a trip.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go anywhere looking like this!” 
 
    Amy held in a snicker and backed the car out, then headed down the street. 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” 
 
    But neither girl answered. 
 
    Amy pulled up in front of a business with the sign:  
 
      
 
    Cyndi’s Hairport 
 
      
 
    “Hey, wait! What is this?” 
 
    Amy turned around and said, “We’re going to get your hair done. Now, you can do this the easy way or the hard way. Either you get out and walk in, quickly, so nobody sees you, or I get a couple of girls out of the shop and drag you, kicking and screaming, for the whole world to see. 
 
    Johnny saw he wasn’t going to win this one. It was obvious that Amy would do exactly as she said if he didn’t comply. 
 
    Amy got out and opened his door, and Johnny climbed out of the car. The two girls again linked arms with him and marched him, ankles wobbling and all, into the beauty salon. 
 
    Cyndi’s Hairport had four stations in the front, and two small rooms in the back. 
 
    Women looked up, and a few snickered, and Jenny and Amy walked Johnny into the back.  
 
    Inside one of the small rooms was a major station. It had more bottles, scissors, cupboards and everything. 
 
    “Have a seat, honey,” said Amy. 
 
    At that moment Cyndi walked in. She was a short girl, a trifle plump, but you didn’t notice it because the plumpness was all in her breasts. She greeted the girls with hugs, then turned to Johnny. “And who is this ravishing beauty?” 
 
    “This is Johnny.” 
 
    “Janie.” 
 
    Cyndi laughed. “Hello, Johnny/Janie. Looks like you need a trim?” 
 
    “I need a new head.” 
 
    Cyndi patted his hand and said, “And we’ll give you one.” She turned to Amy. “Extensions? Match the hair. Maybe a little extra work on his make up?” 
 
    Amy nodded, and another girl entered the room. Her name was Leslie, she was thin, no boobs, heavily made up and had a ring through her nose. Her arms and legs were festooned with tattoos. “Whacha got?” 
 
    “This is Johnny/Janie. He needs some hair, uh…shoulder length,” Cyndi glanced at Amy who nodded, “and I’ll get Joanie back here to do a little work on his face.” 
 
    Leslie nodded and went to work. She left the room, came back with samples, and matched hair. Then she pulled up a chair and began weaving in Johnny’s long hair. 
 
    Amy and Jenny sat in a couple of chairs at the side of the room and whispered to each other. Leslie started chatting. 
 
    “Hey, sport. You doing a full transition?” 
 
    “I don’t know. What’s a full transition?” 
 
    “Cut off your weenie and balls. Take hormones. Maybe get a little surgery so you can have a pussy.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Johnny muttered. 
 
    “So whacha gonna do about the dick?” 
 
    Johnny didn’t have much choice, he was forced to engage in conversation. “I…uh…I got a shot.” 
 
    “So you can’t have boners?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s sexy. A couple of months from now you’re going to feel so sexy you’ll go crazy.” 
 
    “I will?” 
 
    “Sure. Your estrogen will be working, but you’ll still have testosterone, and there’s no release, so you just keep getting hornier and hornier.” 
 
    “Why would anybody want to do that?” 
 
    She looked at him. “You tell me?” 
 
    “I’m doing this for my wife. But why would anybody else do it?” 
 
    Leslie shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe just to feel the horniness. Some guys love it. Some guys never want to do anything to relieve the horniness. They take more hormones, get their dick limped, if you know what I mean, and live a thoroughly exciting life.” 
 
    That was something to think about. Johnny hated being horny without being able to relieve himself. He didn’t see how anybody would ever want to be this way forever. 
 
    A hour later Leslie was done. She actually reached down and squeezed Johnny’s groin, then headed out for another customer. A girl named Joan came in and lectured him on make up, how to apply it, how to take it off, and she did little things to his face. Johnny was surprised when he finally looked in a mirror. With long hair he totally looked like a woman, and his make up was professional. He stood up and Amy and Jenny came and stood next to him. 
 
    “You make a lovely woman, Johnny.” 
 
    And, actually, Johnny thought so, too. 
 
    He had been a man all his life. Wore flip flops and shorts. Ragged tees were okay. Sometimes he wore socks and sometimes he didn’t. And that was okay. As a man he could get away with that. 
 
    But a woman couldn’t, and for the first time in his life he began to appreciate how much work his wife took to look beautiful. 
 
    “What do you think, Johnny/Janie?” asked Cyndi. 
 
    Johnny took a long time answering, but he finally said one word. “Impressive.” 
 
    The girls laughed, and they headed out of the shop. 
 
    Johnny still required one helping hand, Jenny’s in this case, to walk. But he was getting better. He could see that with a couple of days practice he would be able to balance on the high heels. 
 
    He walked through the front room of the salon and was aware that women were studying him. It was almost like he could feel their eyes judging him. 
 
    He crossed the sidewalk and stood next to the car. 
 
    People on the sidewalks checked him out. Young men let their eyes wander in his direction, and one fellow grinned and said, “Hi, beautiful.” 
 
    That one remark terrified Johnny. He didn’t want men hitting on him. 
 
    Jenny, however, just laughed. “Hey, Johnny, don’t worry. His dick is in his pants.” 
 
    That remark reminded Johnny of how his own dick was throbbing. He was a little bent at the waist to relieve pressure, and that pushed his butt out a fraction, and…God, he wanted to get out of this stuff. 
 
    Except…he felt so warm inside. And he thought of what Leslie had said about men liking to be excited. 
 
    He pushed the thought out of his mind and slid into the car. 
 
    They drove through town and headed home. Johnny was quite subdued in the backseat. He didn’t need to be child locked in now, and he just sat and watched the passing scenery and listened to Jenny and Amy talk. 
 
    They were talking about things that had never interested him before, things like fashion and dresses. 
 
    Now, in spite of himself, he was interested. 
 
    What was happening to him? 
 
      
 
    They arrived at home and Johnny managed to get out and walk up to the front door himself. He was awkward, and Jenny and Amy giggled at him, but he made it. 
 
    He even made his heels go ‘click’ a couple of times. 
 
    “I think he likes it,” whispered Jenny. 
 
    “Who would have thought,” added Amy. 
 
    Into the kitchen, and he got out the bourbon and Coke and poured himself a stiff one. He was about to slug it down when Amy took the glass away and said, “Real women don’t guzzle like snorting pigs.” 
 
    “Gimme the drink,” muttered Johnny. 
 
    Amy opened a drawer and got out a straw. “Real women sip,” and she handed the drink back. 
 
    Johnny looked at the straw, sighed, and sucked. His lips puckered up and he caught sight of them in the reflection in the window. 
 
    Kissy lips. All red. He used to think of such a pucker as a cat’s ass. Now he didn’t. Now he was fascinated by the way his lips circled the straw. Now it was like he was kissing his drink. 
 
    The girls each had a wine spritzer, then they all adjourned to the patio. 
 
    For a couple of hours they sat and sipped and drank. Johnny was silent for the most part, but he did keep getting more booze. 
 
    The girls were content to let him, and it was as if they were waiting for something. 
 
    Johnny got tipsier and tipsier. His head was spinning slightly, and his dick was throbbing, and he kept feeling his breasts to make sure they really were there. 
 
    “How you doing, Johnny?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” he looked up at the girls. They were standing in front of him with a look on their faces. “What do you want?” 
 
    “We want you, Johnny.” 
 
    “Oh. Well. Here I am.” 
 
    They leaned down and helped him up. “Come on, Johnny, it’s time to christen you.” 
 
    “Christmas me?” 
 
    They laughed and guided him into the bedroom. 
 
    “What’s this? Are you girls going to fuck the dick that can’t be fucked?” 
 
    “In a manner of speaking.” 
 
    The girls helped him onto the bed. They piled up a few pillows and arranged him so his butt was poking up in the air. 
 
    “What?” he mumbled. 
 
    Jenny pulled his dress up, then unsnapped the bottom of the corset. She pulled his weenie out, and it pointed down. 
 
    “Oh, God! That feels good!” 
 
    Amy, meanwhile, was stepping into a strap on. She pulled it up tight against her crotch, and it had a very large dick sticking out of it. 
 
    Jenny lay down next to Johnny, on her side, and spoke to him. “There’s one big thing that you need to know if you’re going to be a woman,” she said. 
 
    “What’s that?” He looked at her, and didn’t look back at his wife. 
 
    Jenny leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were soft and warm, and Johnny went with them. Then he jerked. “What’s that?” 
 
    Amy had put a finger to his anus and was rubbing lube into his hole. 
 
    “Come here, Johnny. Kiss me.” 
 
    She grabbed his head and forced her lips on his. He sort of struggled, but between being drunk, and horny, and held down and in a face down position, he couldn’t really move too much. 
 
    Johnny kissed, and he wanted to know what was going on in his nethers, but the moist lips were chewing on his mouth. 
 
    “Johnny,” whispered Jenny. “I love your red lips.” 
 
    “And I love yours,” he tried to look back, but she wouldn’t let him. 
 
    Amy placed the tip of her cock at his back hole. 
 
    “HEY!” He tried to get up, but Jenny snuggled closer, wrapped her arms around his neck and wouldn’t let him loose. 
 
    Amy slid her penis into him. It was big, but it went easy. 
 
    Johnny felt her dick filling him, and he yelped…but it didn’t hurt. 
 
    In fact, it felt good. He groaned. “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Jenny pulled his head back down. She was almost under him now, half on her back, and hugging him head with all her might. Her weight kept him down. 
 
    Amy began to move back and forth. On the back of her dildo, the end that wasn’t sunk into Johnny’s ass, was a little half dick. It poked right into her pussy and stimulated the incredibly sensitive area just inside her hole. She groaned loudly and pushed into Johnny again. And again. And again. 
 
    Johnny’s eyes were open, and he realized that he was being butt fucked. On one hand, the man in him protested. On the other hand, he wasn’t much of a man any more. He was a woman, and he was being fucked. 
 
    With that mental transposition between his masculinity and his femininity happening he didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    It was a situation where the only complaint he could make was that ‘it felt too good.’ That wasn’t much of an argument for getting the dick out of his hole. 
 
    Jenny kept kissing him, and as he struggled less she began feeling his tits. 
 
    Amy kept pushing in and pulling out. She reached down and fondled his full nuts. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” wheezed Johnny, giving up to the pleasure. 
 
    “It’s okay, Johnny,” Jenny kept reassuring him as she worked on his body. 
 
    Amy was getting close. She could feel the half dick rubbing and swirling in her pussy. She had never felt anything so perfect. She had never…she…she came. A big, glorious, gangbusters of an orgasm. Her whole body locking up. She collapsed onto Johnny’s back, driving the dildo all the way into him. 
 
    Johnny’s eyes opened wide, and he felt like he was no longer held down on a bed, but rather floating on a golden cloud. It was like that moment in the male orgasm when a guy is blasted open, except that it went on and on, like a surf ride that just wouldn’t end. 
 
    His body was jerking, his lips were slack as Jenny chewed on them. Unknown to him, semen was trickling out of his cock. A lot of semen. 
 
    Finally, it was over. 
 
    Johnny lay, dazed, wondering what had happened. 
 
    Amy pulled out of him, wiped her cock off on his ass. 
 
    Jenny struggled up from the bottom and grinned. 
 
    “Did I tell you?” 
 
    “You did,” agreed Amy. She took off the strap on and handed it to Jenny. 
 
    Jenny began putting the thing on, and Johnny asked, “What happened?” 
 
    Amy took her place at his head and whispered. “You came, darling. You came like a woman.” 
 
    “I did?” 
 
    And Jenny pushed the dildo into him again. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What he asks for…that’s what he wants.” 
 
    Jan pursed her lips in thought. It sounded bizarre, but…why was it so appealing. 
 
    Next to her, her friend, Cat, was mesmerized.  
 
    On the stage stood Morton Sheffield. He was a handsome hunk with a knowing grin and he specialized in inspirational talks. 
 
    “Some of this is simple,” Morton said. “He asks for kinky sex…he wants kinky sex. But when you dig down a layer…aha! That’s when you find the truth.” 
 
    Cat was breathing harder. Her chest was rising and falling, and Jan suspected that Cat had the hots for Morton. That she had never met him didn’t matter. She had followed him on the internet, and she was acting like she was in heat. 
 
    “If he asks you to be a more beautiful woman, to take care of yourself, then he probably wants you to take care of him. He wants you to make him more beautiful. He wants to experience you on a profound and subtle level.” 
 
    Cat’s fists were clenched in her lap. 
 
    They were at a two hour motivational seminar, and Jan was thinking. Ben had wanted her to take this seminar. He wanted her to get motivated, but…motivated to do what? 
 
    “How about some real life experiences, ladies and gentlemen. Tell me of your life and I’ll help you interpret it.” 
 
    A few hands snuck up. 
 
    “Yes, the beautiful lady in the red dress.” 
 
    The lady was an old blonde with obviously fake breasts. She stood up, seemed a little breathy, and asked, “So if my husband wants to spank me…then he wants to be spanked.” 
 
    Morton nodded. “There is a very good chance that that is exactly what he wants.” 
 
    There were a few titters, and Jan suddenly had the thought that the lady was a plant. 
 
    “Anybody else?” 
 
    Jan found her own hand had risen. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” He pointed right at her. 
 
    She stood up, cleared her throat and said, “So it sounds like this is an alpha/beta thing.” 
 
