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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I know, the title has nothing to do with the contents, except…grin.

I have posed the question before, what if the military insisted on changing all males to females. Women have better reaction times if push comes to shove, but women are softer and more caring, so what if they stopped pushing from coming to shoving?

And, here’s something to think about, what if every time we beat up a country we made all the soldiers transition to women? Would that be cool…or what?

Suddenly these Jihad-y terrorist types are converted to being soft and feminine. Where’s the war in that, eh?

I tell ya, I’m all for world peace!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Trained by Chastity!

He was in a Female Led Relationship!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Have you ever wondered what a Female Led Relationship is like?

Well, the woman in in charge, and however it goes, that’s how it goes. Period.

So if she wants you to be quiet, do what you’re told, help with all the odds and ends of keeping a house, that’s what you do.

Then there’s the other extreme.

You do what you’re told, and your penis is owned by her, and she does what she wants to with it.

And, really, the truth of it all is that while men are useful, too many of them are silly creatures. They lose control of their cocks and put them where they don’t belong, and they don’t seem to understand the simple fact of life: Women are in charge.

You don’t think so?

Read this story, then make up your mind.

And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’ve had it! I can’t take anymore!” Ann stomped into the house, threw her purse down, and turned to her husband. I watched you make goo goo eyes at every single woman at the party, and it was like I didn’t even exist!”

“Honey, that’s not true! I brought you a drink, didn’t I?”

“Sure, a beer, that you didn’t even open, in the first five minutes of the party, and then you were drooling over Shirley Big Boobs, and patting Patsy Big Butt on her ass, and giving out hugs and grins and…and it was like we weren’t even married.

“That’s not fair!” he blurted.

“It’s not fair that I’m your wife and you don’t act like it!”

“Well, I’ve had enough. If you’re going to be a Karen just because I get along with people…I’m going to bed!”

And he did.

Just left her simmering and boiling and ready to explode.

What he didn’t realize was that he had pushed her too far, and that things were going to change.

“I tell ya, Cindy, he just ignored me all night!”

Cindy, a blonde to Ann’s brunette, blue eyes to her brown, waved to Jose.

“A couple of Margaritas, salt on the glass. And chips and salsa.”

Jose nodded, grinned, and went to fill the order.

They were sitting in Charley Coyote’s combination restaurant and night spot. It was morning, and they had met for brunch, and now it was time to drink.

Cindy had never seen her friend so wound up, and Margarita’s were the only cure.

Jose returned, delivered two big Margaritas and a bowl of chips with a side of salsa.

“Mmm.” Ann sighed. “I needed this.”

She looked over the rim of her drink. “Am I being unfair?”

“Yes.”

“What?”

“You’re expecting a man to have the sense and sensibility of a woman. Look, men are creatures of whim. Have beer, chase a butt, what ring on my finger?”

Ann blinked.

“Straight truth, girlfriend.”

Ann drank more. Truth hurts, but she knew she should have recognized it long before.

“So what am I going to do?” she asked.

“Show him how the other side lives.”

“What?”

“Put him in a female led relationship. Make him be the second class citizen.”

“And how do I do that?”

The thought intrigued her, but…how do you change a man? Men were the most stubborn idiots in the world.

“Oh, there’s lots of ways. But you want to be sure you’re up for it before you do something like that. After all, it’s going to change your life. It’s definitely going to change his life. You have to be sure that you want those changes, and that you’re willing to endure them.”

Ann waved to Jose for a couple more drinks. While waiting, she stared at her friend and bit her lip.

Cindy watched, listened, and waited, and when she thought the time was right, she began to talk.

“To transform a man is simple. It takes very little effort, but you have to control his sex.”

“Hush!” Ann grunted. “His sex is out of control. That was the problem last night. It was like he wanted sex with everybody, and forgot about me.”

“All the better. He’s already in the right frame of mind. Now all you have to do is lead him, or maybe I should say ‘poin the direction.’”

“Okay, so what do I have to do.”

“First, you must give him what he wants. Overload him with sex. Get him so he can’t say no, and then you start to…” Cindy continued with the basic plan for bending a man to a woman’s will.

Tim arrived home at 5:30. He was in sales, real estate, and she sometimes wondered if he was cheating. After all, on those nights that he arrived home late and smelling a little perfume-y, he didn't want to make love.

For a horn dog that was not right. Or maybe it was right. And that’s what she should expect.

But he arrived home that night, and she met him at the door with a magnificent kiss, and she snaked her hands into his pants and stroked him, and she got him a drink and made him feel just like the king of the castle.

“Wow. What’d I do right?” he asked, sitting back in his easy chair and sighing.

“It’s not what you did right. It’s what you’re going to do right.”

“Hunh?”

“Honey, it’s no secret that you’ve been fooling around on me.”

He blinked and his heart picked up speed. Sure, he fooled around a little, but how had she found out? Had one of his girl friends contacted her? “That’s ridiculous. I’m truer blue than blue is true.”

She smiled knowingly. “It’s ridiculous, all right. That you would step out on me is totally ridiculous. After all, I’ve got large breasts, red lips, I like to swallow, and…why would you ever want to step out on me?”

Tim opened his mouth to object, but Ann rode right over him.

“So to make sure you don’t cheat…I want you to wear my underwear.”

“What?” His voice squeaked a little. “I’m not doing that!”

“Afraid?”

Cindy had told her that men were easily manipulated when you asked them if they were ‘fraidy cats.

“No!”

“So you don’t want to wear my kinky, little underwear because you want to keep cheating?”

“I’m not cheating!”

“Prove it.”

“What? How?”

“Wear my underwear. Nobody can see it, it’s going to feel so kinky, and you’ll be horny all day.”

The argument went on for some time. He brought up manly reasons, and she shot them down with ease.

After all, in his heart of heart he was like all men. He wanted to experience some of the kinky stuff women did.

In the end, he gave in.

“I’ll feel stupid,” he grumbled.

“No one will know.”

“I’ll know!”

“And you’ll love it. You’ll have your dirty, little secret. You’ll be horny all day, and when you get home…oh, boy.”

That made him grin.

The next day, when Tim woke up, Ann had his underwear all ready. She handed him tight but stretchy panties, and he put them on.

Good thing it was stretchy, because he would have overflowed.As it was, he felt like a hand was holding his package all day long.

A hand holding him, squeezing him, and he was blushing whenever he talked to a woman. He wondered if they somehow knew. It they had some secret way of looking inside his mind and telling what he was going through.

He was especially embarrassed when talking to the guys.

It was like he was less of a man.

Yet that rock hard tool in his panties was more manly than he had thought possible.

He arrived home, charged into the house and called for Ann.

“Babe?”

“Back here!” she called from the garage.

He went through the kitchen and into the garage.

Ann was loading the washing machine and she smiled when she saw him.

“How’d it go?”

“Fantastic!”

“Is that a bump in your pants?”

“It is!” he grinned gleefully. Mr. Horn Dog was about to get a little.

“Well, boost yourself up here.” She closed the washing machine lid and patted it.

“What?”

“Come on. Do what I say.”

There was laughter and promise in her voice, so he jumped, twisted, and planted his butt on the white machine.

“Now let’s see how much cream you’ve got for your baby,” she cooed.

She started the washing machine.

He was horny, and his balls rested on the vibrating thing. It felt wonderful to have his testicles vibrating in that manner.

She undid his buckle, unzipped his zipper, and pulled out his weenie.

He sighed, and she began lightly stroking him.

In the past, when she had given him hand jobs, he had been demanding, and she had stroked hard, and it turned into arm sore marathons.

This time she simply rubbed a thumb under the glans, the underside of the head of his cock.

He immediately groaned, and his cock went rock hard.

“Go faster,” he muttered.

“No,” she said.

He looked at her, and it was like he was begging.

She just kept teasing him, and said, “This is my cock. I’ll do what I want you’ll learn to love it.”

“But I want to cum!”

“Then close your eyes and let it happen.”

He fidgeted on the machine, and groaned, and tried to hump her hand.

But she controlled him, teased him, brought him higher and higher.

The machine bounced under him, smacking his nuts. The spin cycle caused a vibration that was driving him crazy, and, finally, he grunted…and exploded.

Except, Ann let go.

“Hey!” he complained, his semen pouring out, but the big mountain he was climbing had suddenly evaporated.

Ann placed her hands on each side of his legs and studied the way his face contorted, the way his penis went from spurting to dribbling in a second.

He shivered, he jerked, but…it was ruined.

“What’d you do that for?” he asked plaintively.

“For you, honey. You’ve still got some juice left, and it’s going to feel so good.”

He got dressed, was a little grumpy, and went back inside the house.

But as the night progressed he found that she was right. He was horny. When he came before he was always empty, no boner. But this time he felt the urge still bubbling inside, and he had a boner.

It was weird, and he didn’t know what to think about it.

But, being a horn dog…he began to enjoy his rejuvenating horniness.

And so the week went.

Ann played with him whenever she got the chance. She made him wear panties every day. She ruined an orgasm every night. She squeezed it, she let go to it, she slapped his balls, and the big orgasm he was expecting dwindled away.

And he loved it.

He was caught in the excitation phase of sexy and she was keeping him there, and then it was the weekend.

Tim was looking forward to a sextravaganza where he finally got his rocks off al-l-l the way. He was crushed when Ann merely ho hummed and refused him.

“But, honey…”

“You’ve been getting sex all week. I’ve never seen so much sex. And you want more?”

“Well, yeah!”

She shook her head. “Well, I’m tired. Besides, too much sex is bad for you.”

The argument began, and it went long into the night.

And they woke up Saturday morning with him whining and complaining and trying to have his way.

But Ann knew what she was doing, and she kept him at arm’s length. Her pussy was wet with excitement, but it wasn’t just the excitement of sex. It was the excitement of controlling him, bending him to her will.

A couple of times she gave in and played with him, but never to a climax. She was too smart for that.

When Sunday night rolled around, however, she was ready. After his begging and whining had gone on long enough, she said, “I’ll tell you what, I’ll give you a choice.”

“What choice?” His eyes were little narrow.

“You can wear a bra, or a butt plug.”

“What?” once again his voice gave a mighty squeak. “I can’t do that!”

“If you loved me you could.”

He was so horny he really loved her.

“I love you! But that’s weird! I mean…a bra? I don’t have any tits!”

“We can get you some.”

At the look of horror on his face she backed off and said, “You have an asshole. And doesn’t it feel good when I touch it and rub it?”

“Well, uh…”

“Just think how good a butt plug would feel. It would be like I was rubbing your hole al-l-l day long. Your dick would be gigantic. You could come home, and I could make you cum…”

“But not a ruined orgasm!”

“That’s up to me. After all, that’s my dick you’re toting around.”

He was struck silent by her arguments.

Well, actually he was struck silent because his mind was getting so messed up, so desperate, that he couldn’t think of any counter arguments.

And he was thinking about what she was saying.

A butt plug?

Or a bra?

“How about if I wear a tie or something?”

A butt plug or a bra,” she affirmed evenly.

“Can I think about it?”

“Of course you can. Until tomorrow morning. I’ll put out a bra and plug for you, and when you wake up you can choose.”

He stared at her dourly.

“And don’t not choose. You have to have one or the other, or your days of sex are far behind you.”

He begged, he wheedled, he cajoled, he tried everything in his power to talk her out of this mad thing.

She just laughed and said, “Choose.”

They went to bed that night, and he lay on his side. First with his hard cock pointing at her round ass, then with his back to her.

She wasn’t putting out for him. For her husband. What the hell was going on?

How could she treat him this way.

He lay on his side, his dick poking out, his mind whirring with desperation.

When he woke up he didn’t know what to do.

He had to make a choice, but he couldn’t.

Ann turned to him, smiled, kissed his mouth quickly, then slid out of bed.

“Have you chosen?”

“No.”

“I’ll tell you what. Let’s try them both out, then you choose the one you want.”

“So I wear both a bra and a butt plug, and decide which one I want to remove.”

“Exactly.”

She pulled on a peignoir, which just emphasized her sexiness, and bothered his cock all the more.

“Come on. I’ll help.”

There was a huge part of him that didn’t want to. He felt a totally unnerving fear.

But there was a part of him that was intrigued.

She pulled him out of bed, told him to lean over the bed, and she began to grease his anus. She lubed him thoroughly, taking her time, pushing lube into him and reaming him with her fingers.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Oh, God!” He pushed his butt back a little.

She inserted the Foxcell Pelvic Floor Strengthening Device into him.

It was pink, had big bulbous end for the vibrating, and a small bulbous end for a handle.

He stood there, and it was quite comfortable. He knew it was there, but…it was…sexy.

His boner was sticking out a mile. His balls felt like they were made of light. His asshole felt…WONDERFUL!

Like it could orgasm with just a little help.

“Oooh, I think he likes it,” Ann grinned at him.

“Heysoos,” he muttered. “This is crazy.”

She began putting a bra on him, and he backed away.

“So you like the plug?”

“I don’t want to wear a bra, but…the plug isn’t bad.”

“Excellent. Let’s have some breakfast and get you going.”

They ate, and he was silent, getting accustomed to the new intruder in his booty.

Ann kept her grin in check. This was going to be easy.

It felt like somebody was rubbing his dick from the inside out.

It made him aware of walking, every step being a pulse beyond the simple vibrations.

He sat down gingerly and felt the thing press against things inside him.

He went to work, and he was happy all day. And a bit goofy. But that was okay, people like it when he grinned, and grinning sold more real estate.

Of course, when he went to the bathroom it was…weird. He peed and it felt like he was going to lose it. He had to squelch up quick back there.

And when he had to poo he had to take it out. He sat there in the cubicle, the thing in his can, bits of fecal matter on it. Yuck.

But, the bathroom was empty, so when he was finished he was quite anxious to wash it off and reinsert it.

But by the end of the day he was exhausted with being happy.

He felt GOOD!

“How’d it go, honey?” asked Ann.

“Pretty good,” he yawned. “But it sort of tired me out. I’m going to take a nap.

“Don’t you want a little reward first?

“Uh…” he did, but he was exhausted.

Ann would let him out of his ‘reward,’ however.

As soon as he hit the sack she had his penis in her mouth, and she sucked and slapped his sacks and…he groaned, but…she stopped just short of cumming.

“There you go,” she smiled and backed away.

“But…can’t you get me off?” his voice was taking on a whining quality.

“Oh, you’re much too tired to enjoy it.”

“I’m not!” But she wouldn’t finish him off, and he finally slept.

But that wasn’t the end of it. When he woke up he was fully charged, his dingus was ready to burst, and he walked naked down the hallway, a maniacal expression on his face. He went out into the living room, froze for about a millisecond, then shrieked and ran back to the bedroom.

Ann and Cindy burst into laughter.

A moment later, red-faced, fully dressed he returned to the room. “I’m sorry,” he blurted.

“That’s okay,” said Cindy. “I’ve seen a cock before. Then Cindy turned to Ann. “But you really need to keep it in a chastity tube.”

Tim’s mouth opened in surprise.

Cindy explained. “Out of control penises are very dangerous.”

“It’s not dangerous to have an erection!” protested Robert, stumbling over the words in his humiliation.

“Au contraire, mon ami,” Cindy murmured. “For instance, if you go to work, or some other place, a party or something, and you’re dancing with someone, not necessarily your wife, and they trip…you might fall on her and get your dick stuck in her.”

“Robert!” Ann snapped. “How could you?”

“But…I didn’t…I wouldn’t…”

“So the best thing is to get your husband a chastity device. It will control his penis and make him a much more trusting and loving male.”

“I’m not going to—“

“If he doesn’t wear one for you then it’s obvious he doesn’t really love you. Would you like the number of a good lawyer?”

“Hey!”

“That would be wonderful, but…” Ann turned to Tim, “If he wears a device then I won’t need a lawyer.”

“This is crazy! this is insane!”

Ann turned to Cindy. “I guess you better give me that number. If he doesn’t trust me enough to protect his own penis…”

“Hey! Wait a minute. Just…let me think.”

“Think fast, Tim,” Cindy quipped. “Alimony, community property, she should get the car and the house…”

Tim would swear, later, that these words held no sway over him. But he did live in California, and he did know that the laws in California virtually guaranteed that he would be a slave for the rest of his life should he be divorced. His every paycheck would be garnished, he would even have to pay her taxes!

“Okay! Okay.”

Both ladies smiled. Then Ann frowned. “That leaves the problem of the bra.”

“ARGH!” Tim turned and left the room.

Ann turned to Cindy. “Too much too soon?”

Cindy sipped her coffee and murmured, “Nah. Hit ‘em hard and hit ‘em often, I always say. He’ll come around. Or, at least his dick will.”

Both girls giggled at that.

Robert grumbled as he inserted his vibrator and pulled on his panties.

Ann came in and watched him. “You look so adorable in those,” she said. “Are you going to wear the bra today?”

“I don’t think so. You said one or the other, and this is the one, the hell with the other.”

She nodded. “Okay. By the way, I’ve prepared a little surprise for you.”

He eyed her suspiciously. “What kind of surprise?”

“Oh, just a little surprise.” Her expression was most enigmatic.

She wouldn't say more, so he ate his breakfast, gave her a kiss, which turned into a soul smacker that took his breath away, then staggered out the door.

He got behind the wheel of his car. His briefcase and his cell phone were on the passenger seat, and as he started the car up his cell rang.

He glanced it. Ann? He looked up and she was framed in the kitchen window, her cell to her ear, her smiling teeth showing.

“Yes?”

“Are you ready for your surprise?”

“Uh…”

In the window she held up her cell phone and tapped it with one finger.

ZZZZZZ!

He couldn’t hear the buzzing because it was deep in his body, but he sure could feel it.

He jumped out of the car and held his ass, a shocked look on his face.

In the window Ann was laughing hysterically. On the phone she said, “You should have seen your face! And the way you jumped out of that car.”

He was still holding the phone. “Oh, my God!”

“Just think, honey. I can call you during the day, you’ll never know when, and give you a little surprise. You won’t even hear your phone ring…except…up your butt.”

“But…but…”

“That’s right. Your butt. See ya, hon.” She hung up and waved at him.

Tim drove to work, and now he was in a really strange frame of mind. If the butt plug made him feel good, the vibrating action of the thing was the atom bomb of feeling good.

He was at a stoplight and he suddenly felt it go off. The light changed and he gripped the wheel and waited for the buzzing to stop. People behind him started honking and he managed to cross the street and pull into a parking lot. He quickly called Ann.

“Please, not while I’m driving!”

“Oh, that could be dangerous. How about this.”

ZZZZZ!

He jumped, but it was much less, more subtle.

“Can you handle that?”

“Uh, yeah.” He was sweating and he felt like he was going to squirt.

She explained, “That first one is the top. If I leave that one on you’ll start leaking.”

“Leaking?” the horror of having his ejaculate suddenly burst out of him without his control washed over him.

“Yes. But the other one, that’s a low setting. If I do two low setting , like buzz, and then buzz, then You’ve got a minute to get off the road.”

“Honey, I don’t—“

“Well, got to go spend your money. Bye.” She hung up.

He stared at the phone. He put it on the passenger seat and prepared to put the car into drive.

Buzz!

He shivered, and wondered, and…there it was.

Buzz!

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. Exactly sixty seconds later the big one hit him.

He bent forward, his chest hit the horn and it sounded. He grabbed his package.

The buzzing went on for ten seconds, but it felt like a lifetime.

He was feeling…good, glowing with a golden feeling.

Then it stopped.

He shuddered, and looked down.

The front of his slacks had a little wet spot on them.

He picked up his phone and texted.

“It leaves a stain on my pants.”

She immediately typed back, “Oh, goody!”

But she was very judicious in using the highest setting after that.

He went to work, and he was smiling, and every hour or so he would suddenly lurch and gasp, and people began to wonder what was going on with him.

“A nervous twitch,” he explained to one customer, hoping she didn’t see the big bulge in his pants.

“I think a bug just bit me,” he told a secretary, who, maybe it was his imagination, was staring at his groin.

By the end of the day, sexually stimulated beyond belief, he returned home.

“I need to sleep,” he muttered. He kissed Ann and stumped down the hall towards the bedroom.

She, of course, would have none of that. At least, not until she had had her fun.

BUZZZ!

Full setting.

He turned on his back and his pecker stood up.

It felt so goody and he started humping the air, his eyes closed, trying to get off.

But the setting was perfectly adjusted and the buzzer massaged his prostate just enough, but not too much, and he just lay there, gasping, praying for the orgasm to hit.

Finally, he reached down and grabbed his dong. He wasn’t supposed to, Ann frowned on such things, but he was going to—

“TIM!”

Tim jerked and opened his eyes and the buzzing stopped.

He looked down at his cock, still in hand, bits of goo seeping out of the tip.

“This is definite proof that you need a chastity tube!”

“But…honey…”

You can forget about your little joy moments,” she held up her phone, “Until you are firmly in chastity. Honestly!” and she turned and stomped out of the room.

Tim just moaned and turned over. He was so tired…

Two days later the chastity tube arrived.

It sat on the kitchen table and…just…sat there.

A harmless configuration of ring and tube with spacers and a padlock.

“You really want to put this on me?” He was tired. He was horny. And he felt wasted, but in a good way. He didn’t realize that his ability to say no was being sapped from him.

“It’s for your own protection,” Ann explained.

“My protection,” he spoke dubiously. “I don’t think I should.”

“Why ever not? Do you really want to walk around…an out of control male?”

“Well, but…it’s my dick?” he whined plaintively.

“Honey, we’ve talked about that. It may hang on your body, but who gets the most use out of it?”

“You haven't been using it much lately.”

“Are you serious? I use my cell phone to make my dick erect all day long. I stroke my dick until it’s about ready to spit.”

“But it never spits!” he almost shouted, feeling a desperation welling in his soul.

Ann gave a big sigh. “Okay. I’ll tell you what. You agree to wear the tube and I’ll give you a big, fat, juicy cum.”

He looked up at her, hope in his eyes. “Really?”

“Of course. I didn’t tell you, but there is one more setting.”

“There is?”

“Yes. I press that and the cum will squirt out of you.”

“Really?”

“Of course, really.”

Then he frowned. “I sort of wanted to cum inside you.”

Ann looked at him with what appeared to be honest surprise. “You wanted to…why on earth…when we’ve got…” she held up her cell phone.

“But…just to get inside of you, to feel you…it would be—“

Ann shook her head. “Honey, I told you. No pokey poke until you start wearing the bra.”

“Oh, God!” he was almost sobbing. “Panties! A bra! A vibrator up my butt! A chastity tube! Where does it end?”

Ann leaned forward and placed a hand on his. “Honey. Haven’t you figured it out? It ends when you do what I tell you.”

It was the first time she had made this statement, and it was so bald and bold, and if he had had his wits about him, and something less than a bouncing boner in his pants, he might have been able to figure it took and even to resist.

But he didn’t have his wits about him, and he did have a panful of penis, and he was tired and horny and…he nodded.

He didn’t know what his nod was actually signifying, and she knew that he didn’t know, but it was a step in the right direction. A big step.

Ann lifted her phone and tapped the screen.

ZZZZZZ!

It felt like somebody had shoved a cattle prod up his ass, but in a good way.

Semen spurted out the end of his cock, just a quick spurt, then the pulses started hitting. A pulse every two seconds, and his penis began unloading a couple of weeks worth of squirt.

He groaned and sat back in his chair. He couldn’t move. He was totally incapacitated. He couldn’t do anything about the way his balls felt, his penis squirted, and…and it wasn’t an orgasm.

It was a draining. His prostate was stimulated, the semen flowed, but…no orgasm!

After a minute he straightened up. His lap was all gooey, and he felt…drained. But he complained, “I didn’t’t have an orgasm!”

“You didn’t? That’s too bad. But you had your chance. You certainly came a lot.”

He looked down, was breathing hard, and for the first time in a couple of weeks his cock started to shrink.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

“Now then, I delivered, so you have to put on the chastity tube.”

“I don’t want to.”

“You promised.”

“But I don’t want to.”

Having finally cum, having his desire finally sated, he was feeling braver.

“Very well. It’s going to stay on this setting until you keep your word.”

She tapped the screen and…ZZZZ”

He cried out, and discovered an interesting fact. Once drained, nothing left to give, it actually caused pain.

For a long minute Ann held her cell phone and watched Tim.

Tim stood up, was uncoordinated, but walked down the hallway.

He stripped his clothes off, tried to ignore the buzzing, and stepped into the shower.

Ann leaned against the door jam in the bathroom and watched him. Her lips were pursed in an amused moue.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” Tim chanted.

“Do you really think you can stand this?” Ann asked. “All day?”

“Oh, God! Please…make it stop.”

He fell to her knees and placed his arms around her legs.

“Will you put on your chastity tube?”

“YES! YES!”

She stopped it, looked down at him and smiled.

He was kneeling at her feet. It was like he was truly besotted, enslaved, and…she liked it.

In fact, she felt wetness between her thighs.

This power thing was the bomb!

She took his hand, raised him to his feet, and led him sobbing down the hall.


Part Two

The chastity tube went on easily. His cock was completely encased and his package surrounded by a ring. His balls hung out the bottom of the thing and the skin looked tight and stretched.

Okay, he thought. This isn’t so bad.

Then his penis started trying to get hard.

Oh, Lord! He had just cum, but locked up his dingus made it want to not be locked up, made it want to get hard, and…it couldn’t!

It would swell up and press against the walls and the tip of the cage, and it was…crazy!

His penis pressed hard against the walls and it was looking at a face smushed up against a window. Red with big patches of white. And it pulled on his balls. And he wanted to get out in the worst way.

“Just take it easy,” Ann advised. “It just takes a little getting used to.

The good news was that now his panties fit. His cock wasn’t pushing the front panel out, his balls weren’t falling out the leg holes. Instead, his whole package was pulled back and…that was comfortable.

Except for the pain of his dick, and…the frustration.

Within an hour of recovering and bonerizing he was as frustrated as he had ever been.

It was worse than blue balls.

He just wanted to get out and use his cock!

But…nope.

Ann liked it.

“Honey! You look so wonderful without that obnoxious boner bump. Here, hug me…”

He hugged, and she pressed her pussy against him, searched for his groin.

“Oh, yes! This is great! No more rude humping at odd times.”

His face was purple with sexual desperation.

She reached into his pants and rubbed him, reached further and fondled his testicles.

This was really turning her on. The squeaky sounds he made, the way he jerked and twitched.

This was making her hot, and she latched onto him and pursued him.

Now the shoe was on the other foot. Usually he was pursuing her, chasing her around and trying to use his dick on her. But now she was grabbing for him, holding him, chewing on his mouth, reaching into his pants and cupping his buns and dry humping him.

As the days passed, he found that he was gaining a new discipline.

He was learning how to suppress sex thoughts just so he could function.

When he was with clients his natural ebullience came out. He joked and charmed and his sales were up.

But now he didn’t just sit at his desk, or do busy work until customers entered. Now he sought out activities that he could throw himself into; he wanted to stay busy and be able to think.

It was so hard to think with his cock caged and his butt plugged.

And Ann didn’t help!

The more he tried to step back from the situation the more it seemed that she wanted to play with the buzzer.

He would be trying to return calls to prospective buyers, work finances with banks, and suddenly…ZZZZZ!…and he would stifle a groan, try to keep his mind attached to whatever he was doing.

But the buzz didn’t just tickle his fancy, it made his cock grow, and that led to a sizzling session of trying to ignore his growing sexual desire even as it grew.

“Honey, I can’t take it any more.”

“Can’t take what?”

“The…the sex!”

“But I thought you were always my little horn dog?”

“But it’s too much for me! I have trouble just thinking the simplest thoughts. It’s hard to talk to women—“

She gave him a look, “And why would you want to talk to women?”

“Secretaries! Customers! It’s not that I want the women, it’s just that my cock is always trying to get around them.”

“You’re getting sexually excited by other women?”

“No! It’s just that the vib—“

“You beast!” She would run to the bedroom, crying, and slam the door.

And lock it.

And he was starting to spend a few uncomfortable nights on the couch.

But, finally, after a couple of weeks of this exquisite torture, she didn’t run crying into the bedroom. She simply looked down at the magazine she was reading and aid, “Maybe if you were to wear a bra…”

The next day he struggled into the ghastly thing.

It wasn’t big in cups, it was more like a training bra, but for grown ups. As if a thirty year old man would suddenly need a training bra.

He wore it under his tee shirt, his work shirt, and a jacket.

And he didn’t take the jacket off.

He thought he was safe. Nobody could see the straps on his shoulder, the fastening hooks in the back.

But he had underestimated the power of women’s intuition.

“Are you wearing a bra?” asked Janet, the lead secretary, when she brought in a stack of paperwork for him.

“No! No!” he stuttered, suddenly terrified.

But Janet was no dummy. She patted his back, felt his shoulders, and smiled. “You are, isn’t it wonderful?”

Her reaction terrified him, but…puzzled him.

She didn’t look down on him. She didn’t laugh at him. She thought it was…cute!

Why would a woman think a man wearing a bra was cute?

One, there was the Stockholm Syndrome. People identify with their captors. And he was being captured by the gender changing whims of his wife.

Two, imitation is the sincerest form of flattery. A man wanting to be like a woman, that was, in a way, empowering, and was flattering to the woman.

The only problem was that Janet had loose lips, and loose lips, as the saying goes, sinks ships.

Tim noticed that the women were paying him more attention.

He would find them glancing at him, and smiling, or giggling, and he knew what they were thinking.

Sometimes the women would gather at the water cooler, and he knew what they were saying.

Worst of all, or best, if that be your viewpoint, they would find excuses to enter his office and they would pat his back, or run a hand over his shoulders, and…they knew.

These were the women he flirted with, who he had hit on, and they had refused him. Now they were hanging with him, finding excuses for his company, touching him and feeling him.

And, one day, not even a month after the situation had started, Janet turned and her hand bumped his groin, and…she knew.

“What is that?” she whispered.

“What?”

“That hard thing in your pants!”

“Uh, oh, your imagination, I don’t know, you must be seeing things, you—“

She grabbed him, hard. “Oh, my God!” Her teeth were shiny, and her mouth was close to his. “What is that thing that…are you wearing one of those jock strap cup things that….no, that’s something else.”

He had no choice. He was forced to explain: “My wife makes me wear a chastity tube.”

Janet stepped back and was stunned. Then she started to grin. “So you can’t…get out? You can’t even get a hard on?”

He shook his head dismally.

“Oh, my God!”

And, she had to see it for herself.

And that meant that all her cronies soon found out, and they had to see for themselves.

Tim was now officially going crazy. He was getting groped all day long. He was locking his office to get work done, and the ladies simply put a bobby pin in the hole on the other side and let themselves in.

And, the worst day of his life, or the best, depending on your viewpoint, a customer found out.

Who told her, how she found out, he never did know, but the woman wanted to see a house in the country.

The house was off by itself, secluded, and the woman turned to him, grabbed his crotch and kissed him.

In the end he had to get her off. Several times.

But…she bought the house.

And kissed him passionately when the paperwork was submitted.

The big boss, Charlene, noticed the amorous exchange and queried Tim, but Tim made feeble excuses and ran out of the office.

“This has got to stop!” Tim raged, tears leaking from his eyes. The secretaries are fondling me and kissing me, and now a customer…you’ve got to get me out of chastity!”
“You’ve been with other women?”

“No! They’ve been with me! They won’t leave me alone, and…”

When he was finished Ann simply said, “This is why you have to be chastised. You are simply out of control. To pursue all those women, even though you’re married.” She shook her head in disgust.

“But I’m not pursuing them!”

“You’re saying you can’t push women half your weight away? What kind of a big, strong man are you?”

Tim was at wit’s end. He didn’t know what to do. Then Ann suddenly changed her tune.

“I’ll tell you what. I’ll take care of this for you. But you better stop trying to fuck all those women!”

He wanted to object, he wanted to protest that he wasn’t at fault, but Ann had said she would handle it, so he just kept his mouth shut.

He didn’t know how she would handle it, whether she was going to give him some chastity relief or something, but…she had said she would.

The next day, however, when he went to work, she hadn’t done anything. He was still wearing panties and bra, and she was suggesting garters and nylons, and the plug was still up his heinie, and his cock was still locked.

“When are you going to…” he lifted his eyebrows.

“This morning. Don’t worry. You just go to work and Mommy will handle everything.

Mommy? That was the first time she had ever said that in relation to herself. WTF?

He went to work. For the first hour the girls were coming in on him, feeling his bra through his jacket, turning and bending over to pick up dropped papers, showing him their asses, and…and then it dwindled off.

He actually knew exactly when it happened.

Janet had been on the phone for a few minutes, then she looked through the glass wall, sighed, and came in to see him.

Inside he cringed. He was afraid. But she said: “Sorry, Tim. I didn’t understand, but I do now.” And she left.

Then Sally came in and said much the same thing.

And one after the other the rest of the girls came into the office and apologized.

And it was over.

He was free. At least from their attentions. He was not free from chastity and the buzz bomb in his butt and the lingerie he was wearing.

“What did you do? How did you do that?” Tim asked when he got him from work.

“Oh, nothing,” Ann smiled.

“No, really!”

Now her smile became mysterious. “I can do more.”

“What?”

“You want a raise? Maybe some time off?”

“Well, yeah!” He grinned.

“Very well. Then you wear the garters and nylons tomorrow, and I will go the extra mile for you.”

He couldn’t help it. He simply had to find out what she was doing. He wanted to find out what she had said to the secretaries, but none of them would tell.

“Okay.” He breathed out. Garters. Nylons. He couldn’t imagine anything else, she had taken him as far as she could, so…why not?

That night he Naired his legs, and the next day he learned how to roll up nylons and snap them to the garter.

He tried to put on socks over his feet, but Ann wouldn’t let him. She simply drew the line in the sand and said, “You want me to get you more money and a vacation, but you won’t do what I want you to do.”

She stomped out of the room.

So he wore the nylons with no socks. If he sat, or even went up stairs, his slacks would rise up enough that anybody could see that he was wearing nylons.

Yet, when he finally had them on, they felt good.

Another pleasant surprise.

Except…

Ann walked through the office. She waved and stopped to talk to some of the secretaries, and they were all giggling and laughing. Then she gave a wave to the surprised Tim, and walked the pebble stairs to the boss’s office.

Charlene was shuffling papers, talking on the phone, and doing pretty much what all bosses do, which is nothing.

She gave a friendly wave to Ann and indicted she should have a seat. A moment later she hung up, and the two women started talking.

Downstairs Tim was waiting with bated breath. what the hell was going on?

A half hour passed, and Tim was going out of his mind. Then his desk phone rang.

He grabbed it with a jerky motion. “Tim here.”

“Hi, Tim. this is Charlene. Could you please come upstairs?”

He could. And instanter. He was leaping up the stairs, wondering what the hell was going on.

He entered the office and Charlene waved him to a seat in front of her desk.

“I understand your situation,” she said pleasantly, and I am grateful that your wife brought it to my attention. You realize that we will get certain tax breaks, and be able to fulfill certain regulatory conditions?”

“Uh…I didn’t know.”

“Oh, yes. So you’ll be getting a raise as soon as you fulfill certain conditions, and your request for a month off has been approved. Just let me know when you’re going to the hospital, and if you need any help the girls in the office will be glad to pitch in.”

Tim was gobsmacked. He was getting more money, and time off. How had Ann accomplished that? How in the hell—then he realized what she had said.

“Hospital?”

“Yes, and don’t worry. Our insurance will take care of the procedure. Have you thought about how big you want to be?”

“Big? I—“

Ann leaped in. “We’ve talked about it. He really needs a large size. He’s still got a male frame.”

“Of course. Well, you’ve got your pick of doctors, and if there’s anything we can do…”

Tim just blinked and stared. He was totally befuddled, and that was an understatement.

“What the hell just happened?” he asked when he was walking her outside to her car.

“You got a raise and some time off, isn’t that wonderful? and the company thanks you for it, and they’ll pay for it.”

“For it? It what? What the hell is…what is this hospital stuff?”

They reached her car and she turned to him, touched his lapels, smoothed his front, and smiled at him. “The hospital is for your new breasts.”

“Wha…”

His whole body went numb and he felt like he was sliding out of his head. “What breasts?”

“I told them about the reason for your underwear, that you are transitioning. This, of course, lead to a discussion concerning what you are planning to do. I did tell them that you planned on keeping your penis, but we can let them know otherwise if you feel like it. Anyway, everybody knows now, and everybody will be quite respectful. After all,” she smiled, “nobody wants a discrimination suit, right?”

Tim stood, blubbering, muttering, not making sense. His mind was truly blasted and no coherent thought would form.

Ann kissed him, his slack lips, and slipped into her car. “Ta ta,” she waved, and drove away.

Tim stood in the parking lot for long minutes.

Transition? Breasts? Everything was fixed? He was going to keep his penis? What in the Lord’d name had just happened?

For answer, his cell phone rang. Not the ding ding of normal business, but the buzz buzz of crotch business.

His wife.

But when he took out his phone he was stunned to see that the buzz buzz was not from his wife, but from Charlene.

He answered the phone, not understanding, his mind a jumbled mess.

“Hi, Tim. I just love your private ring. Thank your wife again for setting me up with it. When you get the double pulse, like this…”

He felt a rolling pulse following another rolling pulse and his knees buckled.

“…it’s just me. I’ll be summoning you to find out how your situation is going. Okay. Talk to you later.”

Click.

Tim’s mouth was open and he was shuffling like an old man when he returned to his desk.

It took a couple of months. A couple of months of sexual stimulation and cajoling and promises of the best orgasm in the history of the universe, but Tim finally agreed to breast implants.

He had to, because Ann kept telling him that he wouldn't get the raise, the company would be disappointed if he backed out and spilled their compliance with government regulations, and she would put him on a setting and break her phone—he would be getting the ZZZZ for the rest of his life—if he didn’t.

And, of course, he was more horny than any man in the history of the universe.

The operation happened on a Friday. It lasted several hours. Most implants can be done in an hour or two, but because he had a wide, male chest he required certain other cosmetic procedures.

The implants were put in, very big ones called Chyna 2000s, and to round out his chest, to tighten his waist and round his hips, he needed liposuction.

He was asleep throughout he procedure and went to sleep as a manly man, and woke up as a womanly woman.

Of course, he didn’t appreciate it at first. He was swollen in places, and even bruised, and it would be a week before he was completely recovered from the initial effects.

So he was popped into a wheel chair and rolled out of the ‘punishment palace,’ as he called it.

Ann marveled at his chest. She drove him home, and nearly got in an accident for staring at his chest.

“Oh, baby. You are so incredible. I am so glad you decided to go through with it.”

He decided? He thought it was more like she had bullied him into it.

“Your boobs are bigger than mine. Let me see that list again.”

At a stoplight, keeping her eye on the light, she read from the list of things he shouldn’t do.

“No bras with underwires. That’s good. I don’t like them either. No heavy lifting. Hunh. That won’t be a problem. Not with the shot they gave your penis. No swimming. Oooh, bad. Well, it’ll pass. Oh…don’t update your wardrobe! I was so looking forward to taking you shopping!”

And the list went on.

Tim sat and stared out the window and watched the world pass.

He was changed. And pretty much irrevocably. He had been a thin male, not much in the way of muscle, but he probably would never experience even that again.

He would have to wear dresses. And Ann kept talking about make up and things.

And…he would finally get to take off the chastity tube.

There was no point in wearing it because the doctors had given him a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. Commonly, Medroxyprogesterone was used for female birth control. The stuff they gave him would give him extra estrogen, and that further help his body become more feminine.

He was going to be a woman. Heck, he was a woman. Like it or not.

And now that it was done, he wondered.

He was still horny, the doctor assured him that he would always be horny, but his erections wouldn’t be as stiff and strong, and they wouldn't last long.

He wouldn't be a walking cum factory.

But he would be horny. And he still had a prostate, and that prostate was still going to be tickled by his vibrator. Ann had assured him of that.

But…now that he was on the other side of it all, did he want to be a woman?

He didn’t know.

And, for the first time in months, he was able to think a bit more clearly.

He could see how his wife had manipulated him.

He loved her.

He horny loved her, but he also just plain loved her.

Even if he was a woman instead of a man, he still loved her.

He sighed.

And Ann pulled into the driveway.

Recovery was a lot easier than he had expected. the bruises and pains were reduced within a couple of days, and within a week he felt normal.

Normal with an extra twenty pounds of boob on his chest, and fat hips, and a waist that was so thin his pants would have fallen off, except that his hips were fat enough to keep them up. He just had to use a rope, instead of a belt, and squinch the waist in.

Ann said it looked cute, that he had a natural fashion sense.

But, as with the inspiration to transition, most of the sense came from her.

She bought him clothes. She bought him underwear. And…she began fine tuning his appearance.

She placed his hands on the dining room table and prepared them, applied glue, and attached longer fingernails to his fingers.

He thought they were a mile long, but she just called them shorties.

He stared at his hands, and she snuck up behind him and spritzed him with perfume.

“Hey!”

She giggled. “I love it when you smell the way you look.”

Smelled the way he looked. Everything she did, everything she said, was changing his mind, messing with his brain, causing him to see the world in different lights.

“But, you can’t…” he started weakly.

She grabbed his hand and took him into their bedroom. She sat him down and began making him up.

He was stunned.

He felt her fingers so intimately on his face. He watched the colors mount, and he felt shivers of lust in his penis.

His penis that wasn’t going to get hard. At least, not much. And not for long.

And when she was done…

“Oh, my God!” Ann was breathing hard. Her chest, almost as big as his, was heaving. “I want you.”

“Oh,” he blinked and was confused. This was where he was supposed to have a raging boner, where he was supposed to take her to bed and slam into her and make her cry out with pleasure.

Instead, she reached into his groin and grabbed his dick.

It was half hard, and she pulled him across the room.

She threw him, by the dick, onto the bed. She took a strap on out of the dresser and arranged it on her hips.

He stared at it, suddenly scared.

He seemed to be drained of his male assertiveness, his aggressiveness, and he just stared at the weapon of ass destruction.

It was big.

“Oh, honey. You are perfect. This is what I always dreamed of!”

She pushed him back, pulled down his panties and grabbed his weenie. She lifted him as she inserted herself into him.

He felt himself opening up. Fortunately, she used a lot of lube, and he could take it.

But it took some getting used to.

But she gave him plenty of lube and time, and got him used to it.

Finally, she was done. The back end of the dildo had rubbed her button until she had had a great and grand and glorious orgasm.

A stronger orgasm than she had even had as a female taking a penis.

“This is wonderful,” she gasped, as she lay down beside him.

“But I didn’t cum!”

“That’s okay. Maybe next time,” she smiled and kissed his cheek. Then she stood up and ran out of the room.

He got up and followed her. “Where are you going?”

“I’ve got to tell the world the news!”

“What news?”

She was in the kitchen, holding her phone to her ear. “Make me a drink.”

He did, but again asked, “What news?”

“Your news, honey. Do you know how many women want to do you?”

“Do me? You mean, like…fuck me?”

“Of course, silly.” She turned her attention to the phone, “Hi, Cindy. He’s all ready, and man, is he good! Yes, I’ve got a good one, special little nub on the end for tickling your button. But if you want to bring your own you…how big? Oh, my God! But of course he can take it! Enough grease and he can take anything. This weekend? Wonderful. I’ll put you on the calendar.”

Her drink was now in front of her, and Tim sat across from her, staring at her, trying to come to grips with his new station in life.

“Hi, Charlene? Yes! Isn’t it wonderful? I just broke him in, and he’s ready for you. Of course you can bring a friend. A man? I don’t see why not. A dick is a dick, right?” And she laughed merrily.

She sipped from her drink, ended the call, tapped another number and smiled at Tim.

Tim thought about it. His new station in life.

He was transitioned just to be pimped out, and how did he feel about that?

He didn’t know. He knew he liked being fucked, he was looking forward to it, but…Ann was calling so many people! Half the town must be in on this thing!

“Hi, Janet. Yes, call the girls. An orgy? Of course! But let’s schedule it for a couple of weeks from now. He’s broken in, but I don’t want him broken.” More giggles. “Yes, tell all the girls, and if they wish to come over and sample him before the orgy that would be fine. Just give me a call and make an appointment. Okay. Talk to you later.”

She tapped a number and looked at him.

Tim was wearing lingerie. His face and nails were immaculate. His hair was delicately coiffed. His body was fully transitioned and totally feminized. He was ready to be taken advantage of.

Ann whispered to him, “We’re going to have so much fun.”

“Oh.”

He was going to be making love to dozens of women. Maybe even hundreds.

Or, actually, they were going to be making love to him.

But wasn’t that what he wanted?

Back when he was a man he had flirted shamelessly, made passes, been a bad boy.

Now he was seeing it from the other side, and a piece of him knew the truth.

This was what he wanted.

It truly was.

“Hi, Sally? Have I got a treat for you!”

Tim turned to the counter and made himself a drink. A stiff one. It wouldn’t be long before the doorbell started ringing, and he wanted to be a bit more relaxed before he started providing services.

“Make me another one, dear,” Ann asked, as she made another call. Before she greeted whoever it was that answered, however, she put her hand over the receiver and whispered to him.

“Honey? I’m going to join a dating service. After all, you don’t have the dick to please me any more. Do you mind?”

“Uh…”

END
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Gangster Love!

Rough romance between tough people!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Could you love Michael Corleone? A gangster with love in his heart, but a hard way of expressing it?

I mean, gangsters are supposed to be bad! They rob and steal and they even shoot each other!

But what if the gangster is tall and handsome and has good manners? What if the gangster sets your heart to throbbing and your blood to rushing?

That is the problem Amy faces. And to complicate things she has to recuse her boyfriend, get rid of her boyfriend, and make that good looking gangster fall in love with her!


Part One

“Get packed. We’re getting out of here.”

Andy was frantic. His eyes were glassy and he was perspiring. His shirt was open at the front and he smelled of brown liquor.

“What? Wait! No! We just got here!” Amy stood by the bed in her slip. She had just unpacked and was ready for a night of making love. Andy had called her and she had come half across the country to meet him.

They were in Las Vegas land and she wanted to party!

“Baby, I tell ya, we got to go!”

He had his suitcase open and was throwing things into it. Pants, socks, anything and everything, not taking the time to be neat, and he was making more of a mess than packing.

“Honey, what is wrong?” She moved tentatively towards him.

He turned and snapped. “I lost. you got that? I was ahead, and I lost, and…and I gave them a marker. Told them I’d be right back. That I’d make it good. But I don’t have it, don’t you see? If I don’t get out of here they’ll take me down to the basement, break my fingers, break my knees, break my fuckin’ face!”

He was shrill, panicked, and for good reason.

“Who were you playing with?” Amy whispered.

He kept stuffing clothes into his suitcase, didn’t even look at her, and he whispered, Marcellus Donatello.

She grabbed him then and spun him. “You played cards with Marcellus?”

He nodded, and he squeezed his eyes shut for a moment.

“But last time…he warned you…he beat you up…”

“I know.”

“And we agreed that if he was ever in the game you’d leave! And you played cards with Marcellus Donatello? In spite of all that?”

“I know! I know!” he whined. “I shouldn’t have. But the cards. Baby, the cards were falling my way. Lady Luck was nibbling on my ear and…and I thought…I figured.

“You stupid asshole,” she hissed. “And now I’m here, and now I’m mixed up in it.”

“But you weren’t there, he won’t—“

“He will! He knows I used to go out with you, and he’ll—“

“Used to? What do you mean, baby?”

“I mean we’re through. You might like to play suicide with a gun with six bullets, but I’m not spinning that barrel.”

“Honey! No!  You mean so much to me!”

“Not only that, but I spent my own money to get out here! You said you’d reimburse me, and now it looks like I might end up in the basement with you!”

Andy stared, but now Amy was moving. She was much neater than Andy, but she was throwing things into her suitcase with a will. Panties, blouses, lingerie. A peignoir she had picked out to drive Andy wild.

Well, she wasn’t going to be driving him wild any time soon. Heysoos Xristo! The fool had everything! He was handsome, smart, funny, and he wanted to risk it all by gambling with Marcellus Donatello.

Marcellus, a mobster of unusually vicious temperament. A man who once used a ball peen hammer on the knuckles of a fellow who dealt from down under.

Marcellus didn’t mind losing, he had so much money he laughed if he lost. But God help you if you tried to cheat him.

She picked up her nylons, in a bundle, just grabbed them out of a drawer and slapped into the suitcase.

Andy was back in motion, now not talking, and his suitcase was almost full.

“Okay…we gotta go,” Andy mumbled. He rolled his suitcase to the door and looked back. His eyes were scared and his hands were trembling.

“Okay…just a sec…” Amy pulled a slinky black dress with great cleavage over her form. Fortunately, she had the cleavage to show.

She slipped into her high heels, looked around, and headed for the door.

They rolled their bags down the hallway, almost running.

“We’re gonna make it…we’re gonna make it,” Andy chanted.

They arrived at the elevator, waited impatiently, then stepped on as the doors opened.

“I’m sorry, honey. I’ll make it up to you.”

“If I had a dick I’d make you suck it,” she responded coldly.

Yet, looking in the reflective surfaces in the elevator, she was struck by how damned handsome he was.

She had fallen for him in Frisco, followed him to New York, and they had played house for a while.

His fortunes ran hot and cold, and it was sometimes desperate, and sometimes heady, but he had always managed to avoid doing something stupid like this.

Losing to Marcellus Donatello. Gambling with him in the first place. What a dope!

The elevator stopped on several floors, picked up people, and continued descending.

A married couple, giggling and sneaking smooches, as if nobody could see them.

A trio of businessmen, drunk and bound to get drunker. They’d lose a grand on the craps table and have to explain why they were short that month.

A bellhop who should have been taking the service elevator.

He had the look of somebody who was nervous about being caught and fired.

Which wasn’t half as nervous as the look of Andy, who was worried he might get caught and killed.

The elevator doors opened on the lobby and Andy and Amy slid out quickly and headed through the row of slots for the front doors.

They passed the chinging, ringing one arm bandits. People pumping levers and smoking and shrieking and drinking and intent on the rows of cherries like they were the second coming. Only fifty feet to the door man, and the sidewalk, and the line of taxis. Once in a taxi they would be safe.

Twenty feet.

Ten feet.

A drunk was being shoved out the door before he could barf, and that slowed everything down. Then, the door was open, they started forward, and—

“Hey, Andy. Where you going.”