    “An astute point,” he smiled at her, then looked out at the audience in general. “One person spends their day being in charge, ordering people about. Maybe he’s a cop directing traffic, in charge of thousands of tons of metal everyday. Or perhaps he is a CEO, making corporate decisions that can affect the lives of thousands. When he gets home he wants a break. He wants to give it up. He wants somebody to take charge of him. Or her. But he is so used to ‘directing traffic,’” a few chuckles in the audience, “That he doesn’t know how to give it up. So he tries to make it happen by ordering it, and the result is a sad bedroom for you both.” 
 
    A lady in the next row raised her hand, then stood up. “But what if a person is a…a homeless person.” 
 
    “Then he has no power, and he wants power, and given power he would likely act the bully. Studies have shown that homeless people have fantasies of control. CEOs have fantasies of being controlled. 
 
    Suddenly Kat raised her hand and was called on. She stood up, and to Jan there was a shiver of excitement to her friend. “What are your fantasies?” 
 
    A wave of laughter swept the crowd, and Morton smiled grandly. “Would you like to see the whip my wife uses on me?” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    Then Jan raised her hand again. “What if your theories were enacted throughout a large company?” 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    “What if a worker’s reward was a chance to whip the boss. Would that improve production?” 
 
    There were a few titters over that, but Jan didn’t care.  
 
    Morton focused on her. “Once again we have an astute question. The interesting fact that has been proven over industry is that to a certain extent, and in certain situations, people like to be bullied. Soldiers like the structure of the military. Men and women like to have something to complain about. But they don’t want to revolt, that is the province of marriage.” 
 
    Nervous laughter and mumbles rose up. 
 
    “The captain of the ship must be a martinet, but it is the province of only one person to provide the reversal of roles for him. Or for her. Though you work with a thousand, there must be only one to provide that which he, or she, is putting out and therefore asking for.” 
 
    The talk went on for a while longer, and Jan considered what she was learning very carefully. 
 
    Ben wanted a clean house, was he asking to clean it himself? Ben wanted her to dress a certain way. So did he want her to make him dress a certain way? Should she be more assertive?  
 
    He was the Lord and Master at work. Should she be the Lord and Master at home? 
 
    Morton Sheffield seemed to think so. 
 
    After the meeting Cat and Jan dropped by a cafe for some coffee. 
 
    “He certainly is a dream hunk,” observed Cat. 
 
    Jan smiled. “The way you’re carrying on it looks like you want to make him do the dishes.” 
 
    “Mmm. Dishes. In a bright pink apron.” 
 
    The both giggled at the idea. 
 
    “He does have some interesting things to say about the balance of power, and men actually wanting to be controlled.” 
 
    “Sounds a bit sissy to me.” 
 
    “I wonder. Ben has a hundred people under him, and he injects himself into their lives. He micro manages them.” 
 
    “What? You think he wants to be micromanaged?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be surprised,” mused Jan. “And what about the fact that a man might say one thing, and never pursue it. He brought it up, then it disappears, but maybe it hasn’t really disappeared. 
 
    “Maybe he’s still hiding it in his mind?” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “So what was Ben’s big secret? What was the one thing he said that he never spoke of again?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    But she did know. She just wasn’t willing to speak of it. 
 
    The same way that Ben might not be willing to speak of it. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And it all fit together. The thing he wants, the hidden desire he spoke of once but never again…what if…” And Jan smiled dreamily. 
 
      
 
    That night, after dinner, she sat with Ben. He was immersed in spreadsheets. She was thinking. 
 
    “Ben?” 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “What’s your secret, hidden desire?” 
 
    “To finish these spreadsheets.” 
 
    Ignoring her. That was not good. Yes, he had a lot of work to do, but this was her time. According to Morton Sheffield, that is. 
 
    She went into the bedroom and took off her clothes. She inspected her body. Yep. She still had it. Thin waist, full breasts. And her face was oval, with a pert nose and nice, arched eyebrows. 
 
    She brushed her hair, gave it a bit of gloss, then she put on some make up. Donning a translucent chemise she went back out to the living room. 
 
    Ben didn’t look up. 
 
    She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. She took them back into the living room, placed one on a spread sheet, sat on his lap, and kissed him. 
 
    Ben was surprised. He kissed her back, then looked at her. 
 
    Looked at her. 
 
    This was supposed to be the moment he went medieval on her, ripped her chemise off and savaged her tits, stuck his dick in her. 
 
    He looked at her.  
 
    “I love you, babe, but…I’ve got to get this done.” 
 
    She stood up, looked down at him, then walked off. 
 
    “Hey, this weekend. Let’s go to a party or something.” 
 
    But she ignored him. 
 
    He ignored her, so she ignored him, and she thought about all the things that Morton Sheffield had spoken of that afternoon. 
 
    He was putting out what he wanted. 
 
    He wanted somebody to take charge of him, relieve him from his compulsive alpha-ism. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And, so thinking, she got out her vibrator and lay in bed. 
 
    Fantasizing. 
 
    Ben Cooper under her thumb. Ben Cooper licking her pussy. Ben Cooper laying on a bench and…and that was the key. That was the one thing he had spoken of way back when they first got married, and had never spoken of again. 
 
    She knew what he wanted. 
 
    And, if Morton Sheffield was right, she was the one to give it to him. 
 
      
 
    Jan spent a few days researching what she was going to do. She went online and read from chat rooms, Reddit, Quora, whatever. Some of the stuff she read was crazy. Some of it made total sense. Out of the countless facts she slowly began to form a plan. 
 
    On Friday she went shopping. She bought hand cuffs, chains, and…a paddle. 
 
    It was an oversized ping pong paddle, and she drilled a few holes in it. It was heavy, and she knew she was going to have to have it lighter to swing. Also, the holes would create less resistance, and she would be able to swing it faster. 
 
    Ben stayed out late. He called and said he had a customer he had to wine and dine. Don’t wait up for him. 
 
    Jan boiled. After her preparations she was anxious to get the show on the road. 
 
    And, a kernel of suspicion started up in her head. 
 
    Why didn’t he let her know earlier? 
 
    Which led to, was he really going out with a client? 
 
    Now irritated to the point of anger, Jan got in her car and parked down the street from her husband’s company. Five o’clock came and went. Traffic increased for a while, then dwindled. Still no Ben. 
 
    At seven o’clock his car exited the parking lot. He drove a Lexus with tinted windows so she couldn’t see inside. Still, it looked like there was somebody sitting next to him. Who, she couldn’t tell. 
 
    Jan pulled into the traffic and stayed a car behind him. She knew nothing about tailing somebody, but it seemed simple enough. Stay close enough to see, but far enough behind to not be seen. 
 
    She trailed the car through the streets. When the car between them turned right she dropped back. 
 
    She, too, drove a Lexus, and the truth was that if she couldn’t see inside his car, he couldn’t see inside hers. 
 
    He turned towards the Marriot, pulled into the parking area, and a valet whisked his car away. 
 
    He walked into the big hotel, and a blonde was clinging to his arm. 
 
    Jan suddenly felt sick. 
 
    Of course. If he would choose spread sheets over her…this was the reason. 
 
    Trembling, she pulled into the parking area and a valet took her car. She walked into the entrance and looked at the elevator. Ben and the woman were just getting on. They were laughing, engrossed in each other. Jan could have been standing ten feet away and he wouldn’t have noticed. 
 
    The elevator started up, and Jan headed for the stairs. She kicked off her high heels and began running. People looked after her, and security might get notified, but she was on a mission now. 
 
    Her husband was cheating. Her life was destroyed. She had to find out. 
 
    To the second floor, a glance out of the landing door and she saw the elevator was already to the third floor. Ben and whoever hadn’t gotten off here. 
 
    She resumed her sprint up the stairs. 
 
    Third floor glimpse down the hallway, the elevator was almost to the fifth. 
 
    So it hadn’t stopped on the third or fourth, and she was falling behind. 
 
    She ran to the fifth, glanced out, and saw Ben opening the door for the woman. 
 
    The woman was attractive. Full bosomed. Red lipped. Just the way Ben liked them. 
 
    Jan walked slowly down the hallway to the room. Room 503. She tried the knob. It was locked. Of course. 
 
    Jan stood, stymied, discouraged, wondering what to do, and the answer came in the form of a maid.  
 
    The maid came out of the stairway at this end of the hall. She was holding an armful of towels. 
 
    Putting on her best face, Jan called to her. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “I’ve got to get my medicine. My husband has got the key. He’s waiting downstairs…please…” 
 
    Whatever the rules of the hotel, the maid din’t blink. Of course, maybe it was Jan’s performance, so trusting and desperate. She swiped her card and the lock clicked. 
 
    Jan grabbed the knob, pushed the door an inch and said, “That you so much. You’re a life saver.” 
 
    The maid continued on with her mission, and Jan opened the door and stepped through. 
 
    She was in a short hallway, a kitchenette on the right. The lights were on, so the opening of the door hadn’t caused a flash of light through the room. The click of the key and the opening of the door were not heard because other noise was coming from the room just ahead. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Oh! God! Please! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, yes…” 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again, rhythmical. 
 
    For a moment Jan couldn’t figure out what it was, then…she thought. Is she spanking him? 
 
    She stepped into the kitchen. It was dark, and there was a shutter between it and the big room. The shutter was raised about an inch. Jan crept to the counter and looked under the shutter. 
 
    The woman was naked, and she was built. Her blonde hair was tousled and she was sweating with her efforts. She was holding a short whip, just a couple of feet long, but with a dozen little leather strips. 
 
    She lifted her arm and brought it down. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    The whip struck Ben’s bare ass. He was naked, and he grunted and arched his back, pressing his weenie into the mattress. 
 
    His weenie, pointing down from his groin, was huge, red, and pulsing. Jan could see the big veins on it, and he cried and pressed it harder into the mattress. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    Her wielding that whip like a pro, and Jan wondered if she was a pro. 
 
    Him, crying and sobbing, his butt turning red. 
 
    Yet the woman was in careful control. He would walk out with a red butt, but it wouldn’t last long enough for Jan to see the proof. 
 
    Yes. She was a pro. A professional dominatrix. 
 
    Jan took out her cell phone and set it to record a video. She aimed it under the shutter, and it was perfect. Just enough room so see and record everything, not sound or bright light. 
 
    For a half hour Jan stood in the kitchenette, recording everything. 
 
    She whipped him, she spanked him. She grabbed his weenie and choked it. She spanked his balls. 
 
    She never kissed him, and she never put her pussy on his dick. 
 
    Jan was stunned to realize there wasn’t going to be any sexual intercourse. In her mind, somehow, that was what it was all about. But in the world of the pro dom it wasn’t. It was business. It was: whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks. 
 
    Finally, the session came to a conclusion. The dom made him sit cross legged on the bed. She stood on the bed with one foot in front of his balls, and he jacked off. 
 
    Now he was desperate. Now he was dying to squirt. 
 
    Jan had never seen him look so desperate, so out of control. 
 
    “Unh!…Fuck!…YES!…” 
 
    Jan recorded every stream, every pearl necklace. She got close with the cell video. Then he was done. 
 
    The woman started getting dressed. She pulled on her slinky underwear, poured herself into her skintight dress. She sat and put on her high heels, then she checked herself in the mirror. 
 
    Ben struggled to move. He was totally whipped. Yet he made himself go to his pants and he took out his wallet. He counted out 10 one hundred dollar bills and handed it to the woman. 
 
    “Thank’s love. I’ll see you next week.” 
 
    “Same time, same place,” he muttered happily. 
 
    Jan suddenly realized that she was exposed. If the dom walked past the kitchenette she would see her.  
 
    she looked around and saw a pantry door. She scooted over to it, stepped in—it was a tight fit—and pulled the door as closed as she could. There was still a small crack, but she was hidden. 
 
    She listened as the woman walked down the hallway, her heels clicking loudly. The door opened and closed. 
 
    Ben sighed. The sound of the bed compressing. Nothing. 
 
    Nothing? Wasn’t Ben going to leave?” 
 
    Jan waited, and after a minute she heard the sound of a snore. 
 
    Jan opened the door and crept out. She peeked under the shutter. Ben was face down, spread eagled, naked, and snoring. 
 
    Jan couldn’t believe it. 
 
    She set her cell phone to take pictures then walked out of the kitchenette and into the bedroom. 
 
    Ben snored, picking up steam, louder and louder. 
 
    Jan stepped up to the. back of the bed. She took a picture which included his butt and his face. Then she took a close up of his butt, and finally a close up of his face. 
 
    His face was calm and peaceful. His butt was bright red, it had obviously been spanked. But it was also going to disappear in a few hours. Come the morning there wouldn’t be a mark on Ben’s poor, tortured butt. 
 
    Smiling grimly, Jan walked to the door, opened it, and left. 
 
      
 
    Jan thought about it all the way home. She had actually been prepared to do to Ben what the pro dom was doing. She had read up on it, she had a whip, and handcuffs and chains, and…and the dom had beaten her to it. 
 
    When she and Ben had been dating way back in the beginning, fresh out of college, Ben had made a remark. 
 
    “Sometimes I wonder what it would be like to get spanked.” 
 
    But Jan had said nothing, and time had passed, and Ben had never brought it up again. 
 
    And now they were here. He was cheating…fucking or not he was having sex, of a sort, with another woman. 
 
    Should she divorce him? She had the evidence. Heck, if she threatened to expose the video he would give up and give her anything she wanted. 
 
    But did she want a divorce? 
 
    To start over again. Go through the dating ritual with men who were marginal, certainly not as successful as Ben. 
 
    And she did love him. In spite of all…she loved him. 
 