Marcellus’ hired muscle was a goon named Tony Pickemup. His nickname came from the time Marcellus told Tony to stop a guy named Freddy. No last name, just Freddy, and he could have been anybody.

Tony picked Freddy up and threw him threw a big glass door. The kind designed to withstand hurricanes.

“Damn,” said Marcellus. “You could have just hit him.”

“No,” said Tony.

And Marcellus laughed and laughed and laughed. And all night long he kept looking at Tony and repeating that one word. “No.” And he would laugh and laugh and laugh.

“No where,” said Andy, screeching to a stop before Tony picked him up. “I was just changing hotels.”

Tony looked down on Andy and smiled. “Nah. You was going to the airport.”

“No, really. We didn’t like the service and—“

“Come on, Marcellus wants to see you.”

Tony linked arms with Andy and Amy and dragged them back through the lobby.

He was a big man, as has been intimated, and he had more muscles than Arnie on a good day. Andy and Amy held to the suitcases and tried to keep them from falling off their rollers.

He also thought of himself as a ladies’ man. He wore the finest cashmere suits, shiny, blue, silk ties, and his shirts were straight fro Italy. Add expensive loafers and you had a well dressed hood.

As he guided them through the throng of gamblers he turned to Amy. “Amy, baby. When you gonna dump this louse and hook up with a real man?”

“Tony, when I see the mess men made of this world I wanna turn lesbian.”

Tony threw his head back and laughed loudly. His teeth were strong and white. His throat looked like a tree trunk, it was so thick with muscle.

“You kill me, baby. Maybe I’ll turn lesbian, too. You and me, lesbian. And we could turn out cute, little lesbian babies.”

On the other side of the gangster Andy scrambled to keep up. He thought maybe he should defend Amy’s honor, but he was afraid to. Heck, Marcellus was already pissed off at him. If he got Tony pissed off at him, and then Marcellus told Tony to smack him down, Marcellus might enjoy himself too much.

Through double doors into the kitchen. Men and women in white chef outfits chopping vegetables and sprinkling herbs over huge cuts of rib eye. Waiters and waitresses yelling for orders and scrambling back out the double doors with big platters balanced on their hands.

“Right through there,” said Marcellus, pointing them across the red, tile floor.

Right through there led to an elevator.

Chefs maneuvered past them. A fat chef turned and yelled, “Hot stuff!” and everybody scrambled out of his way. He was holding a skillet that was on fire.

They reached the elevator, it opened quickly, like it had been waiting, and the three, Tony, Amy and Andy, stepped into the thing.

The doors slid shut and Tony let go of their arms.

Andy moved back. Smoothed his jacket where the clothe had bunched.

Amy stepped back and adjusted her bra.

Tony watched Amy. Specifically, he watched the way she shook her boobs into place.

“Damned, baby. You’re built.”

“Sorry,” she said. “I’m taken.”

She glanced at Andy, but Andy was staring at the door, at himself in the silvery reflection. He wasn’t thinking about her at all. She actually didn’t blame him, he was the one whose face might end up looking like a gnawed on corn cob that had been set on fire and stomped, but it would have been nice if he could have at least offered a kind word, a bit of reassurance.

“Hey, Andy, how come you gave Marcellus a marker that was no good?”

“I thought it was good. I just…miscalculated my funds.”

“Ha. That’s a good one. Miscalculated your funds.” Tony chuckled. A deep rumble that seemed to effect Amy’s balance.

Tony turned back to her. “How come you put up with this bum? A good looking girl like you…I’d treat you right.”

At last, Andy tried. “Hey, man, that’s my girl.”

Tony just looked at him with an amused sneer. “You ain’t done right by her, pal.”

There wasn’t much Tony could say to that, and he sort of shrunk in on himself.

The elevator stopped and the door slid back.

They were in a large room with big cement pillars. There were crates stacked, filled with pillows and towels and stuff. There were handcarts for bellboys and broken mattresses and a lot of general junk.

There was also a path that led through the darkness to a far away room.

The trio walked through the gloom. Andy kept glancing to the sides, as if the cavalry might be there waiting to rescue him.

Neither Amy nor Tony looked to the sides, they just focused on the square of light that was an open doorway fifty yards away.

There wasn’t much sound. The occasional whiff of music was damped by the distance and flooring from the main gambling room. Somewhere somebody dropped something, but it sounded far away. Up ahead there was music from a radio, or a sound system or something. The place smelled of dank with a sprinkling of mold.

“You could let us go,” Andy whispered.

“Nah,” chuckled Tony. He grinned, and his white teeth were shiny in the basement.

“You could let me go.”

He seemed surprised by her request, and he looked at her as they walked. “Yeah, I didn’t have to bring ya, but I figured better safe than sorry. Besides. I always liked ya.”

“Funny way of showing it,” Andy mumbled in a low voice.

“Now don’t be an asshole, Andy. I don’t wanna get mad at ya.”

That shut Andy up but good.

The room was closer now, and it was obvious that it had been fixed up special. There was a thick rug laid over the cement, a full wet bar against the far wall, and a round table came into view. Then they stepped into the room and Amy looked around.

Rumor was that Marcellus had his suite in the basement because he didn’t like heights. Probably a lie.

Another rumor was that he was scared of being trapped on the top floor when the police raided the casino. Except the police had never raided the casino. Ever.

The best rumor, and there might be some truth to this, was that Marcellus had a fear that terrorists would fly a 747 into the building, and he wanted a chance to get out.

In truth, Marcellus was a weird dude. He had walked happily into knife fights, traded bullets with glee, and was scared a plane would run into him.

But a lot of gangsters have weird quirks.

At any rate, Marcellus lived in the suite in the basement, and it was decorated up right.

In addition to the thick, green rug he had a wall of expensive liquors, a room with a round bed that rotated, wall hangings that would make a king’s mouth water, big screen TV, sound system, a couple of soft couches, a breakfast area, and just about everything that could make for an easy, livable life.

Tony sauntered off to the side and rounded the table to get a drink, and Amy inspected the men sitting around the table and gambling.

Two she didn’t know. They looked happy enough, they wee probably gangsters like Marcellus.

Two she knew, but only by sight. One was called ‘Stooge,’ the other was called ‘Three Fingers,’ and he only had three fingers on one of his hands.

Rumor was Three Fingers had been in some delicate negotiations with some Japanese types, read Yakuza. Apparently he acquitted himself well, so they just cut off his finger and sent him back.

Of course, that was rumor. Nobody ever knew the truth about hoods.

Then there was Marcellus Donatello.

He was six feet tall and squat like a power lifter. He wore tailored suits that shone like they had been polished with hundred dollar bills. Currently his tie was loose, his shoes were off, and he looked like he was winning.

Maybe…maybe not. He was always sort of a gleeful sort.

The absence of his tie revealed white, pudgy flesh with a sprinkling of kinky hair. His forearms made the arms of the suit bulge. His scalp hair was gently receding, but dark and curly.

His nose was flat and his eyes were wide set and alarming when he stared at somebody. He had square teeth that looked like they could bite a cable in half with one chomp.

His chin was square, and he looked exactly the way Amy thought a gangster should look.

Hard, a little wild in the eyes, grinning, but ready to jump on an alligator. Should an alligator be unlucky enough to cross paths with this Italian gorilla.

He stared at his cards. “I say you’re bluffing.”

“You find out the hard way,” Stooge said. Both men were holding their cards tight. Stooge was just average sized, but the cards looked like little, tiny flaps of paper in Marcellus’ gnarly mitts.

“Was he runnin’” Marcellus called out.

“Caught him at the front door.” Tony wrinkled up his face and tried to read the label on a bottle of bourbon.

“Try the Rye. It’s 15 years,” Three Fingers called back to Tony.

“Which is the Rye?”

“The one with Rye on it.”

Everybody chuckled, even Tony. He selected a bottle and uncorked it and sniffed it.

Marcellus grunted, “And they even brung their suitycases.”

“Yeah,” agreed Tony, shaking the bottle-for what purpose no one knew—then pouring a stiff shot into a glass.

“You gonna lose your money or what?” blurted Stooge.

“Now don’t push me. I don’t want you pushing me into any unwise decisions.”

One of the two men Amy didn’t know snickered. “An unwise decision is when he loses.”

Everybody chuckled, and Marcellus most of all. “Damn,” he said. He pushed a stack of chips towards the center of the table. He eyeballed Stooge. “Okay, Stooge. Make me or break me.”

The air seemed to go out of Stooge. He slumped and sighed, “Ah, ya lousy…” he flipped his cards.

Marcellus looked at the cards and his face dissolved into a grin. “Ha! You was tryin’ to bluff me with two, lousy pair!”

“I almost had ya, too.”

Marcellus scooped the chips in and explained, “You would had me, except beautiful Amy walked in. I seen her and I knew I was in the luck.”

All eyes left the cards then, and they fell on Amy.

“Damn,” said one of the strangers. “She’s hot.”

“She’s not one of your girls, is she?”

“Nah. She belongs to that schlumpf over there.” Marcellus pointed his block of a chin at Andy.”

“That scrawny squirt?”

Three Fingers grinned. “Hey, Amy. you wanna go to work for me I make ya a million bucks in a year.”

Amy frowned. For some reason she wasn’t intimidated by these hoods.

Of course she knew three of them, but everything felt so downright joyful. Five men playing poker. Joking, drinking, having a good time.

And there was the real point of worry. Marcellus.

Marcellus made her think of that movie with Ray Liotta, the one where he is busting some kid’s balls, and then starts laughing. She had thought Liotta was mad, until he laughed. With Marcellus it was the other way around, he would be laughing and you never knew he was mad.

“Hey, Andy, come here, ya lug. Siddown.”

Andy wanted to do anything but sit down next to Marcellus. He wanted to go chasing polar bears in the arctic more than he wanted to sit next to that chunk of laughing gorilla.

But, he went and sat down.

Amy studied his body language. He was nervous, twitchy, and his eyes were flitting around like a pair of butterflies. Butterflies that hoped a tank would appear out of nowhere and rescue him before Marcellus pulled off his wings.

“Hey, Amy! Baby! Siddown over here.”

Amy didn’t hesitate. She should have been terrified, but fear wasn’t going to do her much good, so she sat down next to Marcellus. Which wasn’t to say she didn’t feel like her body was about to evaporate and go to heaven.

Marcellus sat back in his chair and put his arms around Amy’s and Andy’s shoulders. Andy gave a subtle moan, and was scrunched.

Amy felt Marcellus’s muscles. They were like thick pythons, rippling under his hide, able to crush her like a soda can if he wanted.

But she had this weird feeling that he didn’t want to. Then she looked at Andy, and thought maybe he did.

The question was: would he crush her along with him?

He twisted slightly in his chair, dragging Andy around a bit, and looked at Amy. “What should I do, sweetheart? This chump,” he shook Andy’s head in the crook of his arm, “he writes me bad checks and then tries to run away.”

Amy had to look at Andy then. His face was pasty white and his sweating face was actually getting Marcellus’ suit wet.

“I don’t believe in violence.”

“Then what do you believe in?”

Amy went silent. She didn’t want to be in this sick game Marcellus was playing.

Marcellus turned to Andy. “Whatyasay, big guy? Should I maybe use some big nails and pound ya into the wall?”

Andy groaned, and his eyes glistened with moisture.

The other men around the table were now silent. They watched the play with interested expressions. Marcellus was about to do something…but what?

Marcellus turned back to Amy. “So tell me, sweet cheeks, whatdoIgottado to make this chump play fair?”

“He’ll make payments.”

Marcellus chuckled a booming laugh. Two of the other men at the table smiled. Two didn’t.

He turned to Andy. “Andy, baby. Whadayathink?”

He shook Andy’s head with his arm and Amy heard little creaks as bones moved the way they ween’t supposed to.

He turned back to Amy. “The trouble is, Amy, baby, I ain’t no kind of bank. He wants to make payments he should go play cards with the Bank of America.”

She whispered, “It’s not worth it.”

Marcellus did a slow blink. He got it, but he pretended he didn’t. “What’s not worth it.”

“You beat him up and you never get your money.”

Marcellus gnawed on that for a moment, his eyes actually far away, like he was pondering.

“But I gotta get something. Ya can’t just let a bum walk. That word gets out and a guy like me loses all respect. then every bum in the city laughs at him, and then I’ll have to do things I don’t really wanna.”

“But beating him up for a few lousy grand isn’t right.”

Marcellus turned to the others. “Whatdaya think, guys. Is Amy baby right? Or do I gotta do something to Andy here?”

“Ya gotta do something,” muttered one of the fellows Amy didn’t know.

There were nods around the table.

At the wall of liquor Tony was leaning on the edge of a high chair and his lips were twisted in a frown. She realized that he was really studying her. And he was somehow conflicted. Something was bothering him.

“Okay. Ya heard Sammy. I gotta do something.”

Sammy re-enforced his opinion. “Guy’s gotta play his debts.”

“I don’t want to see him hurt.”

“Ya can wait outside,” Marcellus smiled hopefully. He was still playing his little games.

“Please don’t hurt him.”

“Ya see that? Andy? The little lady loves ya so much she don’t wannaseeya get all bruised and battered.”

Andy made a gurking sound that might have been anything. His head was pulsing under Marcelus’ grip and his eyes were glazing over.

“So, Amy, honey, sorry, but—“

“I don’t love him.”

Silence at the table. Marcellus looked back and forth between Amy and Andy.

“Well, shit,” he drawled. “How come?”

“I told him not to gamble with you.”

“You don’t like me?”

“I like you fine. I just don’t want him gambling with you.”

Marcellus’ face twisted in a puzzled frown.

“Well, I don’t get it. You don’t love him, ya shouldn’t care if we take him up to the roof and make him not take the elevator down.”

There was a moment, then everybody, except Amy and Andy, were laughing.

Even Tony, a sphinx sipping good whiskey, chuckled.

Amy had known this moment was coming. She had known it in some weird, female intuition way when she had found Andy packing. Maybe she had even known it when he had called her and told her to come out and meet her.

“I’ll pay his debt.”

Laughter trailed off real quick.

Everybody was watching her, everybody was judging her.

She was offering to do anything to save Andy. And anything went a long way.

Marcellus spoke in a soft voice. “You got money.”

“No,” she answered. “But I don’t want anybody killed. I don’t him beaten up or crippled or anything.”

“And ya don’t love him.”

She was mute to that statement, but the statement didn’t require any kind of answer.

Marcellus sighed. “Damn. Now that’s a woman. Whadaya guys think? Anybody want to fuck Amy baby?”

Smiles broke out.

“How about it, Amy? You wanna pull the train? Maybe do us all?”

Her voice was small. “If I have to.”

The wind seemed to whistle out of Marcellus. “Aw, hell. That’s the problem.”

Suddenly Marcellus let go of her, she fell away from his big, thick elephant’s trunk of an arm, but turned to stare at him.

Andy was still in the crook of his arm on the other side.

“Tony, get her a drink. You like Rye? Get her that good Rye, the 15 year stuff. Come on, guys, let’s have a few sips. Everybody drink up.”

For the moment the situation was defused, but only for the moment. Amy had no idea what had pulled the plug, but she straightened her dress and tried to take a few deep breaths.

Tony rounded the table and placed a drink in front of her. He didn’t leave, he stayed behind her and even put a hand on the back of her chair.

The others, meanwhile, had gotten up and were pouring drinks. Stooge placed a glass of ice cubes and bourbon in front of Marcellus and he smiled big. He sipped, and Andy moaned under his arm.

“Shaddup, stupid. Grown ups is talking.”

The moment lasted, intermission in the middle of violence. Or perhaps just a reflection before sentencing.

Whatever, Amy picked up her glass and took a slug.

The 15 year old rye splattered against the back of her throat. It burned like a phosphorous hand grenade. Brought immediate tears to her eyes.

She coughed, yet somehow made her convulsive action delicate.

Marcellus chuckled. “Good shit, eh, baby?”

She nodded. Burn aside, it turned into a warming friend, hugging her from the inside, giving here just a moment of courage.

A minute later everybody was sitting down, sipping gratefully.

Except for Tony, who stood behind here.

“All right, now listen, honey, and papa Marcellus will tell you the facts of life.” He sipped, smacked his thick lips, and continued. “We don’t like to make women screw against their will. Oh, we could, and it’s been done, but we’d have to be too drunk to do that. Now, if you was a loud mouthed bitch, then maybe we could slap ya around a bit. Maybe lose ya a few teeth. But ya come in here like a lady. You’s respectful, and you stand behind this knucklebrain,” he shook Andy, who was red-faced and growing redder. “And then you say you’ll pay his debts, even though ya don’t love him.”

He looked down at the bulging, twisted expression of Andy. “How’d ya do it, lunkhead? How’d ya get this fine lady to be with ya?”

He looked back at Amy.

“So we ain’t gonna all do ya. Though, baby, you is so beautiful we all really want to. You want to fuck Amy, Three Fingers?”

“Oh, man,” Three Fingers shook his head sadly.

“And Petey Pete wants to. Ya can see the look in his eyes. So what we gonna do? We all wanna screw ya, but…you’s too much the lady. We can’t.”

Silence began to grow, and Amy realized this was her last chance to rescue Andy. If she didn’t say something, the right something, then Andy was going to wake up in a dumpster in the morning, on the way to a hospital.

Or worse.

“So what if I want to fuck one of you? Could that cancel the debt?”

The men exchanged glances. There was a pleased feel to them, and Amy thought maybe she had done something right.

“Let me pick one of you.”

“Well,” murmured Marcellus, “that’s a possibility. But that’s a ten K fuck. How do we know you’re worth it?”

“You ask the one I choose. If he says I was good, then you let Andy go. End of debt.”

“And if he says you wasn’t worth it?”

A lo-o-ong moment. Then: “Then I’ll slap you in the face and you can beat me up instead.”

A moment, then the moment broke. Marcellus grinned and started a rumble of a chuckle. “Damn! That’s a woman. I hope she chooses me.” Then he leaned towards her, swinging Andy around a little. “But I won’t be upset if you don’t choose me. Ya got five handsome guys to choose from, and you choose who you want to. You got it?”

“I got it.”

“Okay. So…whositgonnabe?”

Amy slowly looked around the table.

The two, Pete and Sam, she didn’t know…she didn’t know. She didn’t want somebody who didn’t know her to maybe get a little wild.

Oddly, she didn’t think any of these guys was going to go caveman on her, but, still…

Then there was Three Fingers and Stooge. Stooge didn’t look hygienic. And Three Fingers looked a little too eager.

That left Marcellus, and for all her cool, Marcellus scared her.

Then, it was like a big hand reached down and turned her, she looked to the man with the hand on her chair.

Tony.

Big, brutal, soft spoken, handsome. An eye-talian who looked like a stallion. Like he had a big club, but wouldn’t bludgeon her with it.”

“Can I have Tony?”

The other five men sighed and sank back.

“She would pick the guy with the dong.”

“He’s pretty big, honey. You sure?”

Tony, in his deep, pleasant voice, said, “I’ll be gentle.”

And she knew he would.

She was twisted in her chair, looking back at him, gauging chances.“I’m sure.”

His face was stoic, but…was that hope in his eyes?

“All right. But don’t say we didn’t warn you.”

From disappointment the group went to chuckles. “Damn, I wanted a piece of her, too.”

Marcellus grinned. “There’s losers and winners, gents. Ante up. Tony, get that bitch out of here.”

But he said the word ‘bitch’ pleasantly.

Tony reached down and took her hand. He helped Amy to her feet and started walking towards Marcellus’ bedroom.

Andy, probably about to expire, finally began to struggle.

“Shaddup,” said Marcellus. He planted his fist right square in Any’s face and let him go. Andy went to sleep on the floor next to the big man.

Amy turned around and saw Andy falling to sleep.

Marcellus showed his teeth and raised his hands. “I didn’t do nothing.”

Everybody laughed.


Part Two

Tony held her hand, just like a boyfriend, and they entered Marcellus’s bedroom.

There was the famous rotating bed. There was also a swing that hung directly above the bed, and was tied to one side.

The room was the most atrocious mix of pink and blue stripes, and what that meant, aside form horrible taste, Amy didn’t know.

Tony closed the door and turned to her.

An awkward moment where they estimated each other.

She was wondering how big he was, and she was about to find out.

Tony surprised her, however. “We don’t have to fuck. You want to just hang for an hour, then I’ll go tell Marcellus you was good.”

Amazingly, her eyes opening with realization, she realized that Tony was embarrassed. Or shy. Or something.

“You don’t want to do me?”

“Oh, yeah. But I know you were just picking somebody. You don’t want to do me I’ll understand.

Amy did a slow blink. She actually stepped back. She looked his frame up and down.

Muscles, but more like a body builder. Not like Marcellus’s scary power lifter muscles.

His hair was shaggy. His eyes were brown. She had thought they were darker, black, like a vampire’s. But they were just…soft and waiting.

His lips were full, his nose straight and…he was more than handsome. She wouldn't call him beautiful, but he was more than cute.

He was—she searched for an adjective—rugged.

But, the most important thing, he was risking Marcellus’s good humor by saying he wouldn’t screw her.

Then she thought about Andy, laying on the floor in the main room. He had put her at risk. Sure, Marcellus had talked about who polite he and his gangster buddies were, but…she knew he was a barrel of Guy Fawkes, just lacking the right cut fuse.

She took a step towards him. She reached up to his face and touched it.

Warm skin. Soft, with hardness behind it.

“No,” she said. “I came in here to fuck. I chose you.”

He gave a timid smile.

The guy who threw people through windows…and he was worried about what she would think.

What a contradiction!

She reached down and fumbled for his zipper.

He waited, and she unzipped him. She reached in and…OMG!…he was a big boy.

Real big.

Amy was no virgin. Not a slut, but…she knew a thing or two about dicks.

His dick was…big.

She unraveled it, pulled it out of his pants, held it in both hands.

It was ten inches. Half a dozen inches in diameter. The glans was round and shiny and as she held it a drop of pre-cum formed and slid out of the slit.

He was breathing deeply now, almost gasping, but not quite.

They looked at his penis, then she looked up at him. “Is it too late to change my mind?”

Him, an idiot, shook his head. He wanted to throw her down and sink to the balls, but he had hurt women before, and he knew how to control himself.

She laughed, reached up and pulled his head down.

Their lips fused softly, and it was like the universe that was in their lips exploded.

She traced the curve of his mouth, sucked on his lower lip, then his tongue.

He made a sound, sort of a moan, and she smiled into his mouth.

And she thought: that stupid Andy.

Then she forgot about her prior boy friend and pushed Tony back.

They landed on the round bed, her on top. Her stretchy dress came up easily, but her panties she almost had to rip off.

He unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants down.

They didn’t get undressed. They didn’t have time. She was moving over him, impaling herself with a gasp, and his eyes went wide.

Riding him fiercely, she pulled the top of her dress down and reached behind to unfasten her bra. Her breasts tumbled out into his waiting mouth.

She knew, within seconds that she was going to cum. No doubt. That feeling of exploding heat deep inside her, the way he felt as he opened her up.

Then, he was so strong, he flipped her right over and drove into her.

He was fast, but he somehow managed to be gentle.

She felt his torso with her long nailed fingers, he reached up to the head of the bed and flicked a switch.

The bed began to rotate, walls slid past, her head was upside down and it was deliciously intoxicating.

It was like she was on a carnival ride, getting dizzy, and that just fed the sensation of screwing. Made her feel like she was screwing as she rotated.

She closed her eyes and held on and groaned, and the first orgasm hit, ripped her apart, made her cry out.

In the big room Marcellus reached down and lifted Andy’s head by the hair. “Hey! Get up! Sit over there!”

Andy was dazed, messed up, didn’t know what was happening. He stood up and found himself being pushed, falling, into one of the empty chairs at the table. One arm flopped on the table and the other fell by the side of the chair.

“Hey!” objected Stooge. “Don’t mess the cards!”

“It’s okay, Stooge. He ain’t hisself, yet.

Stooge grumbled, but if Marcellus said to cool it, cool it he would be.

“What’s happening?” Andy looked around the table.

Marcellus pushed a stack of chips across the table. “Here. A gift. Your girlfriend is buying it.”

“My…where is she? Where’s Amy?”

“Keep the bees in your bonnet,” mumbled Pete, waiting for the deal.

“She’s going round the world with Tony.”

They all laughed, and Andy finally figured it out. His girlfriend wasn’t there. She was with Tony. Tony Pickemup. And that meant…he cursed inside, then the deal started and his mind was taken off the woman who had dumped him and put onto the cards.

Amy lay on her back and tried to get the world to stop spinning. She had just been fucked to the moon and back, and it was…cosmic.

Her mind was splattered. Her body was a puddle of feel good.

She had never experienced anything like that. She had walked into the bedroom, laid down, and now she was a different person.

And one simple dick had done it.

But, she realized, it wasn’t just that Tony had a big dong.

The old saying: it’s not how big a man’s penis is, it’s how they use it.

But Tony not only had the big dick, he knew how to use it.

He was laying beside her, looking up at the turning ceiling.

He suddenly reached up and flicked a switch, and the room stopped turning.

“Heysoos,” he breathed out. “Is it always like that with you?”

She turned to him, reached down and took his massive member in her hand. She kissed him. She cuddled.

How long had it been since Andy had screwed her like that?

Never.

Andy tried, but his dick was not only average, he didn’t know how to use it.

He was, at best, a clumsy love maker.

Tony, on the other hand…Oh. My. God!

In her small hand his log was starting to grow. Was he going to be able to do it again? Was she going to explode into smithereens and watch the end of the universe again?

A half hour later she had her answer. Oh. My. God!

Andy was winning. And Andy wasn’t a good winner. He gloated. Not a smart thing to do in a room full of gangsters.

“Ha!” He chortled, raking in a pot.

“And you gave him the stake,” Stooge complained.

Marcellus chuckled, but there wasn’t much humor in it.

Andy then made a big mistake. He shoved ten K worth of chips at Marcellus. “That ought to make us even.”

Marcellus thick brows lowered slightly and he frowned. He gives this asshole the cake and he shoves it right back in his face. What a putz!

“Okay, Stooge, your deal. Gimme some winners!”

Stooge studied Andy in a calm way. He wondered why Marcellus was putting up with this dope.

The door to Marcellus’s bedroom opened and Amy and Tony sauntered out.

Everybody turned and looked. There was that much glow coming from the couple.

Andy frowned. Had she really…?

“Hey, look at this! Love birds.”

Tony blushed.

Amy looked happy.

Marcellus smiled widely. “Damn. The thunderbolt hit.” He turned to Andy. “You see that, ya putz? The fucking thunderbolt.”

Andy had not a clue what a thunderbolt was, but he didn’t like the connection between Amy and Tony.

“Hey,” he said, “I’m winning. Come over here and be my luck.”

She ignored him. Just fucking ignored him, and his face tightened up.

Tony pulled a chair back from the table and sat down. Amy sat on his lap. She snuggled. And Andy’s mouth opened. What the fuck?

Marcellus, seeing Andy’s face, laughed. “Deal, Stoogy. I think our luck has changed.

“I said come over here,” Andy blurted.

“We’re done,” Amy said, holding on to Tony fiercely.

“We’re done when I say we’re done!”

Pete, a quiet man, suddenly spoke. Very nonchalantly, he commented, as if to no one, “I’m gonna punch him in the fuckin’ kidney.”

Marcellus glanced around the table. He spoke over his shoulder to Tony. “Whyn’t ya take her upstairs. She ain’t seen the penthouse. Do some gambling. On me.”

Andy seemed about to say something, but the way Pete looked at him, the way Marcellus was suddenly silent, he decided to be quiet. Besides, he was on a streak, and a good gambler doesn’t mess with one of those.

Tony grabbed a key and he and Amy rode the elevator up to the penthouse.

The elevator had glass walls, and they stared out at the horizon of city. Amy held Tony, wedged herself under his arm, and just held on.

What the fuck was she doing? This guy was a gangster!

But she couldn’t resist the songs singing in her heart.

They reached the penthouse and Tony made them drinks. They went out on the balcony and breathed in the hot, night air.

And kissed.

And felt each other.

They had expended themselves sexually, but there was still plenty of exploring to do.

They didn’t talk much. They both knew there would be time for that. Now was the time for them just to meld, to merge, to understand on levels deeper than words what and who each other was.

An hour passed, and they rode the elevator down again. Tony grabbed some quarters and they played the slots. Tony lost every time, and he felt like a winner. Amy won a few times, and felt bad for Tony.

But Tony couldn’t keep his eyes off Amy. He couldn’t stop feeling this swelling feeling inside his chest.

Another hour passed, and they went back to the penthouse and had a couple of steaks brought up.

They ate. They fed each other. They giggled.

That’s right. Big, tough Tony Pickemup giggled.

Good thing nobody was there to see it, ‘cause if anybody had said anything he would hav picked them up.

But being with this woman, being struck by the thunderbolt, he giggled.

They were just finished, having a desert and a desert drink, when Tony’s cell rang.

“Yo.”

Stooge was on the other end of the line. “Better get down here, Tony.”

Click.

Tony knew, intuitively, what was going on. Marcellus had gotten pissed. Fucking Andy must have said something stupid.

“Gotta go.”

“Where you go I go.”

“Business.”

She pouted.

He kissed her, solidly, then left the room.

When Tony and Amy had left the basement Andy had been winning. Seeing Amy with somebody new had spoiled his mood, and Lady Luck had run out on him.

For a while Andy held even, and he had a lot of chips built up.

But the cards fell the wrong way, and slowly the pile of chips dwindled.

And dwindled.

And Andy grew sour.

Pete was happy. He wasn’t winning big, but seeing a cocksucker like Andy bite the big one…he was happy.

Marcellus was happy. Little fuck was getting what was coming to him. Then Andy started wearing on him.

If he won he crowed. If he lost he complained. And, bottom line, he really shouldn’t have been in the same room with these guys.

Sam and Three Finger went up and down, and were slightly ahead.

Stooge was winning big, and…he watched Marcellus slowly lose his good humor.

But, when Marcellus laughed only the very wise knew that he was mad.

Then Andy ran out. Busted. Broke. And not being a person who learned his lessons, he said, “I’m good for it.”

Marcellus smiled, but his eyes were thin. He raised his head slightly and considered the small man. That was probably the moment that Marcellus knew he was going to get to handle the putz.

And the cards were dealt

A while later Andy was busted again. No chips left. And suddenly it hit him what he had done.

And when he realized it he looked up at the table, and he saw that everybody was just waiting for him to realize it.

“Oh, shit.”

“So, you gonna write me a check? Or what?”

“Uh, Marcellus, I’ll pay up. You know I’m good for it.”

“That’s what you said earlier, when you were leaving the casino.”

“But…I can make payments.”

“I ain’t the Bank of Fuckin’ America.”

“But…Marcellus. I can…” and Andy blubbered on.

He had set his foot right squarely in the trap, and the trap had snapped right squarely on his balls.

“Stooge, grab this…where’s Stooge?”

Stooge was in a corner, talking on his cell phone. He closed it and hurried back to the table. “I’m here.”

“What the fuckyadoin’? Grab this fuck and—“

“Marcellus?”

Interrupted, even by his lieutenant, didn’t make for a happy mood.

“What?” He was smiling, but his voice was tight.

“You promised Amy you wouldn’t do anything to the putz.”

“That was the first time. This is the second time. Little Boy Blue here should have learned his lesson.”

“Ain’t worth it, Marcie.” Three Fingers only called him Marcie when things were getting down.

“Don’t tell me what the fuck is worth it. This guy’s been bustin’ our balls all night. Time we busted some of his.

This whole time Andy was looking around, wide-eyed, looked for a way to run.

The five guys around the table, however, were between him and the door.

He gulped.

Marcellus turned to Andy and picked him up by the throat.

Andy grabbed Marcellus thick wrist and tried to peel his fingers off. He might as well have tried to pluck nails from a beam.

“I been looking forward to this!”

“Hey!”

Everybody turned and saw Tony striding across the floor.

Marcellus frowned. He had been getting all happy, but everybody was getting in his way. “Hey, Tony.”

“Come on, Marcie, put the dope down. He ain’t worth it.”

“Fuck! Everybody’s telling me it ain’t worth it to cream the dope. I’m saying it is worth it.”

“Aw, come on. You got lots of chips, and you know Amy ain’t gonna like it.”

Marcellus tilted his head in sudden interest. “You got it for that babe?”

“I do. And I don’t want her all upset. Can you let the dope go? For me?”

But even Tony wasn’t enough to calm Marcellus down.

“But I gotta give him a lesson! I gotta punch his face at least once!”

“One punch from you is gonna kill him. Come on, Marcie. Let him go.”

Marcellus snapped. He’d had enough talk. He pulled his big ham of a fist back, summoned up all his muscles, and—

“Stop!”

Everybody turned towards the door.

Amy waited all of three seconds before going into motion.

She had heard what she thought was Stooge’s voice coming through the phone. And Stooge was in the game, and she suddenly had a very bad feeling.

She had left Andy down there, a cat in the middle of a pack of dogs.

She was done with him, but…damn! She couldn’t just let him go down!

She slipped her high heels on and ran for the door.

Tony was already down the hall, waiting at the elevator.

She couldn’t go down with him, and he would just take her back to the penthouse, lock her in a closet or something.

She looked across the hallway and saw the stairs.

Oh, damn! They were on the 30th floor! And the elevator was fast!

She sprinted across the hall and pushed on the door.

At the elevator Tony thought he heard something. He turned, but there was nobody there.

Good thing.

He really didn’t want her finding out what Andy had done. Damned putz. the doors slid open.

Amy soared down the stairs. Running in high heels is bad enough, but she was running down stairs.

Back and forth she sprinted, her legs starting to ache and tire.

She held the rail, managed to keep her balance, and kept running.

Tony heaved a big breath. The elevator descended, and it stopped a couple of times.

Enough for Amy to stay even, not enough to slow Tony from getting to what was happening in the basement.

Tony strode through the casino and into the kitchen.

Amy was twenty yards behind. She moved quickly, but was ready to duck behind a slot machine or a pillar if she had to.

Through the kitchen, and the elevator was waiting for him.

As soon as the doors shut Amy ran across the kitchen. She pushed chefs and waiters aside and reached the door and pounded on the button that summoned the elevator back.

She waited, and she tapped her foot, and finally the elevator opened. She stepped in and rode down to the basement. The doors opened and across the gloomy space she could see Tony stepping into Marcellus’s suite.

She ran, trying not to make any noise. Hard to do in heels when you’re running.

She reached the door and peeked in. She was praying it was something else. She just wanted to go back to the penthouse and wait, but…it was Andy.

She watched in horror, couldn’t hear what was said, but when Marcellus made a ball of his big fist and drew his arm back, she knew she had to do something.

She stepped into the big room and yelled, “Stop!”

Andy had lost control of his bladder. His pants were wet, and it was only the grace of God he hadn’t let loose with number two.

Marcellus’s head turned, and everybody stared.

Amy walked across the room.

The first few feet everybody could hear her heels, clicking, pronouncing that girl power was here.

Then she was on the rug, and there was no sound.

The men watched her, were riveted by her.

They were riveted because a woman was walking like she owned the place. She was staring them down, strutting like John Travolta in Saturday Night Fever.

And she was so scared she was afraid she’d shake her panties right off.

“Amy!” squeaked Andy past the thick hand holding his throat.

“Well, well.” Marcellus grinned, but there was no telling whether he was mad or happy. Probably a combination of the two.

He liked Amy, but he also liked the idea of popping Andy in the face with a few knuckles.

“I told you…” but Tony stopped. Whatever he had said, she had followed him down. And maybe, just maybe, she could persuade Marcellus not to damage Andy’s face.

Maybe.

The others let out their breaths. They didn’t care about Andy, but Marcellus popping him a good one wasn’t a good end to what had been, in spite of Andy, a good night.

“Please put him down, Marcellus.”

Marcellus pursed his lips and looked at Andy.

Andy was clawing at his fingers.

He looked back at Amy. “I got pop him, baby. At least one good one.”

“You’d kill him.”

Marcellus bounced his head side to side in a nonchalant motion. “Yeah. Well, maybe.”

“No maybe.” Amy was right in front of Marcellus now. “But that’s not the point.”

“What’s the point?” Marcellus asked, now bitten by curiosity.

“The point it if you damage him you’ll feel guilty, and then you’ll pay his bills, and he won’t be around to do stupid things and make you laugh.”

Marcellus started blinking. “Damn. You make sense. But…I gotta pop him! He really deserves it!”

“And if you kill him you’ll have to cover up the blood, get the body out of here, and if the police find the body they might actually look at you.”

Marcellus frowned. “Well, what should I do then? I can’t let him walk! You know that’s bad business.”

The moment of truth. A silence that went far beyond the room in the basement. What to do.

The men all looked at each other.

Tony moved closer to Amy.

Andy groaned and grew light headed. Being held by the neck is heavy work!

Amy thought. Her mind worked. What to do…what to do.

“Fuck him.”

She suddenly realized the two words had come from her mouth. She had just told the gangsters to fuck Andy.”

The silence continued, but it wasn’t as deep. And as the moments piled up the men started thinking about it.

Fuck him.

That would certainly lower Andy a peg or two. No pun intended. Well, maybe a sort of a pun.

Stooge laughed. A couple of the others chuckled.

Three fingers quipped, “Bend over Andy, I think I love ya.”

Laughter, sharp and brittle, but with the possibility of growing larger and stronger.

“Damn, baby,” Marcellus loosened his grip and Andy fell to the floor. “How’d you think of that?”

“You guys all wanted to fuck me, I figure you’re all just in a fucking mood.”

More laughter. Pete and Sam headed for the wall and picked a couple of bottles. Stooge went to the fridge and brought back a case of Coke and a bag of ice.

They all stood and mixed drinks, and even Andy was given one.

“Drink up, sweetheart,” stated Marcellus. “I think you’re going to need this.”

They stood and sipped. Tony stood next to Amy and put an arm around her shoulder.

She had managed to do something that he hadn’t been able to do. Handle Marcellus.

“Heysoos,” he whispered into her hair.

She placed a hand on his thigh and squeezed, then let go.

And everybody was laughing and having a good time.

And Marcellus was laughing to laugh, and not because he was mad.

After a few minutes Andy asked, “Can I go?”

Which made everybody laugh harder, almost hysterically.

“You’re not really going to…”

“Why not?”

At that point Amy realized she had one more problem to solve. “Let me talk to Andy for a second.”

Nobody cared, they were imbibing, and Amy took Andy over to the liquor bottles.

“Okay, former lover of mine, this is what you’re going to have to figure out.”

“What?” he was not sure what was happening.

“I just saved your life. But for this to happen you’re going to have to bend over and take it like a man.”

“You’re really…they’re going to…”

“Yes, Andy. They are going to use you like a woman, and the only way you’re going to get past this is to relax, take a deep breath, and let it happen.”

“I’m not going to—“

Then they’ll beat the crap out of you, probably kill you, and if that’s what you want, over a little embarrassment and a good time—“

“You call it a good time to get your butt fucked?”

“We’ve done anal sex, and I liked it. Gay people do anal sex and they like it. The only people who don’t like it are people like you. Homophobes, people scared that they might like it. Well, push has come to shove, and you’re going to get the big weenie up your poop chute, and if you tighten up it’ll tear. If you loosen up…you’ll end up liking it.”

“But…I don’t want to do this!”

“Then you should not gamble, and you should pay your debts.”

There wasn’t much Andy could say to that, so Amy turned and returned to the group around the table.

“To be fair,” she said, “You might want to liquor Andy up. After all, you don’t want some screaming bitch bleeding on you. Get him drunk, be gentle, and have a good time. You guys got it?”

They did.

“Okay, where you want to do this?”

“I’ve always wanted to put somebody over a barrel,” Marcellus blurted.

Everybody was surprised, then Marcellus realized he had revealed a bit too much. “I mean, if I was going to do it.”

“Anybody got condoms?” Three Fingers did, just enough to go around.

“Okay, we need lubricant. Lots of lubricant. You want Andy drowning in vaseline if he’s going to enjoy it.”

Pete and Stooge went out to the basement and brought back a couple of mattresses. They laid them down, and Three Fingers handed out the columns.

Amy took the lubricant, helped Andy get settled on the mattress, and began greasing him up.

“I’ve got to do this?” Andy whined and gulped.

“Nope. You could run for it.”

But he knew he would never make it if he ran for it.

Amy stood up and called out, “Okay…who’s on first?”

The men laughed and sauntered over.

“You ever do a guy?”

“Nah. You?”

“Nah. But I knew a guy who did, and he…”

The men made a line and stood around, and Pete was elected to go first.

Tony and Amy sat at the gambling table while the men grunted and moaned and high fived.

They took turns, ripped off their condoms and spilled their seed all over Andy’s back.

Andy, for his part, was doing pretty good. After the initial pain, sloshing with lubricant, he discovered anal sex wasn’t that bad.

In fact, it was during Marcellus’s second turn, this one without a rubber, that Andy discovered he had cum. At first he thought it was Marcellus’s drippings, but it wasn’t. It was his own.

Apparently his prostate had been pushed on enough and his jism had drained out.

Tony sipped some Rye, his arm around Amy, and they watched the fun. “You saved his life, you know.”

“I know,” she snuggled against him. She had never been so happy.

“You think he’ll thank you?”

“Nah.”

“Well, that’s okay. I’ll thank you for him. Thanks.”

Amy turned her head slightly and looked up at her new boy friend.

He was all she wanted, and she whispered, “You’re welcome.”

Then she turned all the way and climbed up on him and began kissing him.

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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Romancing the Vampire!

She didn’t just suck blood!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I often wonder why women feel that the vampire, the ‘Dracula,’ is the ultimate lover.

I mean, I’d prefer a big, old werewolf any day.

Big and furry, good to snuggle with, keeps you warm at night, and when they make love…oh, baby. You ever seen dogs humping? They are just so out of control frantic!

Zowie.

But most of the girls I know like to think of making love to a body with no heat, a heart that doesn’t beat, and they play with the fire of trying to master a master.

If I was going to master a master I would just change him into a girl.

But that’s me. To each their own.

At any rate, I really enjoyed writing this story. I got a little literary, I went places I don’t usually go, and I really enjoyed expressing the viewpoint a vampire might hold.

And it is, at heart, a love story.

So enjoy, and, you know…

STAYHORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jack sat at the bar and cried in his beer.

Figuratively, not literally.

And when he was done crying in his beer, he ordered a whiskey, and cried in his whiskey. And by now it was almost literally.

He had been in the bar for several hours, turning her ring in his hand. Sticking his pinkie into it and turning it and withdrawing it.

The bartender was a good looking woman by the name of Shiela. She understood when men were drinking off a relationship. Every couple of weeks a man would end up, usually sitting in the same place Jack was sitting, at the end of the bar, out of the lights, where nobody noticed.

Jack sighed, and Shiela placed a shot before him. “Getting close to closing.”

“Thanks,” he said. He stared at the ring, then dropped it in the shot glass and drank.

He was a handsome fellow, a bit on the slender side, but agile and flexible. His face was even and his nose was straight and not too long. His eyes were brown like a Teddy Bear’s.

“You got it bad,” Shiela murmured, wiping the bar next to him.

The bar was pretty much done. The last couple were heading out the door, the man helping the woman into her coat.

Jack looked up Shiela, noticed, not for the first time, how good looking she was.

She had surfer blonde hair, blonde as if shined by the sun. Her body was contained in a bodice designed to emphasize and not detract. Her face was kind and caring and her eyes were a very light greenish, blueish color.

He reached the ring, lowered the glass and stuck out his tongue. The ring was on the tip of his tongue.

“You have no idea.” He spat the ring into his palm and sighed.

“Oh, I might.” Shiela smiled ruefully.

“And who in there right mind would dump a babe like you? And how come it’s the guys what get dumped? How come I couldn’t dump her?”

Shiela shrugged, which gave a light toss to her hair, and said, “You’re a nice guy…you’re pussy whipped…you’re an introvert with no hope.”

He looked up at her mouth. She had red lips, a good M curve to them, and she was mocking him.

He laughed. It wasn’t his first laugh of the night, but it was his first non-bitter laugh.

“I should have fallen in love with you.” He reached forward and grabbed her wrist. He turned her hand over and pushed the ring directly into the center of her palm.

It startled her. She was good at reading minds. Especially minds of drunks who had been dumped by their girl friends.

She looked up at his hurt, trusting, warm eyes.

She had a thought: His girlfriend is a chump.

He didn’t say anything. He just watched. He wasn’t a guy on the make, he was a guy on the hurt. He just felt the pain and wanted the world to turn a bit, take him away from it all.

She knew how to take him away from it all.

But…did she dare?

She hadn’t taken anyone away for a long time. Did she risk it?

If she was discovered things would get dicey. She would have to run away in the night, leave everything behind.

But…she stared at the ring in her hand.

He had given her a ring. Not because he was sotted with sex, not because he wanted something, just because…he was hurting.

But the hurt she gave would be worse than any hurt he had ever encountered in his life.

“Wait here,” she said, closing her hand.

He blinked and watched her walk away.

She was wearing a pencil skirt and heels. Her legs were great, and she had a sway that would make make a sailor seasick. He wondered where she was going. He was too bleary to figure it out.

She rounded the far end of the bar, walked to the door and shot the bolts and twisted the lock.

He was drunk enough to wonder why, but not sober enough to figure it out.

She returned, and brought the high chair that was next to the cash register with her. She dragged it down the rubber mat that covered the floor behind the bar, and placed on the other side of the bar from from him.

“You ever try Seagrass?” She looked up at him as she reached under the bar and brought out an amber bottle and placed it on the bar.

“Seagrass? Are you talking weed?” He looked a bit owlish as he thought about what she was saying.

“You’re cute,” she said. The bottle was empty by a quarter and she popped the cork with one thumb. “I mean Seagrass. Barrell BCS Seagrass Gold Label 20 Year Rye Whiskey.”

“Rye? I drink bourbon.”

She placed two shot glasses on the bar and half filled them, carefully measuring the pour with her greenish eyes. “Bourbon is 51% corn. Rye is 51% rye grain. Al Capone used to drink rye.”

She straightened up, corked the bottle, and shoved a shot glass towards him. “Sniff it, lick it, sip it, but don’t slurp it. Your reputation depends on how you drink rye.”

She showed him how by holding the glass under her nose, then licking the inside of the glass, the barest bit of rye touching her pink tongue. “Okay, baby,” she whispered, winking at him. “Hold on to your jockstrap.”

She tilted her glass against those magnificent lips. He watch the press of her mouth against the rim. He saw inside her mouth, and the slightest bit of rye went over the waterfall.

He was surprised to find that his dingus was hard.

“Well?”

He lifted his glass, closed his eyes and inhaled. It was almost sweet, a sort of combination of honey and cinnamon but bruised by ancient oak.

“Fuck,” he blurted, not looking at her, lost in the heady aroma that was ripping so gently through his nostrils.

He didn’t know how to lick like she did, so he just hung his tongue over the edge of the glass and lifted till he felt the liquid, cold at first, burn his buds.

He glanced her in surprise.

She was grinning, delighted with his connoisseurism, looking like she was actually experiencing what he was getting off on.

He sipped, and finally understood the true definition of heaven.

“Gawd!” He placed his glass down. With his other hand he picked up the bottle and examined the label.

Shiela laughed, a merry sound in the dim lighting of the bar.

Somebody knocked on the door, but she just waved the knocker off and yelled, “We’re closed.”

Whoever it was, why ever he showed up too late, he yelled, “I want some of what he’s having!”

Shiela didn’t miss a beat. “Your dick isn’t big enough.”

The disgruntled drunk left, and Jack laughed. The fumes of the potent liquor escaped his mouth and wafted up to his nose. He snorted, laughed. “Your dick isn’t big enough?”

Then they were both laughing. Snickering, smothering their hilarity. And repeating, one after the other…’Your dick isn’t big enough.’

After minutes of this delightful camaraderie Jack went morose again. He just sunk in on himself, and she knew he was thinking again.

She poured him another shot, just one, and corked the bottle and put it away. “Let’s have hamburgers. Come on back to the kitchen.”

He followed her through a swinging door into a fair sized kitchen. Red tiles on the floor. Stainless steel surfaces. All the trays and bins empty for the night.

“Sit on the chopping table.”

He sat, and she entered a walk in and came out holding two slabs of meat. Good slabs, with lots of marble, not too thick. Easy to cook without losing the flavor.

The grill was still hot, and she turned it up and went for a couple of Cokes while it got to cooking heat.

He watched her. Sometimes straight up, sometimes out of the corner of his eyes, and he had the thought: Too bad Shirley wasn’t like this.

She glanced at him at that exact moment and he looked down and felt guilty. Or maybe he was just back to feeling sorry for himself.

She handed him a large cup of Coke. “Drink. Take the edge off. You’ll come down smoother.”

He thanked her and started sipping the sweet syrup.

She threw the meat on the grill, then turned to him.

“So why’d she dump you.”

His mouth opened and he blinked, then he shut up.

“Oh, come on. Get it out. It’s not like you’re the first bozo to lose his girlfriend. Guaranteed, you get it off your chest, figure out what went wrong, and life will be a lot better.”

He sighed, a big heave of breath, and considered. Soon he was talking. There was just something about this girl, this Shiela, that spoke to him.

“I don’t know. I guess I wasn’t exciting enough for her. I liked to watch movies, she wanted to drink and party.”

“Was she good looking?”

“Oh, yeah. She was a knock out.”

“Was she better looking than me?”

Again, he was surprised, but the answer was easy and burst right out of him. “Oh, no.”

She smiled. “Now, you see? I just did you a favor.”

“What favor?”

“If she was the one then I wouldn’t be prettier than her. She would be the prettiest one in the world, and you would be the handsomest one for her.”

“Hunh!” It made sense, but he figured it was just the alcohol making sense.

“So if you were stuck on a desert island, what five movies would you want to watch over and over again.”

“The Marx brothers, if all their movies could count as one.”

“No! You like the brothers?”

“They never get old.”

She seemed to sober slightly. “Dead, yet they’ll live forever. Isn’t that something.”

He nodded, perhaps infected by her sudden mood. To get out of it he blurted, “Okay. I told you one. You tell me one.”

“The Godfather…if all three counted as one.”

“But the third one was…lacking!”