    Maybe she should just let him keep going to the dom. She could take on a lover or four. He wouldn’t care. 
 
    But then she had images of them growing old and bitter. Love waning, them trapped by their own lack of passion. 
 
    She could confront him…and that did have to happen sometime…but, what was the end game? 
 
    What was she supposed to do about a husband who lied and cheated, but whom she still loved? 
 
    She arrived home, went into the kitchen and poured herself a drink. 
 
    She sucked down the bourbon and Coke and was mired in thought. 
 
    Suddenly, she picked up her cell phone and hit a number. 
 
    “Yo!” 
 
    “Cat.” 
 
    “Jan? What’s the haps, babe?” 
 
    “I’ve got a situation and I’d like to talk it over with you.” 
 
    “My place or yours?” 
 
    “I’ll come to you.” 
 
    “I’m mixing the drinks as we speak, so stop speaking.” 
 
    Jan hung up, and felt better. Friends, for a sticky situation. She grabbed her keys and headed out the door. 
 
      
 
    Ben slept until midnight, then his cell phone went off. He forced himself awake, touched his butt and winced, and got up. 
 
    He stepped into the shower. Cold at first, to wake himself up, then warm. He lathered and rinsed and grinned. Man, what a session. She had really whaled on him. And that cum was gangbusters. In fact, it was so hot that he was hard again. 
 
    That often happened. Getting a little ‘discipline’ seemed to make his cock extra big. And that was good. He could go home and boff Jan. 
 
    Thinking of Jan, he frowned. He knew he wasn’t being honest with her. Of course he wasn’t cheating on her, jacking off wasn’t cheating. Was it? 
 
    He stroked his dick as he thought about it, then shrugged. Whatever. When he got home and screwed Jan everything would be all right. It was like screwing her after being whipped was like getting married all over again. 
 
    Guilt at what he was, nervous that he would be found out, relief when she came without tumbling to the fact that he usually didn’t. 
 
    He couldn’t after these dominatrix sessions. 
 
    He arrived home and was surprised when her car wasn’t there. She must be out with her girlfriends. Well, that was okay, though he was feeling pretty damned horny. 
 
    He parked the car and went in and got ready for bed. 
 
      
 
    Cat and Jan talked for hours. They laid out plan after plan and considered every possibility. Finally, sometime after midnight, they went to Jan’s house. It was time to confront Ben over what he had been doing. 
 
    Jan parked in the driveway and they entered the house. Ben was home, but he must be sleeping, so they went to the bedroom and Jan turned on the light. 
 
    Ben was sound asleep. The light didn’t wake him. Jan opened her mouth to start yelling, but Cat pulled her arm and motioned her out of the bedroom. 
 
    In the kitchen she whispered to Jan, “A new plan.” She explained, and Jan started to giggle. 
 
    Silently, they walked into the bedroom. They didn’t turn on the light, but worked from a dim crack of light filtering down the hall from the living room. 
 
    They each put a handcuff around the head posts of the bed, then, synchronizing their movements carefully, they snapped the cuffs over Ben’s wrists. 
 
    Stunned at him not waking up, they realized this was too good an opportunity to waste. They tied scarves around the post at the foot of the bed, then tied them around his ankles. 
 
    Ben had room to wiggle, but there was no way he was going to get loose. 
 
    They left the bedroom and headed for the kitchen. Jan poured a couple of drinks and they discussed their next move in low voices. An hour later they set their plan into motion. 
 
      
 
    The lights went on and Cat stood at the bottom of the bed. She was wearing a black corset and nylons. Her breasts bulged over the top of the corset, and her nipples were visible. She was wearing a black Zorro mask, and she cracked a whip. 
 
    At the head of the bed Jan moved gently. She had a ski cap, and she suddenly pulled it down over Ben’s face. 
 
    Now he couldn’t see. What was even more surprising was that he still hadn’t woken up. 
 
    The girls looked at each other. They were prepared for Jan to hide in the event the ski cap came loose. Ben had never met Cat. But they didn’t have to worry about anything. Ben was still snoring. 
 
    “Well,” said Cat in her normal voice. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Jan pulled her out of the room. “Let him sleep.” We’ll start tomorrow morning. 
 
    So they headed for the spare bedroom and took off their clothes and climbed into bed. 
 
    They lay there, occasionally giggling, and waited to go to sleep. 
 
    Sleep, however, was slow in coming. 
 
    “Do you remember when we were in college?” 
 
    “Such fun times,” Jan replied. 
 
    “Do you remember how we used to laugh at Marsha and Teddy?” 
 
    “The Lesbians? You bet.” 
 
    Cat sighed. “We were dumb.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Silence for a long minute. 
 
    “Want to get off?” 
 
    Jan was quiet. Thinking. “Do you mean you’re going to get me off?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    More thinking. 
 
    “It is an intriguing thought.” 
 
    “And, it is sort of justified. Get back at Ben for fucking on you.” 
 
    “I don’t have any proof that he was fucking around.” 
 
    “I don’t think you need any more proof. Whether he put his pecker in a strange pussy or not…he’s guilty.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes. I’d like to get off. In fact, at this point…it’s almost compulsory. I have been sexually starved by that man. I have been lied to and cheated. I’m so fucking horny I can’t believe it, and I have no way to relieve myself except by myself. It’s just not fair. 
 
    They were lying under a sheet, naked, and Cat reached her hand down and cupped Jan’s mons. “You don’t have to get yourself off when I’m around.” 
 
    Jan jerked with sudden excitement. Cat was her best friend. She always trusted Cat. And now Cat was opening and closing her hand, teasing her pussy. 
 
    Cat pulled back the sheets and lowered her head. She took Jan’s breast in her mouth and sucked on the nipple. Jan arched her back and groaned. 
 
    It was as if Cat was unleashed. She went wild on Jan’s body. She twisted and writhed and stuck a finger in Jan’s hole. 
 
    Ripples of sensation went through Jan. Her nipples felt like twin points of fire. Her pussy turned to steam. 
 
    They kissed, and it was delicious. It was different than a man’s kiss. This was soft and respectful and hungry in a different way. 
 
    Cat slithered down Jan’s body, held on to her tits as she buried her face in Jan’s groin. 
 
    Jan had never felt anything so hot in her life. This was taboo. This was forbidden, and like cookies, there never was a more delicious cookie than a stolen one. 
 
    Jan reached down pulled her friend up. She turned her over and used her own fingers on Cat. Lots of fingers. 
 
    Cat was hot and wet, and Jan rammed her fingers in and out. 
 
    “You can fist me,” Cat said. “But get some lube.” 
 
    Jan jumped up and ran for the bathroom. She returned with a large tube of lube. She squirted it allover Cat’s pussy. She smoothed it into the other woman’s hole, then she put lube all over her own fingers. 
 
    Cat was laying sideways on the bed now, her legs up and over Jan’s shoulders. Jan pushed four fingers slowly into Cat’s pussy. 
 
    Cat groaned, and nodded. Her eyes were half shut with the intense pleasure of the moment. “Okay, honey. You’re going to have to push, but I can do this. I’ve done it before.” 
 
    Jan pushed, held her thumb in tight, and her knuckles were against the rim of Cat’s vagina. Cat grunted, Jan pushed harder, and…”AHHHH!” Cat moaned and her eyes rolled back. 
 
    Jan was up to her wrist. She could feel all of Cat’s insides, and she began to move her fist in and out. in and out. 
 
    Cat was now a rag doll. She didn’t move, she just made small squealing sounds, like the sounds a hungry kitten might make. 
 
    In and out, in and out. Cat’s legs up over her shoulders. Jan reached up and began tweaking Cat’s nipples. Back and forth she went, right to left. Right to left. 
 
    Cat began to make gurgling sounds. Her neck was bent against the wall, and suddenly her hips started trying to straighten out. 
 
    Jan held on, and realized that Cat was starting to cum. 
 
    The orgasm hit, and Cat started shaking and twisting. 
 
    Jan moved her hand around and around. 
 
    Then Cat’s orgasm became too strong, and she managed to push her legs down, and Jan was forced back. 
 
    Jan lay under the thrashing legs and kept fist fucking her friend, and after a minute of the most incredible orgasm Jan had ever seen, and likely that Cat had ever felt, it was done. 
 
    Cat lay dazed, unable to move, and Jan pulled her hand out of her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck,” Cat wheezed. 
 
    The irony here was that Cat had said she would get Jan off, but Jan had gotten her off. 
 
    Jan wondered what that orgasm must have felt like, but she knew she was going to have to find out later. Cat just gave a few shivers and fell asleep. 
 
    Jan got out of bed and stood, looking down at her friend. She smiled. Then she went down the hallway to where Ben was sleeping. She frowned. 
 
    He was now officially a son of a bitch. But he was also her husband. 
 
    She knew she wasn’t going to divorce him. Divorce was messy and people ended up hurt. 
 
    Not that she wasn’t already hurt. 
 
    But if she really wanted revenge, the best way to get it would be to keep Ben. Keep her position in the community. And to administer her own brand of revenge. 
 
    Ben liked being spanked and abused? 
 
    She could do that. And probably a lot better than the woman who charged him a thousand bucks an hour. 
 
    So thinking, she went back to the spare bedroom, pushed Cat onto her own side, and crawled in and went to sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Ben slept deeply. It was a dreamless sleep. A sleep of satisfaction. It was marred, in the end, by only one thing. His arms wouldn’t move. As he came out of the depths he tried to adjust his position. He tried to move his arms so he could roll onto his side, or his back, but…all he got was a frown on his face. 
 
    He was sleeping very lightly now, and sweat beaded his face. Why couldn’t he move? What was stopping his arms…and…he finally had a dream. Two alligators had his hands in their mouths. They tugged and pulled, tried to pull him apart, but…his eyes opened. 
 
    It was still dark, and he felt a weird sort of panic in him. How had he gone blind while sleeping? How…wait…that’s…there’s something over my eyes. 
 
    And his arms were held out. Something hard was holding his wrists, both wrists, and…               
 
    “AIIIIEEEE!” He screamed. 
 
    In the spare room the girls awoke. They were lying in each other’s arms now, and they looked at each other and smiled. 
 
    “Sounds like sleeping beauty is awake.” 
 
    “Yep,” then Cat frowned. “I didn’t get you off.” 
 
    “Getting you off got me off.” Jan kissed Cat lightly on the lips, then rolled out of bed. 
 
    Naked the two women padded down the hallway to the master bedroom. 
 
    Ben was struggling, shaking the whole bed, trying to get his hands loose. 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    He froze. “Who’s that? Who’s there?” 
 
    Jan nudged Cat, and Cat managed to stop giggling. “I thought I’d make a little house call. 
 
    “Mistress Domina?” 
 
    The girls glanced at each other. Now they had a name. 
 
    “Our session last night was too short. I decided you really needed to get your money’s worth.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! That’s not you…not Mistress Domina! Who is it.” 
 
    “It is I.” Cat picked up the whip and stood to the side of the bed. 
 
    “It is not!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Cat apparently struck harder than Mistress Domina. That was provable by the red mark across Ben’s buns. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to hit me that hard! And who are you?” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “I am one of the many Mistress Domina’s in our organization.” 
 
    Ben’s mind was totally flamboozled. An organization of Dominatrices? 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! Please…please, stop. I can’t take it!” 
 
    “Nope. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jan snickered with her hand over her mouth. 
 
    Cat was going a little lighter, and the red marks were only pink. Still, it hurt, and Ben was struggling desperately. “This wasn’t part of our agreement!” 
 
    “Our agreement has been changed.” 
 
    “What? No! You can’t do this!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I don’t like the sound of that. What do you mean I can’t do something? I am the mistress, and I can do anything.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “Oh, fuck! But…no! Wait.” 
 
    “You see, you measly, mortal worm, once we have you in our clutches we will never let go.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I can call the police!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “You certainly can. Would you like me to dial the number for you?” 
 
    “What? YES! Call the police!” 
 
    Jan held her hand up to her ear and ran for the kitchen. She heard Cat saying, “911,” as if she was tapping numbers into a cell. What she was really doing was tapping Jan’s number. 
 
    Jan picked up her cell, spoke in a lower register to disguise her voice. “Emergency services. What’s your emergency?” 
 
    In the bedroom Cat lay down next to Ben and held the phone to his ear. 
 
    “My name is Ben Cooper! A crazy lady has tied me up in my bedroom and is beating me.” 
 
    “Please stay on the line.” 
 
    In the kitchen Jan crinkled up a piece of paper, then spoke in a slightly different voice. “Yes?” 
 
    Cat held the phone so Ben could hear it and said, “This is Mistress Domina 432.” 
 
    Jan said, “Acknowledged. Is there a problem 432?” 
 
    Ben shouted, “I’m Ben Cooper! This crazy bitch has tied me down and is beating me!” 
 
    Jan said, “Mistress Domina 432, is there a problem?” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me?” 
 
    “No problem. Just an idiot man who doesn’t know when to believe.” 
 
    “Acknowledged. Continue with your mission, Mistress Domina 432.” 
 
    Jan hung up. 
 
    Cat hung up. 
 
    “Well, Bozo Ben? Would you like to make another call?” 
 
    “I don’t…that’s…” 
 
    “We have made regular bribes to the police. In addition, our Mistresses have the police chief under control. He is regularly administered to.” 
 
    Jan returned to the bedroom, stifling laughter with one hand. 
 
    Cat, grinning, got off the bed. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Now then, let’s talk about my real reason for being here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The Society of Dominatrices requires fees.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?”
WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Be polite. Speak in a civil manner or I’ll put a dick up your ass.” 
 