“I know. But the first one makes up for the second two. What’s your second one?”

“The Matrix. All three count as one, of course.”

“Of course,” she agreed. “I can’t believe we like the same movies.”

“Yeah.”

They looked at each other intently, and that was the moment they clicked.

Not just clicked in the subconscious, but right out in the open. It became a moment that was awkward for him, and he looked away, afraid he had crossed the line.

For her it wasn’t over the line, it was what she wanted, what she waited for for hundreds of years.

She broke his awkwardness by saying, “Can I have three Humphrey Bogarts?”

“Only if I can have three Randolph Scotts.”

“No fair! There are more Randolph Scotts to choose from!”

And he sealed the deal. He quoted, “I couldn't be fonder of you if you were my own son. But, well, if you lose a son, it’s possible to get another.”

Her breath caught, if she had any, and she stared.

And a slow smile came across her face. It was a smile she hadn’t felt for centuries and she waited for centuries to get it.

She stepped over to him, got too close to him, close enough to sniff him, but she was really looking into his deep, dark, soulful eyes. She brushed his hair back, it was the moment for a kiss, but she just took the half sipped Coke out of his hand. “I’ll refill this.”

Her breath was slight, faint, and sweet.

He was holding his breath, not sure what to do. He had just lost his girl friend, after all.

She turned and left the kitchen.

Jack stared at the meat searing on the grill. He watched the fat bubble and he smelled the delicious aroma.

He looked around the kitchen, noticing small things.

She returned, and she had a tall glass. She put it in his hand. “I was going to sober you up, send you home like a good, little boy, but I changed my mind.

He took the glass, and knew what it was. Seagrass. Aged oak barrels. Signed. 20 years old.

“But…”

She placed a finger on his lips, “Drink it. Drink it all, and then I’ll really get you drunk.”

She backed away, her smile evil and knowing and happy as all get out.

He sipped, caught his breath, and murmured, “Woo!”

She laughed and turned back to the steaks.

They talked about movies and he sipped and sipped.

He liked Pride and the Passion and Northwest Frontier.

So did she, but she liked North by Northwest more.

They talked about what it would be like to climb on the faces of presidents, and to dodge a plane in the middle of a cornfield.

She didn’t drink, and in her presence, though he was getting drunker and drunker, he didn’t get sloppy.

There was just something so exciting about her that he stayed bright and alert.

He had never met a girl so perfectly tuned to him.

Then they sat down with the steaks. His was medium, and hers was rare, very rare, but that was okay. To each their own.

They ate—her a little nibble, and him a lot— and talked some more, and he was near finished with the bottle.

Reality had become sort of a slip and slide for him, things shifting past him like in was in a kaleidoscope.

Memories flitted, conversation became sharp and funny, and he knew he wouldn't be remembering much of it.

She was so perfect.

Then she said, “Are you ready to get real drunk?”

“Fuck, lady,” he laughed. “If I get much drunker they’ll have to build a jail around me.” Which made no sense, but which she thoroughly understood.

“Nah,” she chuckled. “No jail around you. Just the opposite. You’re going to get funky for a minute, then everything is going to come into focus. Life will be so focused you think it’s not real. But it’s the ultimate reality. The ultimate high.”

“You’re not going to give me heroin or something, are you?”

“No1 No! This is the good stuff. This is God’s gift to the perverts and the damned.”

There was something weird about what she said, but he was drunk, and his dick had been acting up, and he didn’t try to figure it out.

“Okay,” he agreed. “But…okay.”

“Okay,” she hopped off the stool she had been sitting on. “But first we have to check something out.”

“What?”

“You’ll find out,” she giggled.

She took his hand and led him through the doors into the bar area. He followed along, docile and happy as he had ever been.

She led him to the bathrooms, then into the men’s room.

“What are we doing here?” he asked.

“You’ve been drinking,” she said, shoving him towards a cubicle. “You need to relieve yourself.”

“Hey! Wha—“

She turned him towards the bowl, reached around and unzipped him.

Jack had been horny all night. Not at first. When he had first got to the bar he had thought he would never use his dick again. He was that distraught.

But he had been wined and dined, and by a woman who was ten times better than his old girlfriend.

Standing in front of the toilet, feeling her small hands reach around and grab him, he had the thought that he would never find a girl more beautiful.

Then his penis was out and aimed.

“Let it flow, Joe.”

For a second he couldn’t. Maybe it was the shock of being held by a woman he barely knew. Maybe it was the drink. Maybe it was something else, but she reached around with the other hand, he could feel her large breasts press against his back, and she manipulated his testicles…and he let loose a mighty stream.

“Woo!” she yelped, giggling hysterical.

“Woo!” he laughed, and they listened, and he watched, as the yellow stream arced through the air and splashed.

When he was done she zipped him up, buckled him, and turned him around.

There, in the stinky urine odor of a dirty bathroom, they had their first kiss. And it was incredible.

He breathed her in, his mind trying to cope with the melange of scents that was her. He tasted her mouth, distilling lipstick with his own mouth, feeling her tongue darting at him. It was a whole new experience.

Shirley was drab compared to this, but he didn’t even think of his lost girlfriend. There was no time for that now.

“Ow!” he jerked back.

She had bitten him on the lower lip. It had been sharp and piercing,. It had hurt the moment, but it hadn’t entirely and destroyed the moment.

“What’d you do that for?”

“I had to see what you tasted like,” she watched him with a subtle, knowing expression.

“Well, Geez.” He touched his mouth and saw the bright drop of blood on his fingertip. “I’m bleeding.”

“Don’t worry, it’ll stop.”

She was still standing in front of him, against him, and she was watching him with a particularly fixed expression. A waiting expression.

He rubbed his lip. More blood.

“Man, you bit deep.”

“Nah. that’s just your blood trying to get out, trying to reach me.”

He tilted his head and stared at her.

She touched his lip with a finger. “That’ll fix it. For a minute. But for me to fix it good I’m going to have to kiss you again.”

“Kiss me again?”

He was drunk, was afraid, was horny, wanted to kiss her again. But he didn’t want to bleed for it.

“Come on, chicken. I’ll be gentle this time.”

She moved forward, and he tensed, but she paused, and laughed, then kept moving in.

She was an aggressive kisser, and she latched onto his lower lip. It didn’t feel like kissing, more like sucking, but it felt good.

He felt a surge of well being wash over him, and he gave himself up to that feeling.

Oddly, he suddenly felt like he was sober.

Not quite, or maybe just drunk on something else.

But who ever heard of 100 proof blood?

Then the sucking turned into more of a kiss.

Now he was hooked. If 20 year rye was a taste of heaven, her mouth was the kiss of paradise.

He felt as if he was falling through worlds, experiencing brilliant hues of life, turning inside out and back again.

“Oh, God,” he whispered when she was done with him.

He had stopped bleeding. In fact it felt like there wasn’t even a bite, or a cut, or whatever she had done to him.

She held his head in her hands, and it felt like her mitts was the only thing that stopped his mind from whirling out through the cosmos.

And life was so perfect, so brilliant, so wonderful.

He had never experienced life like this.

He hadn’t known that life could be like this.

“Are you having fun, yet?” she was holding him, pressing against him, whispering into his soul.

He nodded, and the cartoon images of words of agreement floated through the air around them.

He laughed, having never been part of a cartoon before.

“Well, lover, it’s only started. Come on.”

They went out the back door, which locked automatically, and he stared at the big RV pushed up against the back of the bar.

“You live here?” he tripped through the night.

“Yep. Watch your step.”

He watched, and she helped him, and he managed to climb the three whole steps to her mansion.

It was warm inside, but compact. It was clean, and there were books all over the place. He saw some of the titles. ‘The Broken Man,’ by somebody called Alyce Thorndyke. Books on feminism. Books on Tai Chi Chuan. Books in foreign languages.

“You can read this stuff?” he asked, standing still but feeling like he was swaying.

“It’s amazing what you can do if you’ve got enough time,” she retorted.

He turned to find her wiggling out of her skirt, bodice and blouse. Her breasts looked even bigger in just a bra, and he could see the cut of her womanhood through the silky panties.

She sure didn’t need a corset.

She kicked off her heels.

He was standing there, a schlump, lost in the high of whatever she had given him.

Funny, he didn’t remember her giving him anything, but she must have, because he was really there. Wherever there was.

“Look at you,” she laughed, and she began undressing him. “So messed up you don’t know what to do.”

He couldn’t help but laugh. Everything was funny. Everything she said was limned in brilliant humor.

What had she given him?

She pulled his pants down. She chuckled, stood back, her hands on her hips and quipped, “And just when I had about given up hope.”

He looked down at his erection. It was funny.

And it was throbbing.

And it needed something.

Oh, yeah. Her.

Their bodies came together, floating like balloons, impacting like barges, meeting on all fronts.

Her mouth swallowed his good sense and left nothing but happiness.

She felt him and he had never felt so big.

What was she doing to him?

He felt her, and kissed her, and placed his hands all over her.

Yet, in the distances recesses of his mind he had the feeling that she was standing far away from him, laughing, and waiting…waiting.

Waiting or not, she guided him and they walked up a step and into her bedroom.

Her bed was a blow up mattress, and surprisingly comfortable. They flung themselves down and gave themselves up to each other.

It was too much, and he felt how tight she was, and he moved, but…but he felt a wonderful frustration.

He couldn’t get there. He couldn’t arrive, and, in a strange way, he felt that he had already arrived.

But arrived where?

Such a night of enigma.

Given a drug he didn’t remember taking.

Screwing lustily without conclusion.

The universe whirling around him with mercy, and he felt like the pieces of him were being flung off.

His childhood one way, his college years another.

His girlfriend was somewhere out there, but he hadn’t even seen her leave.

His mother watching from some indefinable distance.

His father frowning: that he could have such joy, and none other.

Shiela, floating over him, driving him down.

Under him, lifting him up.

Spinning over and over, unable to grab anything, unable to let anything go, the world shattering as they coupled and tried and tried and tried.

But…he…just…couldn’t.

He woke at noon, which was awful early.

She slumbered next to him. Unconscious, heaviest sleeper he had ever seen.

He was on the outside of the bed that had seemed so large at night, but was really just shoehorned into the trailer.

He wearily turned, put his feet over the edge and found the floor.

Crap. Sleep was supposed to refresh you.

Then he grinned. She had drained him so thoroughly he wasn’t going to be refreshed for a month!

He stumbled into the bathroom, propped himself against a wall and thought about peeing.

Then he turned and sat, it was easier than standing.

Damn. What a night! this woman…amazing.

He stood up, found that he was smiling, then broke the smile by yawning, and went into the main room of the trailer.

His clothes were right where she had left them, all over the place.

He found his pants half kicked under the breakfast table. His shoes were in opposite corners. His shirt was actually on a little lamp projecting from the wall.

Where his underpants were he had no clue.

And he had the most amazing boner.

It was hard, like crystal, a spear, and he had to bend over a little when he stuffed it into his pants.

And it didn’t want to go down.

Not at all.

He sat on a chair. Partly to ease the stiffie in his pants, partly because he felt like his legs were too weak to support him.

Damn. What had that girl given him?

He wasn’t a big drug user, stayed away from the hard stuff, but he was experienced…but he had never experienced anything like whatever it was that she had given him.

So odd. He didn’t…couldn’t…remember even taking the drug. Now that was a first!

An hour passed. An hour of yawning, looking around and remembering that he was awake.

Then he moved to the couch and just lay down. He didn’t remember going to sleep, but when does anyone?

Tick. Tick. Tick.

He opened his eyes. It was later. Maybe four in the afternoon.

He had the wild urge to move. Like he was afraid that if he didn’t move he wouldn't be able to.

His penis was still erect.

Fuck.

He forced himself to his feet. His legs were still weak, and he figured he needed food. Maybe food would cure his laziness.

Yeah. Food.

Though, oddly, he didn’t feel exactly hungry.

But…he should eat. Eating was a convention. Eating was a ritual. Eating good.

Though, for the life of him, he couldn’t figure out why.

He stood up and the world wavered.

He walked up the step to her bedroom.

She had not moved. She didn’t even look like she was breathing. Her face was half buried by a pillow, her hair hung over her face, obscuring one eyeball.

“Hey.”

“Go way.”

“Get up.”

She opened an eye and glared at him. Just one eye and it felt like she was looking all the way through him. “Don’t make me kill you and eat you.”

He grunted, turned and made for the door to the trailer.

“Oh, fuck, he whispered. He was standing on the small stoop shading his eyes. It was four in the afternoon, maybe even five, and the sunlight was like a dagger. It cut into him. It felt the rays of the sun were sharp pointed rods trying to worm their way into his flesh.

He put a forearm over his eyes for shade and tried to see the world.

It was pale. Lifeless. Birds were singing, but they sang a drizzling dirge.

The sun was wa-a-ay too bright.

The air was harsh and brittle and felt like it was slapping him.

He stumbled down the steps and walked along the back of the building.

The back door was open and a cook stood against the jamb, rubbing his hands in a dirty apron, watching him with baleful eyes as he staggered.

Jack looked up at the cook, staggered past, and rounded the corner.

The sunlight here was even harder. The trailer was in the shadow, but the side of the building took the sunlight directly.

Jack felt like the light was slamming into him, trying to splatter him against the wall.

He entered the parking lot and headed for his truck. The sunlight was spiking his brain now, causing a massive headache, and he flailed his arms against it.

And reached his truck.

In the glove box were a pair of wrap around sunglasses and he put them on.

Oh, fuck! The relief!

He still felt like something the cat had dragged in—funny, he had never realized what that phrase had really meant until now—and his legs were still weak.

But the spike of sunlight penetrating into his skull had abated.

He looked at the bar.

He should have gotten in his truck and left, but the bar served food. He remembered a delicious steak, and he wanted another. And maybe a gallon or two of Coke.

No booze. God. Never again.

He staggered across the parking lot, came to the tinted, diamond glass of the entry doors, thought for a while, then pushed in.

Out of the sunlight it was blessedly cool. He had had no idea how hard that sun had been.

He walked along the bar and sat down.

It was early. This place didn't serve lunch, just dinner, and there was only one waitress on duty. A pretty thing with a smile and an attitude.

“Lord, if you don’t look like something that’s been run over and dragged about a hundred miles.”

“Could I have a steak, please?”

“Sure. “Well done?” She seemed to be laughing.

The idea of well done didn’t appeal to him. Made him gag, in spite of the fact that he always ate his steaks well done.

“Make it medium.” But he wanted it rare.

“Onions? Garlic.”

“Yeah. Sure.” He put his elbow on the bar and his forehead in his palm.

“Radishes? or just horse radish sauce?”

He looked up at her, lifted his sunglasses so he could see her better.

“Salt and pepper? You want salt and pepper?”

“Are you fucking with me?” He wasn’t mad, just sort of…hurting.

She laughed. “Sorry, honey. But you guys are all the same. Shiela really does it, but…” she shook her head.

She turned to the kitchen and yelled. “Steak, medium. And don’t forget the parsley.

“Yo.” And the rattle of pots and pans.

She turned back to him and poured him a Coke. She placed it in front of him. “Here ya go, honey. Hair of the dog.”

He was thirsty, or, at least he had the idea he was thirsty. He reached for the Coke, lifted it and sipped, and several things happened.

A drop slid down his throat. A drop of sweet syrup, that was all, but he suddenly convulsed. He bent forward so fast he actually bumped his head on the bar.

“Gah—gah—“

Nothing came up.

Yet he felt like a dog barfing, the ripple of hair up his back, the muscles all convulsing. He should have thrown up.

He raised his head miserably. “What the fuck?”

The girl was leaning against the back counter, watching him. She was still appreciating the moment, but she wasn’t laughing out loud.

“You better go, you know.”

“Go? Why?”

“You won’t be able to eat much of the steak, a bite or two, then you’ll be full. Then you should just hop into your truck and cowboy on down the road.”

He shook his head. “I don’t…I don’t get it. What do you mean?”

He was thinking she shouldn’t drive away customers. Didn’t she want the tips?

“Listen, fella, funs over, and she doesn’t like to see you guys afterwards. No charge for the steak if you just take your bites and leave. I’ll even put it in a doggie bag for you. When this all wears off you’re going to get a little hungry, but you won’t feel like cooking. You’re gonna like that steak then.”

He shook his head, not understanding, wondering what was going on. “I don’t…why are you…”

She stepped up to the bar, leaned forward and spoke directly into his face.

“She’s a vampire, you dope. Now eat and go.”


Part Two

Jack was sitting at a table in the corner, still laughing, when Shiela sauntered in.

A vampire. Yeah. Right. fucking bar girl was a looney tune. Vampires.

He thought of all the corny movies he had seen. I vaunt to suck your blud. Oh, God!

His Coke, he had only sipped it, was at hand.

His steak he had taken two bites of, and the remainder sat at his other hand.

But he felt her when she walked in.

A dim, gloomy, peanut shells on the floor kind of bar suddenly became bright and airy.

The lighting perked up. The air became fresher. He even felt like having a beer, or maybe some of that 20 year rye stuff.

She was wearing sunglasses, even though it was seven and the sun was near down.

Another pencil skirt, black, which seemed to be the uniform for bar maids at this place.

And those incredible breasts. My God! He remembered being mesmerized by them, suckling them until he near cried, in a trance of lust that kept growing and growing.

She glanced at him, looked to make a huffing sound, and went behind the bar.

She talked with the barmaid, whose name was Sally. Sal for short.

They were both women, and both beautiful. But one was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

The girls laughed, whispered, and neither of them looked at him.

But it was only a matter of time.

He sipped a drop of Coke. Wished it was whiskey.

Shiela went into the kitchen for a couple of minutes, he could hear her talking with the cook. Then she was back.

She said something to Sally, poured a whiskey, and came around the bar and walked across the floor towards him.

The closer she came the more beautiful she was. And if she got more beautiful he was going to pop and go to heaven.

But she got more beautiful, and he didn’t pop, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her when she sat down across from him.

He took off his sunglasses and drank in her radiant beauty.

“What the fuck you still doing here?” but she wasn’t mad.

“I…”

“You should go home, sleep it off. A couple of days and you’ll be right as rain.”

He blurted, “I don’t want to be right as rain.”

She tilted her glass, smacked her red lips, and shoved the Rye towards him.

He took the glass and looked at it. Her red lip print was on the lip of the glass. He got the significance: lips on lips. And he knew, if he drank from her lip print it would be like kissing her.

She was watching him.

He sipped, and the sip turned into a guzzle, and a gulp, and the whiskey was gone.

He started to cry.

He had cried the day before, over a two timing bitch who had dumped him. Cried in his whiskey.

Now he was crying in rye, but the difference was in how he felt about the two women.

She placed a hand on his forearm, tenderly. “You should go home.”

“I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’re the most beautiful woman in the world. You could be an ugly sack, and you would still be the most beautiful woman in the world. But you’re not an ugly sack. You’re just…beautiful.”

He had looked up at her mid-speech, and his eyes drank at her, pulled at her, begged her.

“You should go home,” she said.

She left, and he was left with an empty glass he would fill with tears.

The night was a slow one.

Another bar girl showed up for work, but got sent home early.

Sal brought him a whiskey about an hour later. It was her break and she sat with him. He was in the corner of the booth, and she was on the other side, on the aisle, her sexy legs up and her heels resting on the bench.

“You should go,” she said with a rueful smile. “You’re bad for business.”

“I am?”

She nodded. “It always gets like this when Shiela finds someone.”

He didn’t frown, because it didn’t matter who Shiela was, where she’d been, or who she’d been with.

All that mattered was that she was here now, and he was afforded glimpses of her.

“You should put your sunglasses on. She’ll get irritated if you stare at her too long.

He shoved his glasses back up his nose and over his ears.

“Well, see ya. Wouldn’t want to be ya.”

As she stood he reached forward and grabbed her wrist. Not hard, not rude, just a desperate touch in a desperate world.

“What did you mean?” He was talking about her vampire remark.

She leaned back towards him, “Ask her yourself.”

She was gone. And he was left with a half a glass of whiskey, sunglasses, and a heart that was breaking.

She sashayed across the bar. She placed a glass of Rye in front of him and sat down across from him.

He felt like his heart was going to leap out of his chest, up his throat and fall on the table. Splat. All his hopes and dreams.

“She told you.”

“She said you were a vampire.”

“But you don’t believe in vampires,” she murmured, glancing away for a moment, staring into the distance at something he couldn’t have seen, even if he was facing the right way.

He chuckled. Weakly. “No.”

“Do you like pain?” she focused on him with intensity. He had a feeling this was an important question.

“No.”

“But what if it was a good pain? A pain like the hurt in your heart when you drank to the girl who dumped you? What if it was a pain like an orgasm that went on too long, and never arrived? What if it was like your skin was being pulled off, and it felt…so-o-o…good? Did you like it after I bit you last night?”

His brows went down. This wasn’t making sense. She was talking pain, but it sounded like she was actually speaking of pleasure, and he didn’t understand it.

“I don’t understand,” he admitted.

“Then let me tell you. If you love me, if you let yourself love me, then I’ll use you. Night after night. Until you want to scream, but you can’t because it feels so good.

“I’ll bite you again. I won’t take just a drop, which left you feeling like you felt when you woke up this morning. I’ll take a lot more. And the more you give the more you’ll want to give. Years will pass. You’ll be my footstool. You will lay at my feet and worship me. And for me…it won’t be enough. I’ll want more. Life will become a grand and glorious obsession with me, and when I tire of your mouth I’ll take your body. Bit by bit, with the strokes of a whip. Abusing your orifices. Loving you.”

She sat back, broke the mesmerizing effect she was having on him. Speaking negligently, she confessed, “Because I do love you, but my love…it is different. A vampire lives forever, barring the stupidity of letting people know what they are. A vampire loves forever, or until her mate runs dry, gives out, is nothing more than whimpering meat under foot. Now, do you still want to apply for the job?”

Her mouth was twisted in a sexy, saucy grin. Her teeth shone, and they were white and sharp.

And he still didn’t believe she was a vampire.

But then those sotted in love are immune to logic and warning signs.

He said nothing.

She stood up and walked away. Worked behind the bar, glanced at him every once in a while in disapproval.

He didn’t care.

The night grew late. He stayed in the same booth. He didn’t have to pee. He didn’t want to walk because his penis was so hard he thought it would crack and fall off.

And if there was one sentence to describe his condition, it would be: it was getting worse.

Sally left at midnight. Eight hours for her, not much in the way of tips, no need to stay late. As she left she passed by the table and spoke down to him. “Hope I don’t see you again.”

But he didn’t think she meant it.

Finally, one o’clock. Shiela and the cook. And the cook was sitting in a chair in the kitchen snoring.

Shiela finally stopped polishing glasses and wiping the bar and poured a couple of shots of rye. She came to the booth, sat down so she could see the door, and pushed a glass towards him.

“After a couple of hundred years, your appetites waning, you want only the best.”

They sipped their poison and he watched her. She watched the door.

She sighed.

She was irritated.

She didn’t mind falling in love, but beginnings were so…stupid. Waiting for the man to wake up a bit, to understand what he had gotten himself into.

The whiskey burned into his stomach, his lungs, his pancreas.

“I don’t fall in love often. Oh, it’s wonderful in the beginning, but as time passes I start demanding more, taking more. Sometimes even I am confounded by my own cruelty. But the real problem is that the men don’t last long. Oh, they would, if I was to convert them fully, but I haven't found any man I ever wanted to convert. Love wears thin after the first couple of hundred years. Then they are playthings. Useful, even still fun, but the bloom is off the rose. Or the rose is off the bloom. I can never figure out which.”

She sipped the last of her whiskey and placed the glass on the edge of the table. She pushed the glass. It fell on the rug, but didn’t break.

“Pick that up. Get me another drink. The good stuff.  You don’t get anything.”

He stared at her.

Everything in his upbringing told him it was unfair, he shouldn’t have to do this, it was a test, he should just…get up and pick up the glass. He took it behind the bar, selected a clean glass and filled it with rye. He brought it back and placed it in front of her.

She pushed it off the the table. Five hundred dollar whiskey on the floor. Broken shards of glass.

“Lick it up. Then get me another, and this time…run.”

Everything in him was screeching to a stop. Objections. Women didn’t treat men this way.

As he fell to his knees and lapped at the burning liquor. It scorched his tender tongue. He lapped up a shard and it cut into his tongue. He could taste his own blood. Coppery. Sweet.

She pushed him with a foot and he fell on his side. “Run now, you fool. Run!” She laughed a hard, brittle laugh, and her eyes were sharp and shiny as the polished pennies on a dead man’s eyes.

He leaped to his feet and ran as if the devil were after him.

Another glass, more rye, tears falling on the counter, and running back.

He placed the glass on the table and waited.

Would she break that one? Would she drink?

She surprised him. But, then, she would always surprise him.

“Sit down.” Almost a whisper.

He did, and she stared at him.

His tongue was still bleeding, and she could smell it in his mouth. The rich, the vibrant, the distilled energy of a man.

She reached across the table. She leaned forward as she pulled him. “Stick out your tongue.”

He did. A slender, pink carpet with a drop of blood in the center.

She kissed his tongue, but…it didn’t feel like kissing. It felt like…she was…sucking. Him. His blood. It was better than any blow job.

For a minute, until she was half over the table, holding his head, her head bent over his, cuddling him even as she sucked the life out of him.