    Jan almost lost it at that point. 
 
    Cat grinned. She was speaking off the top, but that gave her an idea. She raised her eyes in question, and Jan got it. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” sobbed Ben. 
 
    “We will require a payment of $10,000 per month.” 
 
    Jan very carefully slid the bottom drawer of the dresser open. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    Jan took out her vibrator. It was a big one, and it was shaped like a dick. 
 
    “You will write a check now.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    Jan grabbed the check book off the dresser and put it under Ben’s right hand. 
 
    “Who’s that? Is there somebody else here?” 
 
    “That is Domina 528. She will put a pen in your hand and you will sign the check.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    Five minutes later Ben was sobbing. “Okay! I will.” 
 
    Jan put the pen in his fingers and guided his hand to the right position. 
 
    Ben scribbled. 
 
    Jan looked at it and shook her head. She mouthed, ‘Doesn’t match.’ 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! what was that for?” 
 
    “Signatures must match. Try again.” 
 
    Ben signed another check, and this time Jan nodded. 
 
    “Very well, Bozo Ben.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    “That’s just to remind you.” 
 
    “Remind me of what?” 
 
    “Of what I like to do. I’m going to take a break now. Don’t go away.” 
 
    The girls stumbled out of the room, holding hands over their mouths, half doubled over from laughter. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    They ignored him and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    After a moment Ben was silent, doubtless worming and wiggling and trying to get loose. 
 
    Jan put together some bacon and eggs and Cat poured a couple of Pepsis. They sat down to go over their plan and figure out what was next. 
 
    “Well, what do you think?” 
 
    “We’re going to have to let him go eventually.” 
 
    “Yes, but we need him under our control when we do. Right now he’s still pretty resistive.” 
 
    “We need to whip him some more.” 
 
    “That’s true.” 
 
    “And I’ve got the video of him getting whipped last night.” 
 
    They ate, chatted, and realized one interesting fact. They had everything they needed. 
 
    “What about the check?” 
 
    “Yes,” agreed Jan. “The check. I’ll open an account, make it for. The Mistress Society, and deposit it.” 
 
    “Can he cover ten thousand dollars.” 
 
    “Easily.” 
 
    Cat nodded. 
 
    “So what now? We just let him go?” 
 
    “I think so. Well, maybe after a few hours of whippings. And we haven’t used the dildo yet.” 
 
    Cat snickered. “Man, is he going to be surprised.” 
 
    Jan grinned, “Think he’ll like it?” 
 
    “Men always like taking it up the butt. Oh, there’s a few that say they don’t, but after a few pokes he’ll be begging for it. That will certainly end any ‘resistiveness.’” 
 
    Jan nodded. “Yes. I suppose it will.” 
 
    “There’s something about taking it up the butt. When a man fucks a woman he tends to think he owns her. But when a man is taken up the butt…he is owned. If you do this it will change him completely and irrevocably. Are you ready for that?”  
 
    “What? He’s going to become a sissy?” 
 
    “Absolutely. He’ll become imprinted. He’ll be afraid to do anything except what you tell him.” 
 
    “What if you did him?” 
 
    “Then he’d become imprinted to me.” 
 
    “What if we both do him?” 
 
    Cat shook her head. “It’s like Morton said. It’s not a whole company fucking the boss, it’s the one he has given himself to. He’s your husband, he’s committed to you, and when you fuck him that is going to be ten times more intense.” 
 
    “Wow,” observed Jan. “That’s why you were so excited listening to Morton.”  
 
    “That’s why. He was saying everything I believed in.” 
 
    Jan shook her head. “That’s so much power. Taking control of men like that.” 
 
    “Men do it to women all the time. Why shouldn’t women do it to men?”  
 
    Jan thought about that. It made sense. Still: “That’s going to upset the natural order of things.” 
 
    “Yes. The real question is…can you handle it?” 
 
    “Can I handle being the boss of my man?” 
 
    Cat nodded. 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Okay. I brought a strap on with a big dildo. It’s in my car. I didn’t know if we would go that far, but I’ll go get it. Then we’re going to go back in there and you are going to fuck him. You’re going to let him know who you are…and take complete control of him. Can you do that?” 
 
    Jan nodded. she was thinking about how her husband had cheated on her. Somebody was going to have to take control of Ben. And if not her…who?” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get this show on the road.” 
 
      
 
    Jan washed the dishes and Cat went out for the strap on. She returned and showed Jan how to put it on. When she was done Jan stood in the kitchen, a big dick jutting from between her thighs. 
 
    They talked for a long while then, and Cat gave Jan complete instructions on how to take a man so he loved it. Then, because Jan was a little nervous, they went to the spare room. Cat got onto the bed and lay down. 
 
    “He’s going to push his hips forward, like this. You’re going to want to play with his cock—don’t let him cum—and get him to relax. You’re going to have to convince him that it’s all nice and natural. And, who knows, maybe it is. Maybe this is the way man was originally programmed. 
 
    Jan lay on top of her friend and put the dick in her. Cat groaned with pleasure and gripped the sheet with both hands. 
 
    They practiced for an hour, until Jan was confident and ready to go. 
 
    They smiled at each other, Jan a bit nervously, then they headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    Ben was waiting for them. He had almost managed to get his ski cap off, and the bed was messed from his struggles. The only progress he had made was to rub his wrists raw. 
 
    Cat put her outfit on, the corset and heels and Zorro mask. She held the whip at the ready. 
 
    “Who ’s that?” 
 
    “Shut up, Ben.” 
 
    Ben jerked. He recognized her voice. 
 
    Jan pulled his ski cap off and he stared at her. “What…what?” 
 
    Jan placed her cell phone in front of him. She turned it on. 
 
    For a half hour Ben watched as he was whipped. He listened to the Dominatrix belittle him. He heard himself begging. He saw himself jacking off. 
 
    Then he saw the stills of him, his striped ass, sleeping. 
 
    He licked his lips. “Honey, I…it’s not what you think.” 
 
    “You hire a dominatrix for a thousand bucks an hour and I see what she does to you with my own eyes and it’s not what I think? Better get a little more real, Ben.” 
 
    Ben crooked his head and looked back to where Cat was standing with folded arms, her tits exposed and the whip in one hand. 
 
    “Who’s she?” 
 
    “That’s Dominatrix 432.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “What? You don’t believe there can be a society of Dominatrices?” 
 
    Ben stared at her, and his whole world was coming undone. 
 
    “Ben. I joined the society. I was approached last month. They told me that you are one of their customers, and they offered me a chance to join. I am Dominatrix 528.” 
 
    “You…are?” 
 
    “I’m still in training. 432 here came out to teach me. She helped me record your activities.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “How do you think I found you in a big hotel in a town of a million people? Why do you think the kitchen shutter in your love nest was ajar just enough for me to take these pictures? This video?” 
 
    Ben was silent, absorbing, and things were clicking in his mind. They were made up things, but that didn’t lessen the impact and reality. 
 
    “There really is a secret society of dominatrices?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “So what happens now?” 
 
    Ben was calm now. In truth, his mind was blown. But he was calm. 
 
    “Now I make love to you.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “But not the normal way. You don’t put your penis in me…I put my penis in you.” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    Jan sat up and Ben looked down at her groin. 
 
    A big penis was sticking out. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Honey, you’re going to love it. I’ve received special instruction on how to make a man fall in love with getting boned. In a short while you won’t want to make love in any other way.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” he whined. 
 
    “Honey, the day you received your first whipping you decided. Your path was set at that point, and you have finally reached the end of that path.” 
 
    Ben struggled a little, but Jan simply lay next to him and played with his weenie. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he groaned. “I don’t want this!” 
 
    “Of course you do. Look at you, you’re horny, your dick is hard. You want to learn how to take it like a woman.” 
 
    After about fifteen minutes Jan had her hand at his back door. She stroked his asshole until he admitted he liked it. 
 
    “But that doesn’t mean I want a dick up my butt!” 
 
    “But that’s exactly what you mean!” 
 
    Jan put a finger into him and he clenched. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    “Do.” 
 
    She stroked his butthole gently. She reamed him, and put lube into his asshole. 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    “Don’t you remember when you explained that no doesn’t always mean no? That some women say no but really want it?” 
 
    “I was wrong!” 
 
    “Honey, you weren’t wrong. And you’re finding that out right now.” 
 
    She had two fingers in him now, and she was going deeper and deeper. 
 
    And Ben, in spite of all his protests, was getting looser. His anal muscles were relaxing, and every once in a while a wiggle in protest actually went with her motions. 
 
    “Please, honey. You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Hey, you fucked me, now I’m returning the favor.” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’ll never fuck you again!” 
 
    Jan laughed. She was becoming more and more confident. “No, you probably won’t. You see, I’ve fallen in love with one of the other Dominatrices.” 
 
    She glanced at Cat, who smiled broadly. 
 
    “Only a woman knows how to make love to another woman, and, let’s face it, only a woman knows how to fuck a man.” 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “Only a woman knows how to be gentle. Only a woman.” 
 
    “But…oh!” 
 
    Jan had three fingers in him now, he was stretching and perfectly capable of handling a dick. 
 
    Jan climbed on top of him. She looked down at his buttocks, so round and pure, then she glanced at Cat, who gave a nod and a thumbs up. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Remember to relax. It only hurts if you tense up.” 
 
    “But…Jan…I…” 
 
    She slid the head of her dildo into him. 
 
    Ben gasped. He couldn’t believe it. An ounce of pain, a pound of pleasure. 
 
    “I love you, honey, and this is the way it’s supposed to be.” 
 
    Ben made sounds like a fish, his body writhed, but in pleasure. 
 
    Jan pushed an inch into him. 
 
    Now Ben wasn’t thinking. Now he was responding. His ass tried to come up, to rise to meet her, but he wasn’t fully stretched out and accommodating. 
 
    Jan slid another inch into him. 
 
    He grunted, his face was up and she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. He went with it, and she pushed another inch into him. 
 
    “Fu-u-u!” He groaned. 
 
    Then Jan pushed the whole dildo into him. It was a big one, and he could feel the veins on the sides. He could feel the plastic balls slapping into him. 
 
    “UNH…UNH…” 
 
    She began to slide in and out. For a long minute Ben just lay there, taking it, then he began to move. His hips went up and down, just like a woman’s hips, but now he was on the receiving end. 
 
    He felt her breasts pressing against his back. His dick was pointed down and her balls pressed on his balls. 
 
    Then he felt another pair of hands. Cat had stepped up and was stroking his weenie. 
 
    “Oh…fuck…oh…fuck!” He whimpered in time to the dick plunging into him. 
 
    He was about to cum, but the hands on his penis backed off. 
 
    “No!” he sobbed, wanting that cum. 
 
    The hands started again. 
 
    Jan kept poking into him. The hands stroking him. His world became a jumble of sex and desperation. 
 
    He had to cum. He had to… 
 
    And, finally, he did. But not like a man. 
 
    Oh, his dick seeped out semen, but the orgasm itself, that wonderful explosion that stops all reality, it was different. It was like he was in a big, warm bathtub, and the bathtub was being lifted and shifted and he was sloshing back and forth, and the water got warmer and warmer, and then he just sort of disappeared in a white hot explosion that lifted him up and threw him away. 
 
    Afterwards, him laying in a stupefied daze, Jan withdrew her cock. She wiped it on his ass and smiled at the amount of semen that had leaked out of his cock. 
 
    Cat went around and loosened the handcuffs and the scarves. 
 
    Jan handed the strap on to Cat, who tossed it on the floor and took Jan’s hand. She led her down the hall to the spare room. Cat laid her down gently and took a position next to her. “See?” 
 
    “I do.” Jan yawned. 
 
    Cat grinned. “Not yet. I still owe you something.” 
 
    “What?” Jan was actually tired. 
 
    Cat grabbed her mons and squeezed and Jan came awake and grinned. 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Never a better time,” Cat responded. 
 
    Jan lay there and let Cat do all the work. 
 
    Cat ate her pussy, stuck a finger in it, and moved up to suck Jan’s tits. 
 
    Jan luxuriated in the feeling of sex. 
 
    The weekend had started and she was horny. Then she saw Ben and the dominatrix, and that made her more horny. Then they had tied Ben up, and she had fisted Cat, and that had certainly added to the horniness. And now she had fucked her man. Actually fucked him to a grand and glorious orgasm. 
 
    Jan was tired, but she was definitely more horny than tired. 
 
    Cat used lube and reamed Jan’s hole, opening it, stretching it, entering it. 
 
    Cat had three fingers into Jan when they felt a presence. They looked up and Ben was standing at the door. He was naked, and sore, and drawn out…but he was also energized. He stared at his wife with three of Cat’s fingers inside her. 
 
    Cat snapped. “Lick her tits, stupid. Help her.” 
 
    Ben dove to his knees. He managed to get his head under Jan’s chest and he began to suck on her tits. 
 
    Normally, a man sucks on his tits to get something…pussy. 
 
    But Ben had been transformed. He was no longer interested in fucking his wife, he was interested in serving her. He took his time and suckled gently, bring her closer and closer. 
 
    Cat clamped her thumb down and began pushing her hand into Jan’s pussy. “Remember, relax.” 
 
    Jan was at the center, she relaxed, and the hand went into her. Not even any pain. Just…fullness. 
 
    Jan lowered herself a bit, half smothering Ben, but he didn’t care. He was a dedicated man now, and he kept sucking on her nipples. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos. Sweet heysoos,” blubbered Jan, then she burst into a magnificent orgasm. Her body tensed, her legs tried to close, her back arched, and she sailed away on the orgasm express. She flew into the misty clouds of pure pleasure. And she cried for joy. 
 