Then it bled no longer, was healed, and she was kissing him.

Life exploded, as it had the night before. But he hadn’t even seen her give him the drug! He hadn’t seen her slip a pill or a powder into a glass from which he hadn’t drunk.

How did she do it?

She pushed him back. Wiped her mouth. Said, rather conversationally. “Damn you.”

She stood up and crossed to the front doors. She locked them, as she had the night before, and she returned to him.

“Go home,” she yelled from across the room, as she walked towards him, hips swaying, boobs jouncing, lips, smeared by his mouth, in a half smile half sneer.

He thought she was talking to him, the way she looked at him when she yelled, but it was the cook in the kitchen who woke up. Gathered his things and yelled out, “See ya.”

Then the back door closed. Automatically locked. And he was alone with her again.

She sat across from him.

“Don’t you understand? I will kiss you, and bite you, and nibble on you. But I won’t convert you fully. Hundreds of years of growing more eager, more servile. You will become a beggar of me. We will have sex endlessly, but you won’t be able to ejaculate. You won’t bleed much, only enough for my purposes. You will eat little, you won’t even pee much. You will become a husk, dependent on me for sustenance, for even your ability to think. And you will love it, even as you dwindle to a speck, and, finally, that speck will…I’ll be done with it. I’ll grow tired of you, throw you aside. Then, like as not, you will end your own life, because a life without me is no life at all.”

He sat very silently, his head exploding from her having fed off him, his mind expanding as his body worked to replenish what was gone forever, him surviving in the only way he knew, would know, for hundreds of years.

The world was a carnival now. It was not a lonely ride on wooden horses like his old girlfriend—what was her name? Shirley. That was it.

The world was a burst of flavors in his eyes, sounds in his mouth, smells in his ears.

Everything was changed and changing, never ending, and he couldn’t get enough. So he said, “But I’ll get to be with you.”

She stared at him. Her heart, such as it was, beat once. It did that, occasionally, when she was excited enough.

But why had it done that for this…this doofus? He was just ordinary! A schmuck off the street. A bozo without a circus. An idiot with…with…words failed her.

For the first time in a thousand years she felt like crying. Or maybe it was two thousand years.

She pushed back, away from him. “Go get a couple of glasses.” She didn’t have to specify of what. The party had started.

He stood and walked around the bar.

She watched him, studied his walk. So confident now, but it would be a craven shamble in a century, and he would walk like a zombie with two broken legs in two centuries.

That was about as long as they lasted.

He recorked the bottle, smiled at her, then came back around the bar.

He arrived at the table, was about to put the drinks down, and she said, “Just stand there.”

He stood.

She got up, went behind the bar for her purse, took out a tube of lipstick and applied it. Smacked her lips. She loved kissing him. He was so much tastier than the others.

She returned, slid into the booth, then patted the end of the booth.

He slid in, sliding the drinks on the table, and was on the same side as her.

She reached, put an arm around him, pulled him into her like she was reeling in a fish. Then he was snug against her, leaning against her, able to drink, but his head pressed against her ample mammary glands.

She sipped.

He sipped, and she laughed at how he had to put his neck forward a bit to suck the liquor or he would spill it.

She said, “I saw a show in Paris, a couple of hundred years ago this was, it was called Scaramouche.”

Lights danced in his skull, and he felt about as complete as he had ever felt. “Starring Stewart Granger and…and Janet Leigh.”

“Eleanor Parker was the bigger star, but this was break out for young Janet. Wouldn’t you love to make love to that woman? When she was young, of course?”

“Not as much as I want to make love to you.”

“It is I that make love to you,” she corrected him. “Not you to me. You are incidental to the match. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“And I never laughed so hard. Scaramouche. Skirmish, I believe it means, though I could be wrong. I tend to forget languages, or let them blend most indelicately over time. He is a cowardly buffoon. A clown, and he reminds me of all the men I have loved. Who I have brought so low and loved it.”

He sipped, content to hear the music of her voice in his ear, to feel her chest, ample flesh, so white, no sun, not beat. Wasn’t that funny? She must have excellent body control to stop her heart from beating. Or maybe he just needed to shift his position to hear it better.

“Anyway, where was I…oh, yes, Scaramouche. I loved the movie, especially the way Stewart Granger learned to wield the rapier. Rapier. Like raper, which is what I would do to you.” She chuckled.

He kept his ear to her chest and listened. Every once in a while he thought he detected a beat, but he wasn’t sure. Every time he heard her heart beat he thought it was his imagination.

She continued talking, and sometimes he joined in, was welcomed in the conversation, and sometimes it was just her, dispensing the experiences of thousands of years in a whisper, a word, a sentence that might be but a fragment.

At a point she kissed him. Turned him in her arms, his neck opened and deliciously exposed, and sucked on his mouth, explored his lips, sampled his very tonsils.

Then they were kneeling on the booth, facing each other, her hand on his crotch, his hands on her breasts.

She whispered. “Do you like being hard all day?”

“It takes some getting used to,” he admitted.

“It takes a lot of getting used to. The only blood you’ll have left, it is probably just enough to keep you alive, is in your corpus cavernosa. It won’t leave. It’ll keep you erect, and that’s all that will keep you alive, that little bit of blood.

He bent his head nursed at her fiercely, sucking and even biting on her turgid nipples.

“And your blood is in your nipples.”

“Oh, you bastard,” she pulled his head and kept it there. “Make me live you crazy fuck!”

He did his best.

She pushed him back, over the table. His legs were caught under, twisted, and it hurt, but it didn’t matter as she climbed on him.

She ripped his clothes off, her clothes.

The doors were locked, but the lights were on. Anybody could see in, could see what they were doing. But they didn’t care.

What they were doing was so much more important than any fool passerby might think.

She rode him like a cheap mule. She grabbed his flesh and dug her manicured nails in. He bucked and she held on. He cried out and she silenced him with her mouth.

He was inside her. He was in heaven. He was connected to that which could not be connected to: a creature out of time. A woman who was more than a woman.

But, as time passed, as the minutes elongated and became hours, he could not cum.

He couldn’t have orgasm.

The blood in his penis refused to give up, and as the blood held firm, to his life, so it held firm to his sperm.

She was tight, amazing, he had never experienced anything like the things she could do with her cunt. but, in spite of all her movement, he could…not…orgasm.

It became painful, and he fucked harder.

It became terrible, and the only relief was the belief that maybe, somehow, he could…could…but he couldn’t.

She, of course, had orgasms a plenty. She would twist and writhe, moan to the cosmos, clamp her legs so he couldn’t get out (not that he wanted to), and shake him like a dog shakes a bone.

Trying to gnaw off that one, last, little bit of meat. Or sperm, in this case.

And he knew that if he left—he still had time—he could return to normal. He could be human again. He could sleep at night and not be compelled to enter this carnivalesque existence.

All he had to do was, when the sun came up, leave.

Get in his truck and go.

She lifted him off the table, mashed her mouth against his, handled him like an adult would handle a two year old.

He cried out as his head hit a chandelier, and it felt so wonderful.

Pain was pleasure in this world.

Reality was reversed; pain was pleasure; sex hurt so good, he wanted more.

He couldn’t live without more.

She slung him around, cradled him in her arms.

She stood on the table, his upper body hanging over her left arm, his lower body over her right arm, and his penis stood up right in front of her.

She had no second thoughts. Later she would think about it, but to truly convert him she had to get the last of his blood. She had to get the fluid from his corpus cavernoso. She had to pull that out, and the semen…she had to get that, and then he would be converted.

She lowered her mouth. She bit gently. A bit of blood that was a thin squirt as the pressure was relieved. Then the white taste as his balls emptied.

He flailed in her arms, feeling the essence of life leaving him and being replaced by…by what was in her.

He would be a vampire, but he would always be slave to the master, and she was the master.

He saw the men she had sucked dry. He saw who had sucked her dry, and then discarded her. And how she had sought him for centuries, until he was stabbed through the heart and rendered unto dust and she became able to be the master of herself.

Such a cruel apprenticeship.

Such a…his consciousness drained out, into her, and would be returned as she felt like it.

She hopped off the table, now holding him closely, letting him curl in her arms.

She walked back through the kitchen, kicked open the door, went into her trailer.

She laid him gently down. Touched his face, brushed his hair, and was content.

She hadn’t meant to convert him.

She didn’t want to enslave him.

But…something had compelled her.

She lay down next to him, cuddled with his lifeless body and smiled into his cooling flesh.

Did she still have a heart? After all this time?

Yet she had no regrets.

She had intuited, after all, right from the first, that he would be different.

As the moon fell out of the skies, as the false dawn warned her to pull her drapes tight and lock her doors, she waited. He would awake, and she would give back his essence—not all of it, of course, not till she died would that happen—and he would be alive and yet forever dead.

He would fuck her and never cum, and be more entranced by her for that reason.

And he would be hers.

More than a slave, less than a master, and she couldn’t wait to see what would happen.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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Turning Female!

Feminization and medical transformation to be herself!
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Author’s Note

What is it like for a guy to actually turn into a girl?

That’s the theme behind today’s story.

This is a difficult concept to express, because there is everything, from clothes to hormones, to consider.

But when Danny learns that he must transition it is a time of joy and fear.

But some men are born to be girls, and some aren’t.
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Part One

He had managed to avoid women his entire life.

If they showed interest in him, he smiled and claimed an appointment elsewhere.

If they wanted to meet him, he acted surly and missed appointments.

If they even smiled, he would clam up and turn away.

And, at a certain point in his life he simply uprooted himself and moved to a different town. One where the women wouldn't know him, and where he could live free from entanglement.

And he had a very good reason for avoiding all women.

“You’re going to be in charge of the warehouse,” George, the owner of the door factory, stated. “Orders will appear in your basket, you assign people to get the doors and take them out to the staging area, or do it yourself.”

Danny nodded. Seemed simple enough.

“Multiple orders, or doors filled with lead pellets you use the forklift.”

“Okay.” He was puzzled. “Are lead filled doors an item?”

“Nah. Once every six months we’ll get an order. Usually somebody wants a total soundproof studio or something. Though we did hang some security doors. They were made out of metal and weighed a couple of hundred pounds each.”

“Wow.”

“Took three of us to hang them, and we needed to order some pretty special hinges. Those were heavy suckers.”

The tour continued, and it looked like it was going to be an okay gig.

The workers were all guys and they seemed friendly, not a testosterone fueled bunch.

“All right. Any questions?”

“I think I got it.”

“Excellent. You look like a good worker, Danny. We’ll see you on Monday morning.”

And with that, his orientation was complete.

Monday morning and he showed up. He wore jeans, a tee and a hoodie, and he was looking forward to a paycheck.

He drove into the big lot, around the back, and parked his car with the other employee’s.

The job was, as the boss had made it sound during orientation, easy.

Doors were delivered by distributors, and he checked them over and put them in the right area. Ever half hour or hour he heard a bell dinging, and he found an order slip in the basket. He then found the door and delivered it to the preppers. They framed it, shimmed it, put a doorknob on it, if specified, and loaded it on the truck. Twice a day the truck went out, delivered doors and returned.

Easy peasy.

He was sliding doors off the forklift and into one of the big metal shelves when his forklift turned off and the horn beeped.

“Hey! New guy!”

He turned and his heart sank.

A beautiful woman. She was wearing shorts  and a tight tee. The tee showed that she had passed puberty. By a lot.

Her face was pretty, but a bit arrogant.

Her hair looked short, but it was really just stuffed under a floppy hat.

“I’m Georgina. Pop told me you’d be in today. Any questions?”

He shook his head, a bit scared, a lot mute.

“Problems? Something doesn’t seem right?”

He shook his head.

“Okay. Let me know if there are, and I’ll be the one you turn forms into at the end of the day. Got it?”

He nodded.

“Quiet guy, eh?”

He shrugged.

“Okay. Be quiet. Long as you do your work, that’s what counts.”

With that she turned and walked away.

Danny was petrified.

From what he had read online the company had no female employees. There was a list of administration and sales personnel, but no mention of the bosses daughter!

Standing there, watching her saunter away, queen of the hill, he was actually shivering. Things like this had happened before, but that didn’t make it any easier.

He couldn’t help but notice her sexy body, her ass swaying, her boobs jiggling. And the tee shirt she was wearing accentuated her chest.

Oh, heysoos, he swore inside his mind. He forced himself to turn around. He continued shifting doors into the big’ door shelf.’

A woman. After all his efforts to make sure…to insulate himself…to avoid them.

Sweat poured off his forehead and he adjusted his ball cap to wipe the sweat away.

His dick, of course, was going wild.

Not that anybody would see.

In spite of Georgina, work went well.

He enjoyed the physically of moving the doors. It was fun to drive the little forklift, and he got to know his fellow compadres.

At the end of the month the warehouse was better organized, prep was getting their doors sooner, and the boss smiled and clapped him on the back and even stopped to talk to him sometimes.

Of Georgina he saw not much.

A couple of times a day she would walk from the front offices back to the prepper area. She would strut down the big aisle and he would busy himself back in the shelves, pulling doors, loading the forklift, or whatever. If he had nothing to do he would grab a broom and start sweeping.

She would glance at him, see his back was to her, and continue on.

And he would sigh in relief and plan on how to avoid her when she returned.

But he couldn’t help eyeing her after she had passed him.

That body…those breasts. He wished he could get a good look at her face, it was so nice with slightly almond eyes and the hair that sometimes escaped the lip of her hat. Her nose was pert and her mouth was full.

He would dream of her. And in the morning he would squash those dreams. Force them out of his skull, even balling his fists and biting his knuckles.

He was not built for girls, and he knew it. Had known it all his life.

So, in spite of his trepidation, he worked, saved his money, and prepared for the next time he had to move.

He fell.

It was stupid. One of the guys had driven the delivery truck into the warehouse. He was going to unload a few boxes of keys and he was too lazy to walk the boxes through the warehouse. So he drove in, backed down the aisle, and stopped next to the key room.

Danny didn’t like it. He didn’t like the rude smell of gas in the closed warehouse. He couldn’t get to the prep room with the forklift.

“Hey, Ace, walk it next time.”

“Nah. I’ll just be a moment.”

But Ace was talking to one of the preppers, bullshitting over the upcoming football game, and he was holding things up.

Danny sighed, went to do something else, and decided next time he would unload the keys. He had the time and the forklift, and he didn’t need Ace messing up his warehouse.

A half hour later Ace was gone, and Danny picked up a door the prep department had been waiting for. It was just one door, hollow core, so he didn’t need the forklift. He put it in the crook of his arm, leaning it against his shoulder, and ambled down the big aisle.

It was the reflection of light from a window on the floor that obscured the patch of oil Ace’s truck had left behind. At that, Danny probably wouldn’t have slipped, but a car backfired in the parking lot and he turned his head, which shifted his balance, and his foot slipped.

His feet went sideways and one knee struck the floor with a crack. The pain shot up his leg and Danny lay under the door and cried. The pain was that great.

“Hey, Danny, insurance is coming through. No problems there. But we’re going to have a rough time covering you.”

Danny was sitting in George’s office. His leg was wrapped and he had a metal contraption, a modern ‘splint,’ on his knee.

He had cracked his patella, his kneecap. It wasn’t serious, he wasn’t going to be immobile, but he had to be careful, and it made motion awkward.

“I’m fine for work,” Danny protested. “The doctor said so.”

“Light work, he said,” George slid open the flat writing panel on the right side of his desk. He had written down all the names and numbers of the people working at the door factory.

He ran a finger down the names.

“Hmm. I can’t spare any preppers or drivers. John in keys is pretty busy.” He frowned, stare at the list, then smiled.

He closed the writing panel and poked the comm box. His voice blared over the speaker system.

“Georgina, I’d like to see you.”

Danny immediately went into a panic.

His cock throbbed in his pants.

No…no…

A moment later they heard Georgina pounding up the stairs. The burst open and Georgina entered. “Hey, Pop, what’s up?”

Danny was sweating. He was pale. Not her! Not Georgina!

“Well, daughter of mine, time to get your hands dirty.”

“Sure. Whacha got?”

“I need you to back up Danny in the warehouse. Doctor’s orders, he is NOT allowed to do heavy lifting. He is very good at knowing what goes where, so he’ll point and shout and you’ll lift and tote. Sound fair?”

She grinned. “Sure, Pop. It’ll be nice to show these manly men what real work looks like.”

“Just make sure he doesn’t do anything, okay?” he spoke wryly, then turned to Danny. “That okay with you?”

“Uh…uh…”

“Good. Say, are you all right? you look pale. You’re perspiring, too.”

“Yeah, I’m fine.” As he thought about how he could skip town, get away from this girl.

Except that he couldn’t leave town. He hadn’t saved enough money, and he was temporarily crippled.

“Well,” George frowned, “Take the rest of the day off. You take the bus, don’t you? Georgina, you want to play taxi?”

“I’m okay. I can—“

“Nonsense.” Then George sank the nail in the coffin. “You know, Danny, you’re a hard worker, and we appreciate that. We’re going to give you a raise.” He grinned, “Not for breaking your leg, don’t get me wrong.”

They all chuckled, Danny desperately, and Georgina said, “Let’s go, Danny.”

She held the door open and he hobbled out. He tried to look graceful going down the stairs, but he looked like a duck with different size legs.

“Man, you are crippled, aren’t you.”

“I’m okay,” he said, walking next to her, not looking at her. “It’s just the stairs.”

“Yeah, well, we’ll see. Hey, stop for a moment.”

He stopped. He was facing the direction they were going in. she was facing him.

“Look at me.”

He turned, and was afraid his heart was going to stop.

“Heysoos. You really are shy, aren’t you.”

He looked down and stammered.

“I noticed you never looked at me.”

“Uh…”

But he couldn’t say anything. He was speechless, his mouth so dry he couldn’t even croak.

“Damn. Well, come on.”

They got into her car, a jazzy, pink Miata. She zoomed out of the lot and picked up speed.

The top was down and her hair was loose and it flowed behind her.

Danny gulped.

She kept glancing at him as she worked her way across town.

“Man, you got it bad, don’t you.”

“I, uh…I guess.” It was probably the biggest sentence he had put together with a woman in a decade.

“You aren’t gay, are you?”

His head turned in surprise. Was that what she thought? He didn’t want anybody thinking that! “No!”

“Oh. ‘Cause if you didn’t know, I am. So I have no designs on you. You can relax.”             

His eyes blinked slowly.

She was gay?

So…he was in no danger from her anyway.

Things started shifting in his head.

He could talk to her, and she would never find out.

She was safe for him.

His heart suddenly slowed down and felt about ten times lighter.

“You…you are?”

She watched the road and smiled. “I’m so gay I’m happy.”

“But isn’t that being a lesbian?”

“Sure. I don’t differentiate. Words don’t mean a lot, you know. I’d appreciate it if you didn’t tell the guys. I get a lot of work out of them by them thinking they have a chance with me.” She laughed, and, for the first time, in the presence of a girl, he smiled.

They arrived and she offered to help him upstairs.

“I’m fine,” he responded, looking her right in the eye. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Sounds good. Bright and early.”

She squeaked the tires when she left the curb, and Danny stared after her.

Gay. Who woulda thunk! And he felt really good as he made his way up the stairs.

He had no idea what was about to happen.

They worked well together.

Georgina was a buzzsaw of a worker. She hoisted those doors onto the lift, or the trucks, and threw them into the shelves. She ran to the in basket before he could and laughed and taunted him for being so slow.

For his part he made sure he had the paperwork properly filled out, knew where he was to direct her, and on rare occasions was allowed to help her lift something.

And they did have a lot of time extra. Time in which they talked, and learned about each other. Time in which he didn’t stutter or shut down.

In fact, he liked her.

And she liked him.

Maybe it was the fact that he was a hard fish to catch, but she enjoyed his company and even asked him to go have a beer with her.

A beer with a girl. Holy bad word!

That afternoon, Danny waiting for her downstairs, Georgina was up in the office taking care of her own work. George walked in, kissed the top of her head and continued to his office. “Want to talk to you, Georgey,” he called back.

A moment later she entered his office and plopped down in the easy chair to the side of his desk.

“How’s it going in the warehouse?”

“Pretty good. He’s smart, I’m strong. Perfect combination.”

“Good. How’s your own work going.”

“Not bad. I deserve a raise, of course.”

He snorted. “And why is he lurking downstairs?”

“I’m taking him out for a beer and pizza.”

George leaned back in his chair and said not a word. His eyes said everything.

“Don’t give me that look, Pop. It’s not a date.”

“It’s not?”

“People get together, that’s all.”

“Hmm.”

“But what if it was a date?”

“As President of this company I don’t like workers dating. Relationships can get messy, and I don’t want a mess here.” He was eyeing her levelly.

“Well, as vice-president, and the only datable person in this place, I would say that that is discrimination. How would you like a law suit.”

They were speaking seriously, but not meaning serious. They often joked about such things.

“I guess I’ll have to respect your opinion in this. But…” he wagged a finger at her.

She wagged back, then stood up. “Speaking of which, I have to go.”

He waved at her and she headed downstairs to her ‘date.’

They had a good time. They drank a pitcher, argued over whether pineapples should be allowed on pizza, talked about people in the company, and…had a good time.

And Danny was starting to feel things for Georgina.

Not that he could do anything; not considering his ‘condition,’ but…he was feeling things.

Warmth. A desire to talk to her at all times. Even a thought about kissing her soft lips.

But he went home, that night and on the nights that followed, and would have masturbated. But he couldn’t.

In the back of the warehouse, to the right of the prep area, was a big room where they stacked doors. Not doors to be sold, but rejects, doors out of fashion that might come back in fashion, or somehow be repurposed.

It was dark in that room. Doors stacked and leaned everywhere. The lights should have been replaced, the windows, so high up, should have been cleaned.

In the warehouse Danny turned to Georgina. “We don’t need to order this door. It’s in the reject room. I put it there a couple of weeks ago.

“Let’s go get it,” she smiled, and they headed back towards the reject room.

Danny was walking without a limp these days, and Georgina was going to be returning to her regular duties soon. It was not something Danny looked forward to.

They went down a corridor between shelves and a wall and entered the room.

“Where?” Georgina asked.

Danny moved across the room. “Back here.”

He walked beside a row of leaning doors. He had trod this path many times, and just in the last month. There was no danger.

Except that Ace had gotten a few doors out of the leaning stacks, and put one there.

On the side of that one door a sharp piece of metal protruded. The door should have been thrown away, but waste not want not, and it stood, and the sharp bit of metal was sticking out.

Danny felt it ripped through his pants and into his thigh.

“Fuck!” he yelped, falling to the floor. Blood poured out onto the sawdust.

“What?”

“Stay back,” he moaned. He pointed at the door that had gouged him. “There’s a piece of metal—“

Georgina figured it out quickly. She picked up a piece of wood and slammed the metal and bent it back, then she crouched over Danny.

“Oh, damn! You’re bleeding.”

“Tell me about it,” he groaned.

As far as wounds went, it was serious. Not life threatening, but looking life threatening.

Georgina yelled for help, then knelt next to him.

I’ve got to get these pants off.”

“No!”

“Shut up!”

She pulled at the buckle, then the zipper.

Danny tried to push her away, but she persisted, and she was a strong girl.

“What’s wrong with you!” I have to see this wound! I have to—“ she froze.

Danny was wearing panties.

Nothing fancy. No ribbons and bows. Just white panties.

She gasped, and looked at him.

He was crushed. He had to leave. He had suffered that embarrassment that had pursued him through his entire life.

But it was worse than just panties.

A glance told her.

In spite of the blood soaking the floor, in spite of his wound, she saw that his panties weren’t filled. He had no package.

Her hand went out in spite of herself, and she felt his…’mons.’

Flat.

“Where’s your…?”

Tears trickled out of his eyes.

As vice-president of the company, and Danny’s only real friend, she accompanied him to the hospital.

She sat in the room with him, pretended she was a relation—she thought sister, the doctor thought wife—and he was too shamed to say anything.

“Not bad,” the doctor said cheerfully. “Looks worse than it is.”

He had to take Danny’s panties off, which he did without comment or even a look.

And he said nothing about Danny’s sexual condition.

He sewed the gash up neatly, put a bandage over the area, and said. “Don’t wear anything for a few days. Just let it air out. I would say by next Monday you can go to work.”

“Thanks,” Danny mumbled.

The doctor patted his shoulder. “Just stick around for a moment. The nurse will bring you a gown you can wear. I mean it…I don’t want anything rubbing on those stitches. Okay?”

“Don’t worry, doc,” Georgina said.

The doctor smiled and left, and Georgina and Danny were alone.

In sewing up the wound, in removing the panties, Danny was revealed as having almost no dick.

A very few people are born with something called a micropenis. It is a penis that is less than 3.67 inches long. When lightly stretched.

Danny’s penis was maybe an inch long. If that. It was almost all glans, all head, no shaft.

He had seen, from the beginning, how small he was. He had no package, his balls being non-existent. So he just wore panties because they were more comfortable. No kink or anything, just comfort. No pouch needed.

It actually looked like a fat clitoris more than a penis.

Except that he had no slit. Just…the head of a tiny dick.

Danny was crushed. Shamed. humiliated. His greatest secret, known only by his mother and father, was exposed.

He looked at the floor. “Now you know.”

“I know what?”