      
 
    Jan and Cat sat on the patio, naked but for chemises, and sipped wine spritzers. Jan was totally satisfied. In her mind she thought she wouldn’t need sex again. Ever. 
 
    But she knew she would. A day or two and the eternal itch would make itself felt. 
 
    Inside the kitchen Ben was wearing a pink apron and washing dishes. He seemed quite happy to be doing this simple, menial labor. 
 
    “So, 528, are you ready for your next assignment? 
 
    “Assignment?” Jan asked. 
 
    “There’s a world of men out there, and they need a lot of converting.” 
 
    “Hunh,” she grunted, then, “Almost makes a girl wish she had a dick.” 
 
    And both women laughed. 
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     Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “God, that is great! I’m so happy, but…uh oh.” 
 
    Dorey had just told me she was pregnant, and I had suddenly realized the big problem that was going to create. 
 
    “What?” She smiled, she was happy, a bun in the oven, I hated to bust her bubble. 
 
    “How am I…we need a model.” 
 
    “Oh, Rick, that’s…uh oh. That is a problem.” 
 
    “I mean, we’re okay for a couple of months, but then…then…” 
 
    “Then I’ll lose this svelte figure and be a fat, old cow. And then nobody will buy and we’ll go broke…and just when things were starting to take off.” 
 
    We stared at each other, our joy at the news of a child tempered by the dismay of knowing our business was going to fail. 
 
    We had opened up a high end fashion and lingerie store the year before. We had struggled and put all our money into it. We only had one worker, and now she might be in danger of losing her job. 
 
    “Can’t we hire somebody else?” 
 
    “Who? And with what? We’re barely making enough money to pay Belinda and make our rent. We’re still catching up. No way the land lord, or the vendors, are going to give us credit again.” 
 
    We had fallen behind, worked our tails to the bone, and now this. 
 
    We sat in our living room and pondered wearily. 
 
    We sold high dresses and lingerie. People came in and expected to be shown. They don’t walk down an aisle and pick out cheap stuff from bins, they watch the model and then make a decision. No model, no decision…no decision, no sale…no sale, no money. It was that simple. 
 
    Since we had opened Dorey had been the model. It wasn’t difficult, I’d put out the cheese and crackers and wine, champagne for the real big spenders, and she’d duck into the back room for a fast change or four, and it all worked out. 
 
    But now she was going to be busy making a baby, and I was going to be in charge in the store. No way I could duck into the back and slip into a bra, or negligee, or whatever. 
 
    “Of course, there’s Belinda.” 
 
    I looked at Dorey. “Seriously?” 
 
    Belinda had a weight problem. She was big and hefty and…and good for just about everything else in the store. But there was no way she was going to slip into leotards and prance around on high heels. 
 
    Look, I’m not being mean, that’s just the way it was. 
 
    So we sat, and talked, and brainstormed, and came up with nothing. 
 
    “Well, we can ask Belinda what she thinks tomorrow. After all, it’s a couple of months. It’ll all work out. 
 
    But things were looking grim. 
 
      
 
    The next day we went to work, and we were not in a good mood. We entered the store without the normal morning cheerfulness, we greeted Belinda dourly, and went right to stocking and returns and dusting and sweeping and…we were gloomy. 
 
    “Heysoos, are you guys grumpy. What the heck is wrong?” 
 
    It was break, and Dorey and I were sitting in the office, watching our donuts cool and our milk grow warm. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    Dorey said, “Have a seat, Bel.” 
 
    Suddenly looking nervous, Belinda pulled up a chair and  settled into it. She stared at both of us for a moment, then blurted, “What?” 
 
    Dorey sighed. “I’m pregnant.” 
 
    Her face lit up like Christmas. “That’s great! That’s wonderful! You’ve been…” at our lack of enthusiasm she sobered. “It is great, isn’t it? I mean, I thought you wanted a baby.” 
 
    “We never realized how it would impact the business,” I explained. 
 
    “Oh, don’t get us wrong,” Dorey said, “We want this baby. I mean, under the tears and desperation we’re leaping and jumping for joy.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me,” Belinda quipped. 
 
    I grunted. 
 
    That’s the thing about Belinda. She’s the eternal optimist. You give her a pile of horse shit and she’ll look for the pony. 
 
    “So…I don’t get it.” 
 
    “In a matter of months I will be losing my figure” 
 
    “Well, that’s expected, babies and…oh.” 
 
    I nodded. “Dorey won’t be able to model anymore.” 
 
    Again, “Oh.” A little deeper, a little more solemn. 
 
    “We might have to let you go.” 
 
    “Oh…crap!” 
 
    Belinda couldn’t get by on what we paid her under the table, and she couldn’t get by on unemployment. She needed both. And she said something ridiculous. “My cats.” 
 
    She had two Siamese cats. Love of her life. She called them ‘Salt’ and, get this, ‘More Salt.’ I kid you not. 
 
    Dorey blinked.   
 
    I kept my mouth straight. 
 
    Dorey cracked. 
 
    I made a muffled sound. 
 
    Then we were laughing. Really laughing. 
 
    Hey, it wasn’t funny, but we had had enough of the gloom and despair. Dorey put her head on the table and pounded on the surface with one fist. I slipped off my chair and started rolling on the rug. 
 
    “Well, hey…” Belinda muttered weakly. 
 
    “We’re sorry, Belinda. It just,” I wheezed and tried to sit up. “It just struck us funny.” 
 
    “Yeah. Real funny. She gets fat. I lose my job. And my cats starve.” 
 
    Which set Dorey and I off again. Damn it, it wasn’t funny, but it just…it made us laugh. 
 
    Finally we calmed down and I said, “Dorey, we’ll make it. I don’t know how, but we’ll make it.” 
 
    Belinda didn’t look too happy, however. 
 
    Dorey said, “If we have to feed your cats ourselves,” and there we went again. I fell back on the floor and Dorey tilted back in the swivel, and the swivel was weak springed and the chair tilted over. Dorey jerked to try to regain her balance, but it was a lost cause. The chair went all the way over and she splatted on her back and lay there, stunned, and then started laughing. 
 
    And I laughed, and even Belinda started to laugh. 
 
    Cats. Huh. 
 
      
 
    The day went slowly. Mrs. Jensen came in at ten and Dorey modeled several dresses and we sold one. A thousand bucks. Which, in our posh Beverly Hills location, paid the rent for a couple of days. 
 
    John Springfield, the old senator, dropped by with his wife and girlfriend at noon. Hey, it’s Beverly Hills, right? He bought them both bathing suits. Ka ching, another couple of days rent. It was the beginning of the month so we were still working on the rent. By the tenth we would have it. Then a few days of working for Belinda. Then a week paying off the IRS, and finally, about the 22th, Dorey and I worked for ourselves. And let me tell you, we hated February. That short month had us eating peanut butter sandwiches for dinner. 
 
    But we had made it, month after month, struggling, scraping by and now stats were up and we were actually pulling in good bucks. We were actually starting to pay ourselves before the 20th! 
 
    Then…the baby. More expenses, time off for doctors and things, and less money to cover it all. Maybe a lot less. Like close the doors less. 
 
    Then Belinda had a bright idea. And, God, did I hate it. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got it!” She had a big grin when she flounced in. 
 
    “Herpes?” I asked. 
 
    “Shut up, Jason,” murmured Dorey. 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “First bit of cheer in a week. Let’s take it while we can.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Sorry. What’s your idea, Bel?” 
 
    “Tell you at first break. We have customers this morning.” 
 
    And we did. Dorey was kept busy sliding in and out of night gowns, dinner dresses, high heels, bras and shapers.  
 
    I watched her moving quickly and lithely as she tried on the various clothes. Heysoos, but she had a good body. Her waist was tight and her boobs were big. Sometimes, when the dress was overly tight, it happened every once in a while, I had to go help her stuff herself into a dress. Actually push on those bazooms with my bare hands and get them pushed down enough so the nipples didn’t show. That was a part of the job that I liked. After that I would always be grinning. And horny. And even Belinda would laugh at the silly expression on my easy to please face. 
 
    And Dorey was going to sacrifice that killer body. 
 
    God. We wanted a baby. There had to be some way… 
 
    “Okay. Break time We have two hours before the Johnson kid shows up. Let’s have a seat and brainstorm.” 
 
    We sat down in the showing room, it had the plush, comfortable chairs. Dorey sat near the hallway so she could step out of sight if the door opened. She was mid change and clad only in bra and panties. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, settling in to the cushions. “What’s this great idea you’ve come up with?” 
 
    Belinda grinned a Cheshire grin. “Jason.” 
 
    “Yes?” I wrinkled my brow. 
 
    “That’s it. Jason is my idea.” 
 
    Dorey tilted her head in puzzlement. I blinked. This made no sense. 
 
    Belinda, for her part, she sat and smiled at us like the cat who had just eaten the 100 pound mouse. 
 
    “Don’t you guys get it?” 
 
    “Get what?” I was truly mystified. 
 
    She sighed, and held out her sketchbook. 
 
    She was a good artist, and she often drew design ideas, or even drew pictures for clients. 
 
    I opened the first page and stared. It was me. But under that smiling face was a dress. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Turn the pages, silly, and let Dorey see.” 
 
    I turned the book so Dorey could see and flipped the pages. 
 
    Me. Me. Me. In gowns. In negligees. In dresses. Parts of my body. Hands with long gloves. Feet with high heels. 
 
    Me. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Dorey breathed out.. “It could work.” 
 
    “Like a charm,” announced Belinda happily. “You keep the store, I keep my job, you have the baby, and I have my cats.” 
 
    We didn’t laugh this time. 
 
    I still don’t under—“ 
 
    “Jason,” Dorey laid it out for me. “You’re our new model.” 
 
    “I’m what…no. This is…” I tossed the sketch book aside. 
 
    Dorey turned to Belinda. “He’s slender. In two months he can be skinny.” 
 
    “And we’ve got corsets if he isn’t skinny enough.” 
 
    “We’d have to work around bathing suits…” 
 
    “Hey, wait a minute!” I interjected. 
 
    “We don’t sell a lot of those, and I don’t think most women care about us modeling those.” 
 
    “Underwear is…what about boobs?” 
 
    “Will you guys stop this?” I tried. 
 
    They ignored me. 
 
    “Falsies will work. We’ve got lots of breast forms, and we can get different sizes and shapes if we need.” 
 
    “Cheap enough from Sally.” 
 
    Sally was one of our bra vendors, and she was a real source for breast forms. Cheap ones. Like big discount, or even free. 
 
    “Shoes. He’s got to wear high heels.” 
 
    “You guys have to knock this off.” 
 
    “Won’t take but a day to get some made in his size.” 
 
    “Hair.” 
 
    “He wears it long, and then we could always just give him extensions.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear all these clothes!” 
 
    They both looked at me. Pointed, serious, then they turned back to each other. 
 
    “What about his penis.” 
 
    “He can wear a gaffe.” 
 
    “Heck, why not a chastity tube? Or even a full belt? That would keep the hamster in the cage.” 
 
    “I am not going to be the model!” I stood up. 
 
    “Honey, sit down,” Dorey didn’t even looked at me. “There are greater minds than yours at work here.” 
 
      
 
    They chitted and chatted and plotted out my future for the next two hours. And when it came time for lunch Dorey ordered me a…salad. A (choke) salad. 
 
    “But I want a sub! With meatballs and cheese and gravy dripping down the front of my shirt! 
 
    “Ha!” spouted Bel. 
 
    “Nonsense,” grinned Dorey. And it was an evil grin. At least I thought it was evil. 
 
    “We need to slenderize you, get you ready.” 
 
    “But I’m not going to do this!” 
 
    Dorey finally turned to me. “Oh. Yes. You are.” And, man, was she serious. “You are not only going to do it, you are going to like it.” 
 
    “I am not!” 
 
    “Do you ever want sex again?” 
 
    “That’s not fair!” 
 
    Bel actually came to my rescue on that one. “Hey, horn dog needs his relief. Maybe you could just withhold it a bit.” 
 
    “A lot,” Dorey glared at me. 
 
    Oh, man. This hurt. I liked my sex. I liked to squeeze her body and lick it all over and suck her nipples and…and most of all I liked to plumb my cock to her depths. In and out, in and out, it was my favorite sport. 
 
    Then Dorey softened a bit. “You play this right and you might even get more sex. After all, you know how I appreciate good looking women, and if the woman actually had a dick then I might be willing to turn Lesbian.” 
 
    “Ooh. That’s a wicked thought,” Belinda mused, scratching her chin. 
 
    “Dress you up in lingerie, maybe a little make up…that’s sort of a horny thought.” 
 
    “It’s even got me horny.” 
 
    Dorey and I turned our heads and looked at her. 
 
    Defiantly, “Hey! I have sexual appetites, too, you know?” 
 
      
 
    All afternoon we argued, and I have to tell you, I was losing. 
 
    I mean, I didn’t want to, but the girls REALLY wanted me to. 
 
    And, that night, Dorey really went after me. 
 
    First, she changed into a veddy sexy negligee. Her breasts, proud and pointed, were plain to see. The nipples rubbed against the soft material and became excited. And it didn’t help that every once in a while she palmed her breasts and pulled the nipples. And put one hand over her mons and twisted her knees and groaned. 
 
    Yeah, I know. I’m a sucker. Right. But what do you expect from a man, huh? 
 
    Then she made her face up. Put on the model’s make up, shaded her eyes blue and painted her lips red. And flounced around in front of me. Whipping her hair across my face. Rubbing that incredible, voluptuous body against me. Giving me a lap dance right in the middle of (choke) FOX news. 
 
    Heck, Trump could have appeared naked on the screen and I wouldn’t have noticed. 
 
    Okay, maybe that was a bad analogy, but you get the idea. 
 
    Then, the knell of doom for me, bed time. 
 
    I slipped under the covers. Erect. Dripping. Looking forward to the old in and out. 
 
    She took off her clothes, cold creamed her face, and started putting her hair up in curlers. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I thought we were…you know.” 
 
    “Oh, I only go to bed with people that turn me on.” 
 
    “That’s not fair.” 
 
    She turned to me. “Honey, you’re going to give in. You’re going to do the modeling. Now the only question is how much do you have to suffer before you give in. You can have me every night. All night. Every hole. All made up and hot and eager…or you can have me like this.” She turned back to her dressing table and put another curler in her hair. 
 
    “That is really not—“ 
 
    She turned to me, and now she was serious. “Honey. It’s only clothes. Heck. You might even like them.” 
 
    “And make up and…and high heels…and not eating anymore.” 
 
    She chortled. “Oh, you’ll get your salads.” More serious again. “But I am fighting for our business, our home, our brand, new baby. What are you fighting for?” 
 
    That stopped me. That made me blink, and my mouth to open and close. 
 
    Heck, even my dick went down. I turned away from her, rolled over and stared at the wall. 
 
    Dorey finished putting curlers in her hair, then slipped into bed. 
 
    She didn’t touch me. Just laid on her side of the bed and went to sleep. It didn’t take long before she was softly snoring. 
 
    I didn’t sleep. 
 
    Just clothes. And make up and stuff. 
 
    I knew within a few months, by the time Dorey showed a little baby bump, I would have learned enough. Belinda could help teach me, and Dorey would be able to show me things right up until she went to the hospital. 
 
    I had worked in the industry for years. I knew my way around dresses. I knew the tricks for shimmying into a tight pair of jeans, or how to get a bra on, how to plump up the tits so they looked bigger…I  knew a lot about make up already. Watching models, and especially Dorey, apply make up over the years…it wouldn’t be much trouble. 
 
    And we could get special clothes for me. Shoes and gloves and things. 
 
    So what was stopping me? 
 
    At midnight I said, “I’ve got a problem.” 
 
    Dorey woke up, she must have been listening in her sleep, for she said, “What problem?” 
 
    “I’m a man.” 
 
    “Yeah? Really?” then; “Sorry. Sarcasm not appropriate. Me bad.” 
 
    I said, “I want to stay a man. I don’t want…I don’t want to be effected by this.” 
 
    “Isn’t that up to you?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. Dorey rolled over and grabbed my penis. “I’ll tell you this, lover mine. I fell in love with you. Dick came later. Sexy clothes came much later. And, let me tell you the truth, you could be gay and I would still love you. I fell in love with the man, not all his accouterments.” She shook my dick, which was pretty damned hard by then, to emphasize. 
 
    She rolled over and went back to sleep. 
 
    I laid on my back. My dick in the air. Thinking. 
 
    A woman. Wearing falsies. Prancing around. 
 
    Okay, not prancing around. That is only the transvestite stereotype some people have. 
 
    For a baby. And to keep the business afloat. For Belinda and her stupid cats. 
 
    Well, actually, they weren’t that stupid. They were sort of cute. Dorey and I had been over to Belinda’s house and one of the cats, Salt or More Salt, I couldn’t tell which was which, had climbed into my lap and purred. 
 
    Stupid cats. 
 
    I grinned in the dark. 
 
    I stopped grinning. 
 
    A new baby. What was I willing to sacrifice for a new life? And I knew. Once that kid was born I would be willing to lay down my life for him. Or her. So why couldn’t I wear a few clothes? 
 
    At three in the morning I made up my mind. 
 
    “Okay,” I whispered. 
 
    I don’t know how Dorey did it, but she must have been ‘sleep listening’ again. She spun over, climbed onto my body and yelled, “Curler sex!” 
 
    I started laughing, and she positioned my weenie and slid down. 
 
    Oh, God! That felt good! 
 
    “Lover. You will never be sorry.” She tweaked my nips. 
 
    “I will make you the happiest cross dresser in the world.” She reached under and grabbed my balls. I gasped with pleasure as she squeezed and played with them. 
 
    “You are going to be so sexy that every woman will want you. And the men. But don’t worry about the men.” 
 
    Men? 
 
    She felt my thought and laughed. “Hey, you’re a Lesbian! You don’t care about men, right?” 
 
    She was tilting her hips, writhing, squirming, and my penis was starting to throb. 
 
    “God, just the thought of screwing you while you’re all en femme…it’s making me so horny!” 
 
    She kissed me then, and the combination, nuts, nips, her chewing on my mouth, it was too much. 
 
    “UN!” I grunted. 
 
    “Let it come, baby,” she whispered into my ear. “Let it come.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it. Not that I wanted to. I jerked and my hips thrust up and I felt the sperm shooting up the shaft. That white hot feeling of pleasure engulfed me, and I came and I came and I came. 
 
      
 
    “He’s in,” announced Dorey. 
 
    Belinda gave a clap of her hands. “Goodie! When do we start?” 
 
    “We already did. He’s wearing a bra under his clothes. And a garter and nylons and even panties.” 
 
    “How cool!”  
 
    And, I swear, it looked like Belinda was even getting a little bit turned on. 
 
    We worked that day. We didn’t have a lot of customers, but we had a lot of alterations to make. And every half hour Dorey had an outfit laid out for me. 
 
    “Time!” she would yell. 
 
    I would strip off my clothes and put on the new clothes. Dorey would stand there and tap her foot and watch the stop watch on her cell. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    And they would critique me. 
 
    “Your bra strap is tangled.” 
 
    “You didn’t get your shoes on fast enough.” 
 
    “Turn the skirt more to the front. Zipper, baby. You know where the zipper goes. 
 
    Chastened, and even a little embarrassed, I would nod and think over my mistakes until the next episode. 
 
    “Time!” And I would slip out of one outfit and into another. 
 
    And they really mixed the outfits up on me. Sometimes it was a dress. Sometimes it was a corset. Sometimes it was a bathing suit. 
 
    I know, we weren’t going to do suits, but they wanted me to know everything. They needed me fast and efficient. 
 
    Heck, if Dorey could do it, then so could I. Right?” 
 
     
 
    At the end of the day I was exhausted. “Man,” I blurted, sinking back in the passenger seat. “I didn’t know it was this much work!” 
 
    “You ain’t seen nothing, yet. Wait until your boobs come in.” 
 
    “Oh.” I was actually feeling a little dispirited. 
 
    Dorey laughed as she turned up our driveway. “Hey, don’t worry, lover. We girls have had a lifetime of getting dressed and undressed in sexy clothes. A couple of months and this will all be old hat to you.” 
 
    I hope so,” I yawned. 
 
    She stopped the car in the garage and looked at me. “How’s the old dickie doo?” 
 
    “Oh, God. I never thought I’d be too tired.” 
 
    “But seeing you all day, your bare flesh slipping into and out of outfits, the bulge in your pants…” 
 
    “It was bulging, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “I think you like this. Think you can fuck me?” 
 
    “Oh, God,” I whined. But I was grinning. 
 
    “Come on, Iron Man. Don’t give out on me now.” 
 
    “But I just came this morning?” 
 
    “Hey! You don’t have to cum, just provide me with a human dildo for a while.” 
 
    “Well, if you insist.” 
 
    She did. We got out of the car and she pulled me through the house and into the bedroom.  
 
    She threw me on the bed and climbed on top of me.  
 
    “All aboard!” she bellowed, then laughed. 
 
    She began to go up and down, pulling her tits, slapping her mons. 
 
    I tried, oh, I tried, but I was exhausted. I actually yawned when she came. 
 
    Can you believe that? Yawned? 
 
    She sank down on me, lay on my chest and played with my nipple. 
 
    My cock was still hard inside her. Pulsing, but not cumming. 
 
    “God, that was good.” 
 
    “Excellent,” I yawned again. 
 
    “Who ever would have thought that seeing you in drag could be so exciting?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I whispered. 
 
    She kept talking, but her voice became a mumble, a receding mumble, then I was asleep. 
 
    And dreaming! I didn’t usually dream, but…woman’s clothes. I was wearing them. Changing them, putting on shoes and nylons and bras. Slipping into dresses. Modeling in front of a mirror. Changing again, and again, and again. And it was all jerky, like an old movie. And it went on for a long time. 
 
     
 
    “Oh!” I stretched, and I felt good. The dreams had waned and I must have slid into a deep sleep. I felt quite refreshed. 
 
    Except for the boner under the covers. Oh, yeah. That. I hadn’t cum. 
 
    “Come on, lover babe. Time for work!” 
 
    Dorey came in and threw back the drapes. She was fully made up and ready to go. 
 
    I sat up, “Did I oversleep?” 
 
    “Yup. But alterations until noon. Still, get your lazy ass in gear.” 
 
    I reached for her, pulled her to me. “First…there’s some unfinished business.” 
 
    She pushed me off and wiggled away. “Tonight. Don’t want to mess me up.” 
 
    I slipped out of bed. “Pretty soon it’ll be me saying that.” 
 
    She blinked, then giggled. “It will, won’t it.” 
 
    I slipped into the underwear she held out to me. Panties and garter. Nylons. Bra and…slip? 
 
    “Why a slip?” 
 
    “Because you’re going to wear a skirt to work.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Why not? the more girl clothes you wear the sooner you will be expert in them.” 
 
    “I’m already expert,” I complained as I got dressed. 
 
    “No. You’re a know about, not a real expert. But we’ll fix that.” 
 
    She helped me with make up. And I listened and watched as she cleaned me up, prepared my skin and began applying lotions and powders. 
 
    It felt weird. 
 
    But it felt sexy, too. 
 
    And the sexy was helped by the friendly, little bulge in my skirt. 
 
    “Oh, we’re going to have to do something about that,” Dorey said, giving it a squeeze. 
 
    I tried to grab her but she was quick to fend me off. “Not now, horny boy.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean horny girl?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s exactly what I mean,” she laughed. 
 
    Finally, I was ready. Eyes done just right, red lips feeling so strange. And really, really aware of myself. I mean, I felt like I was out of my body. This wasn’t just a quick change, this was a lifestyle change. 
 
    We drove to work. Well, she drove. I wasn’t ready to do much more than fall on my face in my high heels. 
 
    But when we walked in, Belinda gushed. “Oh, my God! You look so…so incredible.” 
 
    I glanced in the mirror. I did look pretty good. My hair was a trifle short, we would have to make it all mussy or something. And my chest was flat, Dorey was already getting me the forms. 
 
    “You know, when I got this idea,” Belinda walked around me, scrutinized me, “I never imagined…I mean I did…but the reality…you’re good looking!” 
 
    “Thanks, dahling,” I struck a pose. 
 
    “Uh oh.” 
 
    “What’s wrong,” asked Dorey, stuffing a form down my bra. 
 
    “The mouse won’t stay in his hole,” Belinda pointed at my lap with her chin. 
 
    I looked down. I had a big hard on and the skirt was being lifted up. 
 
    “Cripes. I just did him yesterday.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything about the hornicizing effect of being ridden to her own cum and the heck with me. 
 
    “What do we do?” 
 
    “I don’t think a gaffe will do.” 
 
    “Let me look at chastity belts.” 
 
    “Can’t we just tie it down?” 
 
    “If it’s stiff it will hurt. If he’s wearing chastity it won’t get hard and we can bend it around.” 
 
    I cleared my throat and they both looked at me. 
 
    “We could just get me off. No offense, Belinda.” 
 
    “None taken. And if you want to use the bathroom for a minute…” 
 
    But I wasn’t ready for the big squirt, yet. “Can’t we just work around it today?” 
 
    “I guess,” Belinda stood there, one hand under elbow, one hand under chin, and looked at my crotch. 
 
    Hey, she didn’t make me horny, ours wasn’t that kind of a relationship. She was more like a sister, but it sure made me feel weird. Oh well, I would just have to get over it. 
 
    All that day we had me changing. A new set of forms came in and they fit me better, but getting the clothes on over a chestful of tit was…different. 
 
    Pulling the cloth over the mounds I had to pull on the dress in different ways, and I actually popped two zippers. 
 
    “It’s all his man strength. Don’t pull so hard,” Belinda groused, fixing one of the zippers. 
 
    Lunch. A salad. I was starting to actually feel weak. “You keep feeding me this slop and I’ll be too weak to break a zipper.” 
 
    They just laughed at me, and tossed a few extra croutons onto the blue cheese. 
 
    All afternoon getting into and out of dresses. In between stocking and altering and answering the phone. 
 
    “Time!…Time!” 
 
    “Time!…Time!” 
 
    “Time!…Time!” 
 
    By the time five o’clock came around I was frazzled. I got into the car and went to sleep. Dorey drove me home, woke me up long enough to get me to bed, and I slept. 
 
    Heck, I even missed that delicious salad she fixed me for dinner! 
 
    But, the next morning I woke up, and even early. I got out of bed, and my stomach felt like somebody had drilled a well into it. And the well had gone dry. 
 
    I shuffled into the kitchen and looked at Dorey. 
 
    She kissed my cheek and said, “Big treat today! Grape nuts!” 
 