“I’m not a man. I can never be a man. I can never have children. Hell, I can’t even jack off.”

For a long moment Georgina was silent. Then she said, “So?”

Danny’s head rose up slightly and he glimpsed her.

“You’re a human being.”

And that was all she cared about.

“We haven't screwed, never tried, and we get along. So what?”

“But…” he murmured.

“At that moment the doctor returned to the room. “This is Nurse Johnson. She’ll—“

“Doc?”

Interrupted, he stopped talking.

“Is there any cure for Danny’s penis? Can you make it bigger?”

The doctor turned and asked the nurse to wait for a minute. He closed the door and sat down.

“I assumed you had already consulted doctors about your condition,” he said to Danny.

Danny, miserable, shook his head.

“Okay. Excuse me for not addressing the situation. Danny, there are hormone therapies that might help. Before I offer any real solid opinion I’m going to want to do a full work up on you. We can do it now, while you’re here, or we can make an appointment.

“Now,” blurted Georgina.

Danny looked at her.

She spoke almost defiantly, “We’re here.”

Danny’s mind was partially shut down. The mortification of finally being revealed, he didn’t know what to say.

The doctor, assuming Georgina was his wife, said, “Okay, let’s start with drawing some blood. then I’m going to want to…” he continued with a litany of tests and procedures.

Georgia drove Danny back to his apartment. He was silent the whole way, as was she. When he got out of the car however, he murmured thanks and started up the steps, and she followed him.

He heard her, turned and looked at her.

“Come on, bozo. You’re blocking traffic.”

“Where are you going?”

“Hello? Do you see me walking up the steps to your apartment?”

“What for?”

He was vacant, his mind was empty, his emotions were a mix of confusions.

“So we can talk. Now get moving.”

She pushed him, and he had no choice. He was awkward in his leg brace, his bandage was itching, and he took the final steps.

He turned and looked at her, then turned and opened the door and walked in.

She followed him. She stopped in the middle of the room and looked around. “Not bad.”

He had the obligatory ‘furnished apartment’ furniture, supplemented by his own nick nacks.

A sound system and a lot of books. A TV, medium sized. A foyer closet with jackets. A bedroom which held who knew what.

She glanced at one of the books. It was ‘The Sissy Ride,’ by somebody named Grace Mansfield.

He watched her, sitting on the couch, tired, defeated, and she moved into the kitchen.

“You have anything to eat?”

He shook his head, which she didn’t hear, and she searched through the fridge and the cupboards.

There were leftovers, TV dinners, a collection of crusty condiments, hot dogs without buns, and a few other things. but nothing that really worked as sustenance.

She took out her cell phone and called UberEats. She ordered a couple of meals from Panda Express, and hung up. Then she went to the door and left it ajar.

He summoned up the courage to speak to her. “What do you want.”

She sauntered back into the living room and pulled a kitchen chair into the living room. She faced it towards Danny on the couch and plopped herself down.

“So that’s why you’re so shy. I’ll bet you’ve never had a girl friend. And if you can’t even jack off…you must be so fucking horny.”

He looked down and didn’t speak.

“Now, I am the only person in the world that knows you are the proud possessor of a micropenis, and I promise on the heads of any children I might have…I will never reveal your secret. Oh, yeah. I looked at your resume. You change jobs every year. People like you, I called a few of your bosses, but you leave. You never have a girlfriend, you just move. I wondered why, and now I know. And now I’m telling you…” she glared at him intently to deliver her message, “you will NOT quit this job and run away.”

He had listened to her speech. His eyes were resentful. He wanted to leave, and now, in addition to the other things that kept him from quitting, she was adding another.

“Who are you to tell me how to live my life?”

“Somebody who cares.”

That phrase, ‘somebody who cares,’ passed through him like a lance.

He had been immune to caring relationships his whole life. He was ashamed, felt like less than a man, and he avoided anybody who tried to get close.

Now he was stuck. He couldn’t move. She wouldn't let him. His face was red with shame and he didn’t know what to say.

“Listen, Bozo. That doctor said hormones might help you. And even if they don’t…so what? Are you going to feel sorry for yourself your whole life?”

She moved closer, reached out and took his hands in hers. It was like holding a towels. Limp, dangling hands. No response in them.

“So. I’ll handle the insurance, not even Pop has to know. If there is no solution, then we’ll take it from there. But we’ll at least try.”

At that moment there was a knock on the door and Uber eats let the door swing back slowly.

“Right here,” said Georgina cheerfully.

She directed the Uber guy to the coffee table between her and Danny. “I put a good tip on the credit card, so thanks and have a good night.”

The Uber man smiled, mumbled his thanks, and was gone.

She got up and locked the door, then she returned to the table and took the food out of the bags. She went to the kitchen and got a couple of glasses and poured Coke into them.

“I got you orange chicken and Beijing beef, and there’s some rolls.”

She handed him a carton and she took one. When he opened the carton, and was assailed by the delicious aroma, she popped an egg roll into the lid to hold it down.

They ate. Her with gusto. Him with thoughtful movements.

She ignored him part of the time, shoving noodles into her mouth and cutting them off with sharp incisors.

She smiled up at him a few times, poured him more Coke, and…he said: “Why are you doing this.”

She slowed down her ingestion of food and looked into an undefinable distance. “Why am I doing this? Hmm. Could it be that I care about my fellow man? Could it be that out of all the idiots who work for the door factory you’re the first one to share my real interests? Or maybe I just feel sorry for you. You certainly are a sorry enough person.”

She was joking on the last one, and he knew it. He couldn’t even get angry at her insults.

“But you’re a lesbian. how can you care about a guy.”

For a long moment she froze, stared at him, a chunk of orange chicken on her fork. then she said: “You idiot. Did you really believe me?”

“But…you…”

“I said that to put you at ease. Back then I figured you might really be gay, and that was the best way.

If he was reserved before, it was now like he had lost his mouth.

She wasn’t gay. Or a lesbian, or whatever.

She was laughing at him now. And suddenly she put down her fork. She reached across the table and made him put his fork down. She grabbed the front of his hospital robe. She pulled him so he leaned across the coffee table at her.

“Here I am, falling for a guy who can’t even fuck me. It’s not what’s wrong with you…it’s what’s wrong with me.”

She pulled him very gently and he leaned closer to her. He dropped his hands to the top of the coffee table so he wouldn’t fall, and she kept pulling.

Their lips came closer and closer.

She held him for a moment. Then she touched her lips to his.

His eyes were wide open, he was scared, his penis was stiffer than it had ever been.

Her lips were delicious. They tasted slightly of lipstick and orange spices. Her eyes were closed and she took her time.

She let him back up and opened her eyes and smiled. “You’re inexperienced…you’ve got a lot to learn. But that’s okay. I’ll teach you. Now come here…”

She pulled him across the table again.


Part Two

“I’ve got news…and I’ve got news.” the doctor entered the room, greeted Danny and Georgina, and settled down into the swivel behind his desk. He was carrying  bulky book and a thick folder with Danny’s name on it. It had once been a thin folder.

“First, you want the news…or the news?”

He was smiling thinly, but hiding a bit of excitement.

“I guess we’ll settle for the news,” Georgina said.

“Okay. The news is that you don’t have a micropenis.”

“I…what?”

“He doesn’t?”

“Nope. Have you ever heard of something called ‘intersex?’

They stared at him blankly.

“The official term is hermaphroditism. It is when a person is born with both male and female sexual apparatus. There are a variety of conditions that apply to this. People have different percentages of male and female, the sexual apparatus may take on different looks. I grabbed a book that explains this in complete detail.” He patted the thick book he had brought in with the folder. “But the point is that you were actually born with traits of both sexes.”

“Does this really happen?” Georgina was bewildered.

“It happens less than two per cent of the time, that people have mixed characteristics. People like Danny happen less than half a per cent of the time.”

“But…what do I do?” Danny oddly, was not shattered by the news. In fact, he felt strangely energized. He had been thinking he was a man his whole life, and apparently he did have some male characteristics, but…

“What our tests have revealed, Danny, is that your testicles are actual ovaries, inside you, and for whatever reason your vagina was covered. Flesh just grew over it.”

“I have a…a…”

“Pussy?” blurted Georgina.

“The doctor tilted and nodded his head at the same time. “Bingo. And it will take an extremely simple operation for us to expose your vagina. On X-ray it looks entirely functional. So…”

Georgina was stunned. Her mouth was open. Her head and shoulder were slumped.

Danny just started crying.

They went back to Danny’s apartment with a mix of emotions. Danny was elated, but scared. He had been considered a man all his life. Now, with a twist of the knife and a simple treatment of hormones, he would not be. He would be…a woman.

As a man he was always soft looking, a little bit weaker than other guys, and soft spoken. And he had always thought he was lacking.

But as a woman he was supposed to be physically weaker, and the doctor had said the hormones would alter certain characteristics.

He would have softer skin, the fat in his face would redistribute. His lips would grow fuller, plumper, and his hair would be longer.

WTF?

Georgina was silent, but bursting with thoughts.

She liked him. She had said she was a lesbian to calm him down, to get to the truth of him, but now that the truth was out…and then she had admitted she was not a lesbian, but she still felt deeply for him!

She glanced at him, imagined him as a woman. His pores would probably get smaller, his face smoother. She would have to pluck his eyebrows, teach him about clothes and make up, and…and what would her father think?

Her father had always accepted that she was a bit of a tomboy, but…how would he react to first finding out that Danny was a girl, and that she loved him.

Loved him.

She had gone out with boys and found the experience less than thrilling.

Oh, she liked boys well enough, and she had had sex, but something had always been lacking.

Now she was feeling flush, excited in a way she had never imagined.

“What are you thinking?” asked Danny.

“I’m thinking we should go up and have a drink and discuss everything.”

They pulled up in front of Danny’s apartment and walked up the steps.

Georgina grabbed his hand and pulled.

She had taken his hand before, but now it meant more. It wasn’t just a girl pulling a man along reluctantly, it was a woman holding hands with…a woman.

They entered the apartment and Danny headed straight for the liquor cabinet.

“All I’ve got is Old Granddad, is that okay?”

“Long as you cut it with Coke. I’ve never been that big a drinker.”

He took down the bottle and began mixing drinks. “Funny, I always thought I couldn’t hold my liquor, but it turns out that my body is a little less suited for hard drinking.

He handed her a drink and sat down next to her on the couch. They both sipped, and sighed, then Georgina turned to him.

“Okay. I’ve seen what you thought was a dick, but that was in dire circumstances, and then the doctor’s office. I want to see what you’ve got for real now.”

Danny was frozen. “You want to…see me.”

She was sitting with her legs crossed under her, sideways on the couch. “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”

“But…”

“That’s a lifetime of denying yourself. I don’t know where we’re going with this, but I have feelings for you, and I want to see what I’m getting into.”

Danny was silent.

“Don’t make me beat you up,” she laughed.

“I’m just…it…” he put his drink down and stood up. He took down his pants and was revealed in just panties. The panties were smooth, no pouch, no bulge. There was a little, tiny poke where his clitoris, always stiff, pressed against the material.

Georgina was holding her breath. Then she blurted, “Let me.” She reached up and took hold of the sides of his panties. She slowly pulled them down.

The material was sticky, then sort of rolled, and his apparatus came into view.

His skin was smooth, a bit hairy, and then his clitoris, what he had thought was his penis, was revealed.

It was just like a penis head, a glans, but smaller. It was shiny and moist. Danny was apparently hot.

“I don’t really understand how this works,” whispered Georgina. “Do you pee through the clitoris?”

“I pee from this little opening under it.”

“And that’s what the doctor is going to open up.”

“And my clitoris is going to change a bit. It’s been malformed and it’s going to…blossom.”

“Amazing.”

Georgina was examining Danny closely. “Can I touch it?”

“I guess.”

Georgina put her hand up and extended a finger. She touched the clitoris and Danny shivered.

“What?”

“Nobody’s ever touched me there.”

“Nobody? Ever?”

He shook his head. “I don’t even touch myself. Not if I can help it.”

Georgina stared at him. then: “You are the best example of a virgin I have ever seen. So you’ve never had sex, never been with a boy, uh…girl, and…do you get horny?”

“Oh, God!” Danny blurted, and tears squeezed out of his eyes.

“The doctor said you’re going to be normal down there, that you’ll be able to have a normal sexual life.”

“But a sexual girl life.”

“Is that scary?”

Danny nodded and gulped. “I always thought I was too short to screw anybody. Now I find out it’s me that has to be screwed. To have somebody’s penis in me. It’s…I don’t know how to handle it.

Danny was on edge now. Close to tears.

Georgina stood up and hugged him. She just held him and he started to sob. “I don’t know what to do! It’s all changing! I don’t know who I am!”

He cried for a while, but, as tears are apt to do, he dried up. He sat down, his pants around his ankles, and reached for his glass. He sucked that whiskey down like he was pouring a bottle directly down his throat. The liquor disappeared in a moment.

Georgina giggled, and Danny smiled wanly.

“Thanks,” he said.

“Nada.”

She sat down next to him. Close to him. And suddenly the whole situation changed.

They were too close. They were intimate close. Georgina wanted something.

“You’re not a lesbian,” said Danny. He was giving little shivers.

“I’ll learn,” she said, and she kept moving closer to him.

He backed up a little, but she had the advantage. He was at the end of the couch and there simply was no place left to go.

She pressed his hands down.

He stared at her face becoming larger, looming, taking up his whole vision.

She touched her lips to his. She was gentle at first, little pecks and nibbles, but she picked up speed.

Danny felt her lips with his own, and it felt so good and warm.

Then she had him half bent over the arm of the couch, and she was holding him and burning his lips with her own.

At first he was open-eyed, but she told him, “Close your eyes.”

He did, and he very slowly started kissing back.

It was easy. It was fun. He explored her mouth with his own.

Long minutes passed and the heat built.

Finally, they parted, and they were gasping and staring at each other like they were the second coming.

“What do we do now?” asked Danny.

“I can try to get you off,” Georgina replied.

“Can you do that?”

“I can try. I’ve never made love to a woman,” which sounded so amazing for Danny to hear, “and you’ve only got a clitoris, but…we can try.”

Georgina had avoided touching Danny’s groin. She was aware that simply kissing was dangerously overwhelming, but now she placed her hand on his mons and just kept it there.

They stared at each other, him gasping, eyes wide, scared.

Her waiting.

Slowly, his heart slowed down, was still beating fast, but no longer in danger of bursting out the front of his chest.

She kissed him, and this time it was even more intense, if that is possible.

Then she slid down his body. She kissed his nipples, spent a long time just sucking on them. They were big, bigger than a normal man’s, and he had always been ashamed. But now he knew they were bigger for a specific reason, a female reason, and the shock of pleasure began to rise through him.

His clitoris, what he thought was a penis, was stiff, and her hand brushed against it.

Then she was down to mouth level and she took it in.

Danny almost swooned.

Then he was laying back, her hands cupping his buns and lifting his sex to her, and she had everything in her mouth.

He was engulfed, and she slid her tongue over his clitoris, sucked, batted, and one finger was close to his anus.

She let that hand slide over a bit and she touched his rectum.

He jumped, but was no longer in danger of flight.

It felt good.

He lost himself in the motions of her mouth, in the proddings of of her pinkie, and, suddenly, after a lifetime of horniness, he felt it start.

What he had always been denied.

What he had wished for and never experienced.

He couldn’t even masturbate, but now he knew why.

Then he was scared, and fighting the whelming sensation, but it did no good.

Something was going to break inside him. Something was going to come undone and take him to the stars.

His arms were akimbo, moving, and he was crying out, protesting, afraid, and the wave broke.

Golden sex washed over him. His whole body arched in pleasure. He couldn’t think, he couldn’t talk, all he could do was make strange sounds, gurgling sounds, and live through the end of the world.

He started taking hormones. While he had a goodly amount of testosterone in his system, it was easily overbalanced by estrogen supplements, and his body started changing. Fast.

He had to wait a month for the operation, but by the time a month had passed his natural hormonal state was more balanced, and he was growing breasts.

Real breasts!

Not big, huge humpers, just dainty, little mounds. But they were real, and they were sensitive, and his nipples started standing up and they were bigger.

He had always had large nipples for a male, but now…now they were huge!

And sensitive!

Georgina often sucked on them, and it felt like the Fourth of July was happening inside his chest. Sparks flew, they flew so hard he became dizzy and had a hard time even thinking.

The rest of his body was changing, too. His hips were getting rounder and he was learning to walk differently. Everything was feeling different.

It was his face, however, that was changing the most. His lips were larger, rounder, softer. His skin was softer, and his pores seemed…smoother.

Even his eyes became more sparkly.

And Georgina brought over make up and clothes.

“Are you serious?” asked Danny nervously, biting his fuller, lower lip.

Georgina was holding short shorts and a sleeveless pullover. Satin and shiny. The material cut for breasts.

“Absolutely,” responded Georgina. “You’ll probably want to wear jeans and stuff for work, but half the fun of being a girl is wearing lingerie and girl clothes and…” she hesitated.

“What?”

“Make up.”

“Make up.” Danny breathed. He was going to wear make up. He had never thought about it, but, of course. If he was a girl he was going to have to learn all this stuff.

“And we have to do it tonight because this is our last chance to play. Your operation is tomorrow.”

For a moment everything was grim, then it wasn’t. After all, this had to be.

So Georgina helped Danny into panties and a bra. They kissed mightily, and Georgina cupped Danny’s mons and jiggled her hand up and down.

Danny giggled and protested. “Stop that!”

“Okay.”

“No! Don’t stop!”

“Ha!” And Georgina went to work.

After a half hour of making out, Georgina helped Danny into the short shorts and the sleeveless.

Danny looked at himself in the mirror. “This is amazing.”

The short shorts were a pink color and the sleeveless was red. The short shorts fit Danny better than male clothes had ever fit him. The sleeveless revealed that he was growing mounds.

Georgina was standing back while Danny looked at himself in the mirror. She pondered, then blurted, “You’ve been shaving your legs!”

Danny turned red. “Well, I thought, it’s something girls do, and the hair was…hairy.”

Georgina laughed. “Don’t worry. You did right. Now sit down and let’s start teaching you about make up.

Georgina taught Danny about cleansing pores, primer, and all the other things that go into making a face into a canvas.

Danny stared in wonder, made a mess when he was allowed, and watched in amazement as Georgina colored his eyes, and, finally, his lips.

“Good thing you always wear your hair long,” Georgina smiled as she coiffed Danny’s hair. She trimmed, coiled, used bobby pins, and showed Danny a few ways to fix his hair.

“You make it look so easy,” Danny said at one point. “I can’t even put on lipstick right.”

“You’ll get it. Remember, I’ve been doing this all my life. When my mother was alive she lived to play make up with me.”

“And now you’re teaching me.”

“Yep,” Georgina confirmed.

Danny was in a mood. “Thank you,” and his eyes teared up.

Georgina quickly blotted. “Control those hormones, girl friend. You’ll ruin your make up.”

But about an hour later he ruined his make up, anyway, when they made love.

He woke up.

The room was white and he could hear hospital sounds.

Georgina was sitting next to him, her head down as she rested, for she had been exhausted with anticipation and nervousness.

Danny was fine. More than fine. He was drugged and feeling no pain.

“Hey?”

Georgina’s head jerked up, she focused and smiled, and they hugged.

The operation went off without a hitch, and he spent a week in the hospital, a week during which countless doctors poked and prodded and were surprisingly respectful.

After the week he was out of the bulky bandages and only had some easily hidden bandages over his sex. He also had directions on how to watch for infection, how to change bandages, and to avoid any kind of activity for a month, then to avoid strenuous activity for another month.

Feeling a bit sore when he walked, still showing traces of bruises form the operation, Danny was fine with that.

Georgina came over every single day after the operation. She even took off from work, and she kept clothes in Danny’s apartment. She often spent the night, and the two girl snuggled in bed and slept horny.

Georgina had no recourse to a penis, and Danny wasn’t feeling spry enough to service her. But she did wonder. “How do you stand it? Aren’t you horny?”

“Well, confession time…” Georgina looked a bit guilty. “I’ve got a vibrator.”

“Really?”

“A vibrator is an essential girl tool. You don’t always have a man, or want one, and…it’s the only way to fly.”

“Bring it over! I want to see it.”

So she did, and Georgina had to explain all about using it.

And then Danny demanded that she demonstrate.

Oh, Lord, embarrassment and laughter, and when Georgina was done she said. “Never again.”

“How about tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

And they laughed.

They couldn’t use the vibrator, or Georgina’s mouth, on Danny. He was untouchable until fully healed. But the day he was announced as ‘good to go,’ Georgina came over with a grin, and something in her pants.

She walked up the steps, entered the apartment, and grinned.

“What?” Danny was eating cereal at the kitchen table.

Georgina was wearing jeans and a flannel shirt. She had bound her rather sizable breasts and they were only bulges in her shirt.

She unbuckled, unzipped, and a big dick flopped out.

Danny gaped. “What?”

“Bend over, honey, I think I love you!”

Danny stood up and came to her, staring at the big dingus poking out from her pants.

“It’s a strap on, and I got it just for you. when you’re ready, of course.”

Danny knelt and examined it closely. It was big and black with veins that spiraled, in a meandering fashion, down the shaft. The balls were huge.

“Can I…?”

“Feel them? Of course!”

He felt the balls first. they were big sacks that felt squooshy to the touch. He circled his hands around them. “And this is what balls really feel like?”

“Oh, my gosh! I forgot! You’ve never touched a man’s package! Yes. I got them very lifelike. I figured you’d like the feel of real stuff over hard metal or glass, or some weird latex stuff.”

He felt the shaft, marveled at the raised veins. “And I’ll be able to feel these veins?”

“Would you like to find out?”

His eyes were wide as he looked up and nodded.

“Then suck my dick and let’s get started.”

He was curious and didn’t have to be asked twice. His head moved forward, his lips opened, his tongue touched the head.

“That’s it. Come on.”

He moved his mouth down the shaft, and quickly gagged.

Georgina laughed. “I threw up the first time I did that. But it gets better.”

“It does?”

“Oh, yeah. You’ll be able to deep throat and even swallow. With a little practice, that is.”

He closed his mouth over the head and started moving back along the shaft. Again, the gagging, but as he practiced he found it did get easier. Then he had a thought.

“But you won’t cum in my mouth.”

“Nope.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“Depends. But maybe someday, if you feel like it, we can get somebody with a real dick to volunteer his services for you.

Danny wasn’t sure about that. He was pretty knew to all this stuff. But in the moment he sucked, and he squeezed the big sacks, then Georgina reached down and brought him to his feet.

“Honey, I know you’re getting off on it, but it gets better.”

They kissed, passionately, and Danny was surprised to find that sucking cock had changed the way he was kissing.

They entered the bedroom and Georgina slowly undressed him.

“Let’s see,” she said.

He laid back and spread his legs and Georgina got down and looked.

“It’s a snatch,” breathed Georgina. “I’m going to touch it.”

Danny gasped and wiggled his hips. He didn’t know if he was wiggling away or towards.

Georgina had barely touched the labia, but she dug in deeper and traced the lips up to where the clitoris stood up.

“Your clit looks bigger, but it’s tilted differently.

“I feel it differently now, too.”

Georgina put her head forward and kissed Danny’s clit. She took the little point in her mouth and sucked.

Danny trembled with the sensation.

“Okay. Let me put some vaseline on my dick. the doctor said you’ll be making your own lube, but it might take a while for your pussy to figure it out and start doing the right thing at the right time.”

Danny lay on his back and watched between his legs and Georgina lubed her strap on dildo. Then she leaned forward, put her hands on each side of him, looked down to make sure she was putting the dildo in the right place, and pushed.

Danny cried out. He felt the entire head of the big cock enter him, and it felt…good. But…strange.

He realized: she’s inside me!

And she was, but she wasn’t going anywhere. For a short while Danny gulped and gasped and took deep breaths, then asked, “What are you doing?”

“Waiting for you to relax.”

“I’m as relaxed as I’m going to be.”

“Then I should get busy.” Georgina pushed an inch in.

He tightened up, pushed back, but Georgina just stopped and waited.

“I was a virgin once, so I know what to do.”

“Oh, man. Heysoos. Fuck.” Danny gasped out, trying to make himself relax. He said, “I’m not going to be a virgin any longer.”

“Nope.”

“In fact, you’re fucked.”

Georgina put the twist on the phrase, gave it the secondary meaning of ‘you’re all messed up,’ and the two began to laugh.

Then they started repeating the phrase.

“I’m truly fucked.”

“You’re really fucked.”

“Am I fucked up or fucked down?”

“You’re so fucked you don’t even know.”

And they laughed, and suddenly Georgina was another inch in.

And now, because he was laughing, Danny started enjoying it, and not tensing up.

Another inch.

Another.

And, finally, Georgina was all the way in.

They lay, Georgina on top, and looked at each other.

“I’m fucked,” whispered Danny, lovingly, and they began to kiss.

And move.

And the act of fucking, which Danny had never partaken of, proved to be easier than he had thought.

In fact, when it was his turn to wear the dildo he found that the male half of fucking was harder than the female half.

But that was okay, he was willing to learn.


Epilogue

Danny, now Danielle, returned to work. He was a she, and she had no metal contraption on her knee, no stitches on her thigh, and a well used vagina in her pants and panties.