    Oh, God. I looked at the glop in my bowl. She had sliced a banana into it, and sprinkled a few blue berries, but it was still glop. Unappealing and even disgusting. 
 
    Still, it was what women did to keep their figure. I ate it. Every mouth watering bite. Gah! 
 
    Off to work. 
 
    We had a couple of shows, but that was okay. I worked behind the scenes, helping Dorey into and out of. 
 
    “Man,” I griped at one point. “You get your own personal dresser.” 
 
    “But you won’t when the babies due.” 
 
    “Okay,” I pushed her tit down. 
 
    “Easy, boy.” 
 
    I looked at her. “Sorry. I’m frustrated.” 
 
    That afternoon Dorey had to drive down to LA and pick up some fabric. Usually I went with her, but today it was more important that I practice getting into and out of clothes. So Belinda manned the stop watch and I practiced.  
 
    “Time!…Time!” 
 
    “Time!…Time!” 
 
    I slipped in and out. And I was feeling pretty good, and sexy, all the clothes rubbing against me, wearing the filmy underthings, I started getting erect. Like big erect. 
 
    Finally, Bel had had enough. She looked down at my crotch and said, “Wait.” 
 
    I stood there, figuring I had a crooked seam or something, but she reached right down for my lap and pushed my cock down. 
 
    “Oh…ow!” 
 
    She looked down in disgust. My cock had slipped out the bottom of my panties. “Can’t you control yourself?” 
 
    “Nope,” I didn’t actually bad about my condition. Heck, a boner can be a wonderful thing. 
 
    “This is why I didn’t get married. This is why I like cats more than people.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I murmured, looking down at it. 
 
    “Oh, hell.” She grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Hey!” I squeaked. 
 
    “This is going to hurt me more than it does you.” 
 
    She began to stroke me. 
 
    “Don’t…you can’t…” 
 
    But she could. 
 
    And I couldn’t get away. She had a grip on me. And I was in a corset and couldn’t twist away. 
 
    “Come on, come on,” she manipulated me, reached down with her other hand and palmed the head. 
 
    I was horny, I was weak kneed, I couldn't fight back. 
 
    “Come on,” she was right in front of me, our faces just inches apart, and she worked my cock as we breathed on each other. 
 
    “Come on, I don’t want to have to suck it. Come on.” 
 
    That did it. That sucking remark. My knees almost buckled and I shot out my load. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    I pumped out semen and filled her hand. 
 
    Then she blew my mind. She stepped back and licked the semen out of her palm. “Mmm. I always did like the taste of this stuff.” 
 
    She turned and walked away, leaving me with my mouth open. She tossed over her shoulder, “Come on, change. We have to practice.” 
 
    Dully, moving slowly, robbed of my vigor by the shock of my employee’s educated hand, I changed. 
 
      
 
    “I jacked Jason off,” Belinda stated, when Dorey returned to the store. We were lifting folds of material out of the back of the SVU. 
 
    “Oh,” Dorey glanced at her. 
 
    “It was getting in the way.” 
 
    Dorey looked at me, and there was everything in that gaze. Wonder, shock, surprise, and, most of all, inspection. Inspection of me. 
 
    We weren’t newbies when it came to sex. We played with different holes, she had even fingered my butt a couple times. And we had jerked off for each other Well, I had jacked off, and she had jilled off. Great kinky fun. But to be jerked off by another woman? Had I crossed a line? 
 
    I felt small, and embarrassed, and I shriveled up inside. 
 
    Dorey watched me. Watched the shame in my eyes. She stood up and came to me and held my face with both hands and stared straight into my eyes. 
 
    I blubbered, “I’m…I’m…” 
 
    She nodded. “It’s okay. If you have to do it again, that’s fine. But I can’t wait for that chastity belt to arrive. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Dorey turned to Belinda. “How was he?” 
 
    “Lot of sperm. Tasty, too.” 
 
    “Oh? You like the taste?” 
 
    “Love it.” 
 
    “I thought I was the only woman who got off on eating semen.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. I’ve always loved eating it. I had a boyfriend once, he was a red head, and he tasted like…” 
 
    They devolved into a conversation about semen and taste and jerk off methods. 
 
    I sagged inside in relief. I wasn’t in trouble. At least I didn’t think so. Until that night. 
 
      
 
    “So you got your jollies with another woman.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    I was eating a salad. She was eating a big, juicy hamburger. I could smell it, my mouth was watering, my stomach hurt, then she surprised me. 
 
    I said, “I didn’t mean to, it’s just that…Belinda had a hold of me, and I…I thought you said it was all right?” 
 
    “What I say and what I say are two different things,” she murmured, staring at me over her delicious hamburger. 
 
    “So you don’t want her jacking me off again?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t care. Especially considering what we’re trying to do, and considering the sacrifices you’re making. But I would prefer it if you could save it for me. I get hungry, too, you know.” 
 
    “Oh. Well. I’ll try.” 
 
    We were silent for a second. Then: “Speaking of hungry, is there a chance I could get a bite of that hamburger?” 
 
    She grinned. “Mmmm, this is the best burger I ever ate. So juicy. dripping with delicious fat, and the onions are cooked to perfection. Mmm.” 
 
    She continued to goad me until I felt like crying. 
 
      
 
    The chastity belt arrived, and it was no lightweight thing. It was stainless steel, fit all the way around, a tube for my cock. My butt exposed just enough for the bathroom. None of those plastic, little tube thingies. 
 
    Dorey loved it. It was a tight fit, she had to help me, and we bent and tugged, but when it was on it was snug, and there was no way I was going to get erect. Heck, my front was smoother than a baby’s butt. 
 
    Dorey inspected me. She ran her hand over the front and smiled. 
 
    And, man, did that do something to me. I knew her hand was feeling me, but I couldn’t feel a thing. But the idea was there and my cock wanted to get hard. 
 
    No chance. 
 
    “Oh, this is cute,” she grinned and kissed me. I felt my dick trying to surge, but getting nowhere. 
 
    “Honey, I don’t know if I can handle this.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” she quipped. “If I can wear a tampon then you can wear this.” 
 
    “Those have nothing to do with each other!” 
 
    “There’s a similarity of frustration. If you’d ever had a period you’d know.” 
 
    “No thanks.” 
 
    I was grumpy all day at work. To make it worse, both Dorey and Belinda took to knocking on my front plate. Rap rap, and I could feel the vibrations inside. My poor cock was so frustrated. 
 
    And, to make things even worse, wearing the chastity device made it hard to bend and contort enough to slip into female garments. The panties were easy, and they covered the device. But when I tried to bend over for stockings I had trouble. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” observed Belinda. “You don’t need to put stockings on much. Once on they’re on you only need to worry about dresses.” 
 
    “And corsets.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    So there I was, no more dick showing, and into a new stage of practicing changing clothes. 
 
    “Time!…Time!” 
 
    “Time!…Time!” 
 
    I was getting better, in spite of the chastity device. And I have to admit, the smooth front did make a big difference. 
 
    The trouble started a few days after I put on the chastity device. The procedure for the next few days was I put it on in the morning, went to work, and then took it off at night. Dorey checked me, made sure I didn’t break out in rashes or start to smell. 
 
    All was good. 
 
    So we came how from work and I went to take it off and… “Honey? Where’s the key?” I was in the bedroom and she was in the kitchen. 
 
    “What key?” 
 
    As if she didn’t know. 
 
    “The key to the chastity device.” 
 
    “Oh, just leave it on,” she called to me. 
 
    I was into the kitchen like a shot. “What? Wait! What?” 
 
    She had just finished mixing me a big drink. Coke and bourbon. My fave. She handed it to me. “Just leave it on. For a few days. I want to make sure you’ll be all right over the long term.” 
 
    “What do you mean…’long term?’ 
 
    “You know. When I go to the hospital. I won’t be there to help you put it on and take it off.” 
 
    “I can figure it out by myself.” 
 
    “No. You can’t.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “Now take a big sip.” 
 
    I took a big sip. Real big. Half the damned glass in one gulp. Burned all the way down. 
 
    “Now sit down, dear, and let me explain things to you.” 
 
    I sat. She had the bottle of bourbon and and a bottle of Coke to keep me refilled. 
 
    She down opposite me and smiled. 
 
    “How many times has Belinda had to handle you?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “How many?” 
 
    “Three times.” 
 
    “Three times in another woman’s hands. Three times squirting your seed without me. How do you think that makes me feel?” 
 
    “But…you said…” 
 
    “And it doesn’t bother me. Now.” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Now that we don’t have to worry about you needing relief.” 
 
    “But I need relief! It’s been a couple of days since I got off. And…” Blah, blah, blah. I blathered. She smiled sweetly and listened. 
 
    When I finally ran down she said, “Are you done?” 
 
    “Well…uh…” 
 
    “Because I’m tired of listening to you whine and complain. If I had known you would be so whiny I would have married a woman.” 
 
    My jaw officially dropped. “But…but you’re making me into a woman!” 
 
    “And maybe when you get there, maybe when you can convince me that you can present yourself as a woman with no mess ups…then maybe I’ll unlock you and let you have a little fun.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She held up her hand. “I have spoken. So let it be written.” She mocked the old Moses movie. 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “And, now that we are on the subject…I want you to be dressed as a woman all the time. Including nightgowns. Including curlers. Cold cream. Immaculate nails. Everything.” 
 
    “But we’re not at work!” But I was getting weaker. I was losing, and I knew it. I tell ya, when a woman holds the key to a man’s cock she controls the man. Totally. 
 
    “Tut tut. Practice makes perfect. Now, if you want extra croutons on your salad you’d better get cleaned up, wear your underwear and put on a dress, that yellow one would be nice. And don’t forget the garters and high heels.” 
 
    I stared at her. She handed me a fresh drink. “Take. Drink. Come back when you need another one.” 
 
    Defeated, I turned and walked back into the bedroom. I trudged. And, I swear, I thought I heard her chuckle. 
 
     
 
    At three months she was starting to feel her belly. And I knew she was going to ‘retire’ soon. Fortunately, I was ready. Hornier than a brass band, but ready. 
 
    I could put my make up on on the fly. Which she made me do. She let me wear Mary Janes to work and put my make up on in the car. While driving. Dangerous, but I did it. And I did it easy. 
 
    Then we tried my first show. Mrs. Jenkins came by. She’s a bit nearsighted, but whether she could see or not, I was perfect. Of course, it helped that she liked loose clothes. But, still… 
 
     
 
    “Okay, got some video here. Let’s take a look.” 
 
    “Video?” 
 
    “I took a video of your show with Mrs. Jenkins. Belinda, come have a seat. Oh, order some dinner first. Salad for Jason.” 
 
    Belinda ordered, and she smirked when she ordered me a salad. 
 
    Damn it. She was overweight and had to watch what she ate, and it looked like she was getting a perverse delight out of making me follow in her footsteps. 
 
    A half hour the food arrived and we ate, and Dorey hooked up the video to the big screen in our office and we watched. 
 
    There I was. Long hair, twirling, sashaying, moving my hips as I had been taught. 
 
    “Oh, no. Look!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The way you tossed your hair. You did it like a surfer on drugs. Here, do it like this.” Dorey showed me. 
 
    I followed her lead, and tossed my hair until my motion was pure girl. 
 
    Back to the video. 
 
    “Oh, no, you entered the room like a teenager on a skateboard! Don’t slide…glide. Watch.” 
 
    I was treated to a show of how to enter the room so I didn’t look like a skateboarder. And I duplicated and practiced. 
 
    Back to the video. 
 
    “Oh, no! Don’t hold your hand like that! Be gentle! Don’t rely on strength, rely on grace!” 
 
    And…practice, practice, practice. 
 
    We drove home late and I was a subdued cookie. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. You did well. We’re just polishing the fine points.” 
 
    “I feel like I totally screwed up.” 
 
    “Not totally.” She laughed. 
 
    “Har de har,” I mumbled. Then: “Honey, could I get out of the chastity for a while?” 
 
    “Why? Whatever for?” 
 
    She sounded honestly mystified. 
 
    “I haven’t squirted for a couple of weeks. I need relief.” 
 
    “Oh, but honey. I like you this way!” 
 
    “What way?” Now I was honestly mystified. 
 
    “Helping me around the house. It takes such a load off me when you help with the dishes and vacuuming and everything.               
 
    “But…that’s…that’s not my job!” 
 
    “You’re my house partner. If I’m your housewife…aren’t you my house hubby?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but I’m your business partner!” 
 
    “We go half and half at business, why not at home?” 
 
    That one sort of stopped me. There was logic there, but I was a man. At least I used to be a man. I needed to do man things! 
 
    “Okay, but I need to get my rocks off.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense.” 
 
    I stared at her.  
 
    She was at a stoplight, a long one, and she said, “I’ve noticed that the more you do without sex the better behaved you are.” 
 
    “Behaved? What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means you’re more polite, more willing to help out around the house, and…you’ve got more energy.” 
 
    “Of course I do, and I need to get rid of some of that energy.” 
 
    “Now why,” she mused, “Would I go back to the way things were? Oh, you weren’t bad, but you could be better. People can always be better.” 
 
    “But you can’t hold my dick hostage!” 
 
    “Oh, but I can. I’ve got the key in a safe deposit box,” my jaw dropped at her words, “and I’m sure you see the dangers in trying to cut your chastity belt off.” 
 
    I did. There was no way snips could get between the metal and my skin, and the lock was built in. 
 
    “But…but I need to clean it!” 
 
    “I’ll take care of that.” 
 
    “What? How?” 
 
    “I bought some handcuffs and rope. We’ll simply tie you to bed, I can clean your device, maybe play with you a little, and then put it back on. Cleanie weenie.” 
 
    She sounded so happy talking. I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “I want a divorce!” Of course I didn’t. But I had to say something. I had to shock the key from her. 
 
    “Oh, so sorry. You can pack your clothes when we get home.” 
 
    “But…I need the key.” 
 
    “Oh, no. I bought it, it belongs to me.”  
 
    “But you can’t do this to me!” 
 
    She smiled. She came to another light and stopped. She turned to me. “If you’re a good boy, keep the house clean and don’t let anybody know you’re a man, I’ll let you have a cum after the baby is born.” 
 
    “But…but…but…” I sounded like a motorboat. And she actually giggled. 
 
      
 
    I turned into myself the next few weeks. 
 
    Oh, when we had shows I showed a smile. I am a professional, after all. A professional model…and a professional woman. 
 
    But inside I felt like a cake that had been dropped and stepped on. 
 
    And I was getting hornier and hornier. 
 
    Belinda didn’t help. She had a short talk with Dorey, in which she was apprised that my cock was off limits, and why. 
 
    Belinda took it with a grin, and began teasing me mercilessly. She patted my front shield. She tweaked my nipples. She cupped my buns. 
 
    “You’re looking good, girlie,” she once whispered to me. 
 
    And my only defense was to get hornier. More embarrassed. More desperate. 
 
     
 
    Dorey’s baby bump became more pronounced, and I was working harder than ever. 
 
    She was tired a lot, and needed to rest. And I had lots of energy. I had a dickful of energy. 
 
    I think back to those times, sometimes, and I realize that if it hadn’t been for the chastity device I wouldn’t have made it. I would have collapsed. 
 
    But all that dick energy surging through me, being so horny I didn’t sleep as much, I worked harder and harder. 
 
    I took over almost all the household chores. I did all the paperwork into the night. I stepped and twirled and presented dresses to rich people all day long. 
 
    In fact, I hate to admit it, but business actually got better. 
 
    Look, Dorey is beautiful. I was beautiful, but I could never be as beautiful as Dorey. 
 
    But I had something else. There was something about me that intrigued customers. 
 
    I can’t tell you how many times these people, well to do, successful, came up to me and engaged me in chit chat, and stared at me like…’what’s my secret?’ 
 
    I was a woman, but they knew different. But they didn’t really know. So they were fascinated. People began coming to the store more and more, and I reached the point where I was going to have to hire another model. No matter how much energy I had…I couldn’t keep up with the franticness of the boom. 
 
    Dorey was big now. Real big. And getting bigger. But she still had a month to go. 
 
    Big or not, she began interviewing models, and she hired a knock out. 
 
    Lissome, big breasted, knew how to walk and talk and everything. 
 
    Now I had a true professional to work with, and she helped me, gave me hints and tips, and never made a pass at me. 
 
    Of course. To her I was a woman. She had never known me as a man. I would find out later, much later, that Dorey had hired her because she didn’t like Lesbians. That should have told me something, but didn’t. Of course, I was too busy to think now. 
 
      
 
    My horniness reached a new high. Dressing sexy, feeling the clothes go on and off. And touching Heidi (the new girl), just in passing, but it was still touching, I began to feel like every part of my body was a dick, a giant turn on. 
 
    Belinda would slip a dress over me for alterations, and I would instantly get a charge, a sexual charge, and my dick would struggle in its tube. 
 
    Heidi would brush my hair, or help me with my nails, and…boing! Except there was no ‘boing.’ There was only the electricity running through my body, and frustration. 
 
      
 
    One day, I was working late. Belinda was there, working on alterations. Dorey waddled in and sank onto the office couch. 
 
    “How you doing, dear?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m…I’m…” I began to cry. I just put my head down on the desk and began to sob. 
 
    “Belinda? A little help?” 
 
    Belinda came into the office and looked at me. “What happened?” 
 
    “Poor dear. He’s having a break down.” 
 
    I cried for a while. Belinda rubbed my shoulders. Dorey managed to get up and pour me a drink, and I slowly calmed down. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I muttered. 
 
    “No, dear. It’s us who are sorry. We should have known we were driving you too hard.” 
 
    I saw my opening. “It’s…I need some sex to relieve myself.” 
 
    Maybe if I had been alone with Dorey I could have pulled it off. I mean, my crying jag was real, and she did know what I was going through. But Belinda was there. 
 
    “I can handle that,” she chirped. 
 
    We both looked at her. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t mean fuck him. Can you imagine fucking Jason? Ha!” 
 
    I was hurt by that, but the situation was going to get worse. 
 
    “No, what I mean is I can relieve his sexual tension, and without sacrificing my sacred pleasure palace.” 
 
    Dorey giggled at that. “Sacred pleasure palace?” 
 
    Belinda grinned at her. “Sure. We simply use his pussy.” 
 
    “What? I don’t have a pussy!” 
 
    “Of course you do. A man pussy. It’s right between your buns.” 
 
    “My…my asshole? What!” 
 
    She turned to Dorey. “I’ll use a strap on. Grease him up. No need for kissing or any of that stuff. They have these special dildos called ‘prostate massagers,’ it will rub his button, his prostate, and he’ll shoot his juice.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Dorey looked at Belinda. She looked at me. She looked at Belinda. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Dorey narrowed her gaze at me. “I want you to do this. I can’t have you having a break down while you’re modeling our clothes.” 
 
    “But I don’t want anybody putting anything up my ass!” 
 
    “I’ve put a finger there before. You liked that.” 
 
    “A dick, or this so called ‘prostate massager’ is a different matter.” 
 
    Dorey turned to Bel. “Will it hurt?” 
 
    “Nah. It’ll feel good. I’ve popped a lot of cherries, and they always love it. Heck, he’ll want anal sex more than he wants regular sex after I’ve done him a few times.” 
 
    Dorey smiled. She turned to me. “It’s settled.” 
 
      
 
    Well, it wasn’t settled, but eventually it would be. For starters, Dorey wouldn’t let up on me. Everything from buying me chocolates (God, I was starving, and the chocolates…the chocolates…oh, my God!) to slapping me with a belt when I walked by her. 
 
    Then I had a second breakdown, and this one was worse. I had just finished a long day. I had changed and changed and changed. People didn’t buy things. Heidi was grumpy. Belinda was in a hurry. I started to sniffle. 
 
    Heidi and Belinda looked at me. 
 
    And I was bawling. 
 
    I was exhausted. I was a fuse that had sputtered to a stop. Even all the sexual energy that I had been accumulating seemed to back up on me. 
 
    Heidi reached me first. She put her arm around me and hugged me. Belinda reached me and soothed me. 
 
    Dorey was at home resting. 
 
    Heidi said, “There, there. You just need a good orgasm.” 
 
    My head jerked up. My eyes opened. Over her shoulder Belinda smiled. 
 
    And I broke. 
 
    I calmed down, Belinda called Dorey to let her know the good news, and Heidi went home. 
 
    I was alone with Belinda in the office. Belinda didn’t even get undressed, she just took a strap on out of a cupboard—“I knew you were close,” she said—and strapped it on. She adjusted the prostate massager into the harness and smiled at me. 
 
    “Time to get undressed, slick.” 
 
    I was wearing the full get up. I had modeled late, and I was wearing a sexy dress, kinky underwear, and my make up was flawless. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “No. Not all the way. Just take your panties down and lift your dress. Bend over the couch.” 
 
    So I did. 
 
    I lay there and waited. 
 
    Belinda moved between my legs and rubbed lubricant into my button. My cock was screaming inside its cage. This is wrong! This is wrong! 
 
    But I lay there and…it felt sort of good. The lubricant was cool, and her fingers were gentle. 
 
    “The trick is to be relaxed. To just let it happen.” 
 
    “Okay.” My voice was muffled by a pillow. 
 
    Belinda hummed, she pushed lube into me, a lot of lube. “I love doing this, you know.” 
 
    “I didn’t.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. When you fuck a man it changes him. He becomes more docile. Less of a man, more of a human being.” 
 
    “Not a woman?” 
 
    “Oh, there’s that. You’ll gain a profound appreciation for sex from the woman’s viewpoint, but…it’s more than that.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    She stepped up and began rubbing my hole with her dildo. 
 
    Oddly, it felt good. There was no pressure, and it was a sexy tickle. Made me squirm. 
 
    “That’s it. Now, remember, relax. Don’t fight. Fighting makes pain. Relaxing makes pleasure.” 
 
    “And that’s all there is to it,” I asked. 
 
    “That’s all she wrote,” agreed Belinda. 
 
    She took her time, a long time, and gently rubbed my buns and my thighs. She stopped every once in a while and patted my ass. 
 
    Slowly, slowly, she began to penetrate me. Just a push here, a nudge there, and she began to enter me. 
 
    There were moments of pain, but they were quick, and Bel backed off quickly and let me get acclimated. 
 
    And, after a half hour of wonder, she said, “I’m all the way in.” 
 
    I lay there, marveling. My asshole felt…good. It felt alive, and I could feel blood pulsing, and, suddenly, I felt a trickle of sensation. I wiggled. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. Let it happen.” 
 
    I moved, and that’s what she was waiting for. She withdrew a couple of inches and my eyes widened. 
 
    “Sometimes it’s not the push, but the pull. Depends on the guy, of course. Assholes are different.” 
 
    I wiggled my butt, actually tried to get more sensation. 
 
    “Yeah, go for it. Fuck me back.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it. It felt so good, I pushed my butt back and she gripped my hips and wiggled. God, it felt like my insides were being stirred. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yep,” she chortled. “I love this part.” 
 
    But I could hardly hear her now. I was becoming enraptured by the sexual electricity stretching my asshole. 
 
    I moved back, I wiggled, I pulled forward. 
 
    She matched me, harmonized with me, then would give a twitch of her own. 
 
    I began to gulp and gasp as she opened me up. The pleasure…the pleasure…I didn’t know it could be like this. 
 
    After a couple of minutes of feeling my ass slowly go out of control, she said, “It’s going to feel like you’re peeing. Let it happen.” 
 
    I was really relaxing now, getting sort of goofy and loose and everything, and, sure enough, it felt like I had to pee. 
 
    “Oh,” I mumbled. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. Let it go.” 
 
    Let it go. I could feel it draining out of my cock slit. But it didn’t really feel like pee. It felt thicker, almost clumpy. 
 
    Finally, Belinda slapped my ass and withdrew. “There you go, sport.” 
 
    I lay there for a minute, feeling nice and golden and everything. 
 
    Belinda took off the strap on, then came around and stood in front of me. She was holding a little glass, the bottom filled with white…with…my semen? 
 
    “Is that…is that me?” 
 
    “Yep. Bottoms up.” She tilted the glass and drained it. She lowered it and smacked her lips. She glanced at me and laughed. “Sorry, I don’t share. Not when it comes to sperm.” 
 
    She walked out then, left me laying, butt up, on the office sofa. Slowly, I recovered. I got up and used toilet paper to wipe up lube from my ass. I pulled my panties up and let my dress down. I went home. 
 
    And I felt too good. Sort of golden, sort of satisfied. It was almost like after an orgasm. But I hadn’t had an orgasm. At least, not one that I felt. 
 
    The weird thing, however, was that the next day, though my cock wasn’t even wiggling in its trap, I felt unbelievably horny. 
 
    Well, of course. I had been drained, but my mind didn’t know it. My mind thought I still had a full load. 
 
    And, the good news, I was relieved. The tensions lessened, the horniness grew, and my emotional break downs stopped. Completely. 
 
     
 
    A week later Dorey June was born. A beautiful baby girl with Dorey’s eyes and my hair. She was beautiful. A delight. A satisfaction of the soul that I had never even imagined could exist. 
 
    I was able to be in the operating room, and saw the whole thing, and the miracle unfolded and engulfed me. 
 
    I went out of the delivery room for a quick pee break, and Belinda and Heidi were there. They hugged me, and we all cried. Good tears. Great tears. 
 
    And, two days later they let Dorey go home. 
 
    We stood in the room we had prepared for her and gazed down at our little wonder. 
 
    Our arms were around each other. 
 
    After a long while we tip toed out to let her sleep. 
 
    We adjourned to the kitchen where Dorey had me fix myself a drink. 
 
    We sat and looked at each other. 
 
    “How’s it going?” she asked with a beautiful, tired smile. 
 
    “Never better.” 
 
    “And how’s Mr. Happy?” 
 
    “Unhappy,” I grinned. “Ready to get out.” 
 
    “Yeah, about that.” 
 
    “What?” Suddenly I had a sense of foreboding. 
 
    “I’ve grown used to you as a woman.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “I like you better as a woman. And I like that it is so easy to please you. Belinda told me how much you came for her.” 
 
    “But I didn’t have an orgasm!” 
 
    “Do you really need one?” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” 
 
    She smiled and ignored my outburst. “My plan is this: we milk you, and get some artificial insemination. We can milk you regularly. And you stay a woman. I think it would be much healthier for Dorey June to grow up in a household that has nobody but women in it. What do you think?” 
 
    I didn’t think. I just stared, and knew that I had lost. 
 
    Yet…had I? 
 
    My life was happier, I was no longer driven by male urges, and I was quite happy to be with women in a non-sexual condition. They were so much more gentle than men, and I liked looking sexy. And I even liked cleaning the house. 
 
    “So I would never get to cum again?” 
 
    “Why would you want to?” 
 
    I sat back and sipped my drink. 
 
    She watched me. 
 
    And I said the only thing I could. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?”  
 
    “Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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