George was no problem. Georgina had been keeping him in the loop, and he was glad to support everything.

The other workers had been told, and they were a mix of emotions.

Some of them were fine, some were confused, and some were…opposed.

But they did their work, George or Georgina gave them a talking to if  there was any grumbling, and Danielle was free to do her work.

Normally she wore work jeans and flannels to work, but she always wore sexy underwear underneath.

Time passed.

Georgina eventually moved out of Danielle’s apartment, but they remained super cool friends and sometimes lovers.

“Hey, Danielle?”

Danielle turned and faced Ace, the guy who had spilled oil on the floor. He had been one of the ones most opposed to Danielle.

“Yo?”

“I was wondering…”

“Yes?”

Daniella got off the forklift and stood in front of him.

“A few of us are going out for pizza on Friday after work. We were wondering if you wanted to with us.”

Danielle smiled, and thought. Ace didn’t like her at first, but now she caught him looking at her at odd times. Was he coming around. Well, only one way to find out.

“Are you asking for the group? Or is this for you?”

Ace turned a bright red and stammered, “Uh, well…”

“It’s okay, Danielle grinned. “I’d love to go out. Is it really the guys? Or just you and me?”

If she thought Ace was red faced before…sheesh!

“Uh…it’s uh…”

“That’s okay. I’d love to.”

Ace had a very sheepish but proud grin on his face when he turned away.

Later, Danielle told Georgina what had happened.

Georgina laughed. “He’s a goof, but maybe you’ll finally find out what a real prick feels like.”

Danielle nodded and smiled. “Maybe.” Then, “I hope so.”

And both girls giggled.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


I Feminized a Reporter

A tale of first time feminization

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“You’re really going to do this?”

“I’ve got to.”

“But…why? We won’t be able to be intimate for months! What am I supposed to do?”

“Enjoy the fame of my first pulitzer prize.”

I stared at Keith, and was totally flabbergasted.

Keith was my boy friend of 5 years. Kind, considerate, handsome. Not unusually tall or big, except in the bedroom. But now he was going to throw all that aside.

I leaned over to him, we were sitting on the patio, looking out over the city, and studied his face.

Brown hair, oval face, olive skin. His nose was just right, his eyes were brown, and his eyebrows were a bit thick.

“You know you’re not going to be a man for 3 months.”

“But I will be a man again.”

“You’re taking a big chance! What if something goes wrong?”

“I’m willing to take the chance.”

I stood up, was extremely agitated, and went into the apartment to make us more drinks. A lot more. He followed me in.

“Eva,” he said, as I poured first bourbon, then Coke, into two glasses. “This is important.”

“I imagine losing your manhood would be.”

“So what about the thousands of men who face this in the criminal courts every day?”

“So you’re going to advocate for a bunch of criminals?”

“Is it cruel and unusual punishment? Should the state be allowed to chemically castrate men?”

“They opt for it.”

“They are black mailed into it for less time in prison.”

I handed him his glass, and we stood facing each other.  “So you want to give up this,” I hefted one of my sizable breasts, “For a stupid article.”

“This stupid article will make me famous.”

“The Bruce Jenner, pardon me, Kaitlyn Jenner, of the journalistic set. What will your peers say?”

“They’ll be jealous.”

“They’ll laugh at the castrato who was once a man.”

“A castrato is a singer. I think you mean eunuch.”

“Okay. Eunuch.”

I took the glass out of his hand and put it on the counter. I put my glass down. I touched my lips to his, taking my time and letting the lust build. I groped his pants, felt his growing penis. I broke the kiss and stared into his eyes as I unzipped him and pulled him out. He was hard. His balls were tight. I slithered down his body and took him in my mouth. I tongued him and palpated his testicles and he groaned.

I stopped and stood up, left him hanging. “You’re giving up that.”

“Only for a while.”

“You hope.”

He sighed. “I can see you aren’t going to understand this.”

“I can see I’m not.”

“Look. There are thousands of men who undergo this. I need to find out if this is truly unconstitutional. You’ve seen some of my correspondence. You’ve read the letters. Somebody is going to have to go on the chopping block and find out the truth of this.”

“Chopping block. Nice.”

“You know what I mean!”

“I know you’re an idiot. I am opposed, and I am angry that you would risk yourself like this, and I am not going to fuck you if you are going to…if you are…” I started to cry.

“Come on, babe,” he put his arms around me, patted my hair. I could feel his hard dick still sticking out down below.

Suddenly I was pissed all over. I pushed him away. “No! If you do this…I am not going to treat you like a man! If you’re going to get your manhood chemically castrated then I will not treat you like a man!”

I stormed out of the room and treated him to the sound of our bedroom door slamming.

His appointment, to get the shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate, was nine o’clock in one week. I had one week to get him to change his mind.

I sat on the bed and pouted. One week. What could I do or say to make him give up this crazy idea?

And it hit me. I had studied a bit of psychology, I knew about sexual practices, and there might be one way I could…I smiled. I stood up and walked back into the kitchen.

Keith was leaning against the counter, his drink in his hand. A morose expression on his face. He looked up at me, his eyes expressing a bit of hope.

He wanted me to change my mind. But he was the one who had to change his mind.

I went to him, took his drink and put it down. I held his hands and gazed into his hopeful eyes.

“Okay, Keith. You can do this, but there’s a big condition.”

“Sure,” he agreed too easily.

“If you are not going to be a man, then I can’t be expected to treat you like a man.”

He tilted his head. I had made remarks like this, but now it was obvious that I had some sort of idea in mind.

“So from here on out you have to do what I say. You’re not the man, you’re not in charge…I am. “

He frowned.

“Furthermore, do you know what eunuchs did? Back in the day?”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“They were servants. They waited on the women. They were trusted in the emperor’s service because they wouldn’t take advantage of the women. So you will be my servant and you will wait on me hand and foot.”

“But I don’t—“

“If you don’t agree to this, then I want you out of here tonight. But if you do this for a week, and you still feel like being a second class citizen, then I will stand by your side. You can get the shot, and I will suffer through this disastrous idea of yours.”

“But I have to do what you say for a week. What are you going to tell me to do?”

“I am going to have you prance around and wear dresses and wait on me hand and foot. I am going to show you that you don’t really want to go there.”

Then I had a thought.

“Or maybe you do? Maybe you actually want this because…you’re that kind of a guy.”

He snorted. “I am NOT that kind of a guy, so…you’re on.”

“Okay.”

“Okay.”

We glared defiantly at each other.

And that’s how it began.

I didn’t do anything that night. It was late, I was tired, but I wanted to look around on the net and get some ideas. After all, I knew about such stuff, but there is a big difference in knowing ‘about,’ and really ‘knowing.’

So I spent an hour perusing eunuchs and castration, and there really wasn’t much. There was a lot of stuff about women liking their man without the testosterone. Apparently men become more docile, but they also have more emotions. Huh. Maybe docile like he wouldn’t get himself castrated? Except that he would have to get castrated before he would become docile enough to not get castrated. Catch 22. And emotions? That might be interesting.

Women are emotional, and people usually blame it on hormones. I’m not excessively emotional, but I understand the hormone argument. But I wondered what it would be like if Keith was all blubbery and whiney.

I chuckled.

“What’s so funny?” Keith looked up from the latest Grace Mansfield novel. A silly bit of stuff called ‘Womanland.’

“Nothing,” I responded.

There must have been something in my tone, because he looked like he wanted to ask me further, but didn’t.

I had a sneaking suspicion he was trying to come to grips with having to follow my every order.

From reading about men who gave up their manhood because they wanted to lessen their punishment for various crimes, I found a surprising amount of material on men who actually just wanted to be slaves.

Wanted to be slaves?

That was something. Who would want to be a second class citizen?

I always considered myself a first class citizen. I wasn’t a fire breathing feminist, but I held my own and made sure nobody walked on me.

I could NOT imagine giving up my autonomy. It was an alien concept that I found difficult to wrap my head around.

I looked at Keith. He didn’t notice me staring at him, he was deeply into the book. I had always thought Keith was pretty strong. He was a hard charger as a journalist, he was willing to follow a story through thick and thin.

But he had never proposed changing his body for a story. That was a bit more drastic.

So…why?

Tell the truth, I didn’t totally believe his reasons. He was not a Social Justice Warrior. He was more interested in the story than the good fight.

Was there something here I was missing?

Or was I just missing something in myself because I couldn’t understand a man giving up his self rule? Not for no reason no how.

I turned back to my research, thoughts that refused to manifest  boiling in the back of my mind.

Men who gave up their manhood for women. And, then, of course, I found tons of stuff on shemales, transvestites, and…men who liked their partner to wear a strap on.

I must have grunted, because Keith again asked me, “What?”

I looked right at him. “Have you ever considered anal sex?”

He grinned, “Right now?”

“For you. Not me.”

He blinked and his face went cold. “Get serious.”

But there was something in me that WAS serious. I wanted to understand his…his fetish.

Is castration a fetish?

Hmmm. A little bit serious to be a fetish.

“Ready to go to bed?”

“Yes, I am.” I shut down my computer and stood up. “I am ready for the hottest sex I have had in ages. I am ready to cum my brains out.”

Keith slapped his book shut and stood up with a grin.

“You, however, are sleeping out here.”

“What?” he spoke in a tone of voice that was almost a squeak.

“A man without a dick can’t satisfy a woman who needs one.”

Oh, the look on his face.

“Well, uh…” coming to grips with his situation, “Can. I watch.”

I put a haughty look on my face. “Slave boy wants to get a secret thrill by observing his mistress having sex?”

There was a guilty look on his face, made me wonder about his hidden kinks. If there was something sexually perverse behind Keith’s proposed castration, it was hidden in the gleam of his eye.

I grunted. “Well,” I thought about the things I had read. I decided, “I guess you could suck my toes before I go to sleep.”

He grinned, almost guiltily, and stood up.

“In a week you aren’t even going to have that happy boner.” I stared down at the bulge in his pants.

He opened his mouth briefly, but didn’t say anything.

I turned on my heel and strode into the bedroom.

He followed along, be it a bit subdued. I started to take off my clothes, then stopped. I went to the center of the room and held up my arms. “Undress me.”

“Oh, God. Priceless! The look on his face. He actually gulped.

He unbuttoned my blouse, I moved my arms slightly and he slipped it off my shoulders. There I stood, in a bra and pants. And, I might add, I know how to fill a bra.

He couldn’t stop staring at my boobs.

“Take off my pants.”

He stood in front of me, breathing hard, staring at my chest, and he unbuckled and unzipped me. He bent his knees and twisted slightly and did a knee bend and slid my pants down my legs. His face went right between my boobs, he almost got his chin hung up on the material between my cups.

I have great legs. Good curves, strong calves, and everything coming together at my fine ass.

My ass was right close to his face, just the other side of my pussy. And he was gasping and wondering where he should put his eyes. Looking right at my panty clad womanhood.

“While you’re down there, take off my shoes and socks.”

Now he was kneeling, and I placed one hand on his shoulder and balanced on one foot, then the other. There went the shoes.

Then one foot, then the other, he rolled my socks off, plucked them off my dainty tootsies. And I knew he was staring at my red tipped toes. He was going to be sucking those in a very short while.

“Take off my panties.”

He was lower than me. Physically, and this was having an interesting effect on my mind. It was making me higher than him…mentally and emotionally.

How weird. I didn’t expect to have any reaction to this stupid game. And I think that is where I stopped thinking of it as stupid, and started looking for hidden meanings.

He put his hands on my waistband and rolled my panties off. His nose was right in my snatch. I hadn’t showered yet, it had been a long day, I wondered how much of my ‘aroma’ he was getting.

Well, good. However much, good. He needed a good dose of pheromones to wake him up out of his stupidity.

He stood up, his chest brushing against my bra. I could feel my nipples through the material, and an actual sexual almost electrical shock went through me.

This was turning me on!

“The bra.”

“Uh. Okay.” First thing he had said, and that just barely. His mind was short circuiting.

He reached around me and I pushed him away.

“But…”

“You don’t put your arms around your mistress without an invitation. And even then you are very, very careful.”

“But how…”

Oh, Lord, his mind really was shorting out.

“Walk behind me.”

Dutifully, dumbly, he walked around and fumbled with my bra clasp.

Funny, when he had me in his arms and was taking control he could undo that clasp with one hand in a split second. Now, denied and made to act like a servant, he didn’t know how to do it. His fingers felt big and fat as they fumbled with the clasp.

I walked away from him, leaving him with a stupid look on his horny face and my bra in his hands.

“Are you going to put my clothes in the hamper or wear them?”

He got all confused and looked down and looked at the clothes, then he grabbed them and trotted into the bathroom. He came out of the bathroom and stopped. I was lying in bed, hands behind my head, watching him.

“There’s a vibrator in my bottom drawer.”

He was blinking as he opened the drawer and muttered, “I didn’t know you even had one of these.”

“Slaves don’t know anything. In fact, they know nothing.”

“But when…”

“When you don’t satisfy me. Now shut up and give me that vibrator.”

He handed me the cock shaped thing. I test fired it and smiled at the powerful buzz.

“Uh…”

I snorted at him. “Get at the bottom of the bed and suck my toes.”

He walked to the bottom of the bed.

I spread my legs, gave him a big look at paradise, and touched the vibrator to my hole.

The thing about vibrators is that while they are good for penetration, they are good for a lot more. I ran it up my labia, hit the clit, and shivered in ecstasy.

He stood there, gawking.

“Well?”

He knelt and put his hands on my feet. Big clumsy hands.

“Massage gently, kiss, work your way to the toes.”

He began to massage my foot, and it felt wonderful. And it felt extra wonderful because…because I was making him do this.

I slid the vibrator into my pussy an inch, diddled a while, searched for the hot spots. I know there is a g-spot, but sometimes it feels like my whole vagina is a hot spot.

His hands worked into the muscles, pulled on the bones, soothed the flesh.

I sighed and used my hand to squeeze my pud, then I inserted the plastic dick all the way. I could feel the vibrations working their way through my body, causing shocks of pleasure. It was like a pebble in the pond, the ripples spread to the far shores.

“Unh,” he mumbled something, but I couldn’t make it out.

“Can’t you shut up?” I snapped.

Then I was gone, plunging that big thing into myself, pulling it out, my hips writhing and twisting.

He went from kissing to sucking, and the sensation of having my toes pulled into a moist warmth was heady, to say the least.

I felt the shivers deep inside that presaged a big and good cum. I encouraged them with my wrist motion, I closed my eyes and told my body to relax, to let it happen.

He sucked, his tongue running between my toes, laving everything, and it was almost like he was sucking on my pussy, but…I hate to say it…better.

“Oh….guh…guh…shit…” The rapture of spasms hit me, everything started going haywire inside. I felt like somebody was twisting my whole uterus and slamming it on the ground. Fuck, this was going to be a big one!

“AAAAAHHHHH…YEEEES!”

I came like gangbusters. My whole body had an earthquake. My toes curled right out of his hands and my back arched until I was an upside down U on the bed.

Then I collapsed.

“Holy, fuck!” Keith whispered.

“I opened my eyes, breathing hard. So good. I asked, “How’s your dick?”

“What?”

“How’s your dick?”

“It’s…” his eyes were big. “It’s hard.”

“It won’t be next week.” I turned over to go to sleep. “Now turn off the lights and go sleep in the living room.”

“What?”

“And no jacking off.”

He stood there, staring at me, horny beyond belief, wondering what the fuck had happened. His sweet, demure, little girl friend was now a monster.

He walked to the door and I whispered, just loud enough for him to hear me, “People without dicks don’t get to masturbate.”

He turned off the light and went out to his own ‘bed.’

“Get up and get dressed,” I tossed him a bundle of clothes.

He sat up on the couch and yawned. “Man, I didn’t sleep well—what’s this?”

He was holding up the clothes I had tossed him. Bra, panties, culottes and blouse.

“Your clothes.”

“These are your clothes!”

“Not no more,” I quipped. “You don’t have the package you dress appropriately.”

“This is not about cross dressing.”

“This is about losing your sex, and everything that that entails.”

“I’m not wearing this shit!”

“Pack your things.”

He sat up straight and turned to me.

“You promised to do what I said. I am just giving you the full experience.”

“But just because I won’t have the use of my junk doesn’t mean I’m not a man.”

“Yes, it does.”

We locked in a stare.

To tell the truth, I would have backed off. I loved the dope. But…he caved.

“But I have to go to a meeting with my editor this morning!” he whined.

“Good I’m going with you.”

“But…you can’t.”

“I can. And if he doesn’t like it he can fire me.”

“He won’t fire you…he’ll fire me.”

“If he fires you for being less than a man then you don’t want to work for him.”

He blinked.

I was buttering a piece of toast, and I turned to him. “Didn’t you say it was his idea to get you to do this castration thing?”

“Well, yeah, but that doesn’t mean—“

“Then he’s going to have to see what he’s putting you through.”

“But I want to do the assignment! It’s juicy! Nobody’s ever done anything like this!”

I came around the couch and sat in a chair facing him. I chewed on my toast. I said, “I doubt many were willing. But, here’s the point. You’re arguing with me. I don’t like that. Second class citizens don’t argue with first class citizens. You’d better change your attitude, and I mean now.”

“Or what?” he challenged.

“Or tonight I am going to take a belt to your fanny.”

That was a very potent, quiet moment.

“You don’t believe in violence.”

“That’s one stroke tonight.”

“Bullshit.”

“Two.”

“I’m not wearing this stuff!”

“Three, and if you don’t…move out.”

It was interesting, and sort of hot, watching him cave. One second he is all defiant and blustery. The next second he is trying to figure out a way out of his mess.

“I—“

“Four. Stop arguing with me.”

And he stopped.

God, it felt good.

And, moment of revelation, I’m a woman. I try to be nice, but, let’s face it, hormones and all, I can be bitchy and demanding.

But having him give in, having him just follow directions, I suddenly lost that hormone-y feeling.

Could it be that I was emotionally mobile simply because I had no power? Could having the power reduce the so called ‘hormones?’

And, on top of that revelation I felt a massive wave of warmth flow through me. Every inch of me suddenly said, ‘Wow!’

I said, “Put your clothes on or it’s five.”

I started counting down the seconds. At five I was going to say ‘five,’ and offer another ultimatum.

I reached five and opened my mouth, and he blurted, “Okay!”

I felt really hot then. Like a hot flash, but a good hot flash.

Keith stood up and pulled on panties. His dick stuck out the side. It was rock hard.

“Don’t worry. Next week you won’t have that problem.”

He actually turned a little red. He put on the bra.

“We’ll have to get you some breast forms. Or maybe we could just get you some implants.Would you like that.”

“Shut up,” he whispered, totally embarrassed.

“Five,” I responded.

God, did he want to say something, but he didn’t.

He pulled up the culottes, they fit him like he would wear shorts. Showed his legs better, gave his butt a little extra flare.

“Looks good,” I complimented him.

He didn’t say anything.

He put on the blouse and it was obvious that he was wearing a bra underneath.

His hair was longish, but not that long, and it was obvious he was a man.

I smiled. “We’ve got a lot of work to do. But it’s a good start.”

He didn’t say anything.

I handed him some Mary Janes.

His eyes went super wide, but he put them on.

“Okay. Ready to go?”

“I…I…can I wear a jacket or something?”

“Oh, is it cold outside?”

I grinned. It was obvious he just wanted to cover up his bra.

“Uh, yeah.”

I nodded and he put on a jacket. We walked out of the apartment and into 90 degree weather. I kept my grin on the inside and wondered how long he would put up with this sweltering heat.

His editor’s office was in downtown LA, and we drove. Rather, I drove. One more way of emasculating him. He didn’t say much, just sat in the passenger seat and stared out the window.

“We need a convertible,” I commented, as I pulled into the parking lot. He said nothing, just looked at me. A baleful look that said nothing, and said everything.

We crossed the parking lot, endured the open mouthed stare of the valet, and entered the building.

It was cool inside, and I was almost sorry. I enjoyed seeing the sweat on his brow from wearing his jacket.

“Hi…Keith…it is Keith?”

The receptionist had a broad smile on her face. Being in LA she had seen lots of things, but Keith as a woman? That was a good one.

“We’re here to meet Randall Jones.”

“Surely. Do know the way? Or do you want me to have a man come out and show you?” She wasn’t even hiding her mirth.

“Har de har,” griped Keith.

“Six,” I said.

Stunned, he stared at me.

I turned to the receptionist, “Maybe you better have a man come out. I don’t like having him walk in front of me, and he might try that if he had to take me back.”

“Honey,” he whispered desperately.

I just looked at him, wry and withering, and he shut.

“How about if I take you back?”

“That would be wonderful. Women are so much better at this sort of stuff than men.”

“I’ll say, she said, and she stood up and led us to the door to the back.

“So how long had Keith been this way?” she asked, her name was Jessica, as she led us back through the warren of halls and stairs.

“Not long. He’s doing this for an assignment, I understand, but I sort of like him this way. Maybe I’ll keep him in skirts.”

“Good idea. He’s much better behaved this way.”

Keith walked behind us, his face now a bright red.

“One vote for feminization,” I responded. “I’ll keep a tally.”

We came to a small office in which three women were pounding on keyboards. Jessica led us to the center of the room and stated loudly. “Keith is on assignment as a woman. How many of you would like him to stay that way?”

Three hands went up, three big smiles burst out. One of them said, “Only if he promises to stop patting my bottom.”

Jessica stated loudly, “That’s four votes.”

I turned to Keith, who looked like he was trying to shrink into the rug. “You are feeling women up?”

Oh, God, he looked about an inch tall, and he blubbered, “But…but…”             

Another of the women laughed. “That’s right. He put his hands on our butt…butt…butts.”

“Seven,” I said.

“What’s seven?” asked Jessica.

“That’s how many strokes of the belt he gets tonight.”

One of the girls laughed abruptly. Another one just chuckled and kept chuckling.

Jessica: “Can we call you if he doesn’t behave himself?”

“Please do.”

“You heard her, girls. Now, let me see if Randy is ready for visitors.”

She knocked on the big door at the end fo the office, stuck her head in, then backed out and opened the door. “He’ll see you.”

We walked in, Jessica grinning big time as Keith passed her.

Randall Porto, Randy, sat behind a big desk, a phone stuck in his ear. He raised a hand in greeting and spoke into the phone,

“I don’t care what Circulation says, I want it done. Okay.” He hung up the phone and sat back to examine us.

Me, he looked at, and smiled, and was up front about staring at my up front. He raised his eyes, grinned and quirked his eyebrows, then turned to Keith.

And blinked.

He stood up, a smile twisting across his face. “Keith? Buddy? Is that you?”

“Uh, yeah,” he whispered. His face was flame on.

Randy walked around him, then turned to me. “I have a feeling you are responsible for this.”

“Of course I am. I’m a woman. I’m in charge of him.”

“Really,” he motioned to a couch on the side of the room. I sat down at one end, and he sat down at the other. Keith looked around for a chair and I said, “You can remain standing.”

Randy watched Keith for a second, then turned to me. “You want to explain this?”

“It’s simple. Keith wants to do the chemical castration article, and I don’t. I told him I would leave him, and he decided he could show me he could function as a second class citizen. It’s that simple.”

Randy nodded. Then: “Would you like a drink?”

“I’d love one.”

He went to a bar and mixed a couple of drinks, then turned back to me. “Does Keith get a drink?”

“Oh, Lord. No. I might let him have a warm beer if he’s a good girl, but…” I shrugged.

Randy laughed and shook his head. “A warm beer. I like that.”

He came back and handed me a glass. He sat down and we sipped and regarded each other. Keith might as well not have been there.

“So for the duration of this assignment I’m going to wear the pants. The pants, the strap on, everything.”

Randy nearly chocked on that one. He glanced at Keith again. Keith just stood with his head down, his head in his hands.

“Keith, you’re obnoxious. Go sit in that corner.” I pointed. Keith opened his mouth.

“Eight.”

“Eight?” Randy asked, as Keith went to the corner and sat down.

“And keep your legs closed. Even though that’s a culotte you have to present yourself properly.”

Randy snorted.

I turned to him and explained the numbers.

He nodded, glanced at Keith, then back at me. “So what can I do for you?”

“I don’t know. Keith had this meeting scheduled, and since I’m in charge of him I thought I’d better attend.

Randy nodded. He stood up. He walked around the room. He was in thought. He glanced at Keith and barked a laugh. Walked some more, then sat down on the couch. Closer to me. Close enough to put his hand on my knee.

“Let me tell you what I propose.”


PART TWO

“I like this idea. We’re in Los Angeles, there are a lot of Gays, Lesbians, Transgenders…everything. Would you consider having Keith do a series of articles on things of that, uh, nature?”

I raised my eyebrows.

“We could expand our sales, possibility of the articles being picked up by other agencies…I think it’s a good idea.”

“I might be interested in that. What would it entail?”

“Start with simple crossdressing, I can see he’s good at that, then we can expand. Have him transition, the company can even pop for some vacation boobs. Then we can explore sex, the various types of sex.” He turned to Keith, “How about it, Wimpy? Would you like to know about the sexual habits of the other side.”

“And how much money are we talking about?”

Randy didn’t even blink. He just named a sum that was ridiculous. I caught a side glance of Keith gasping.

I smiled, and considered. “How long would we keep him castrated?”

“That’s up to you. Might be fun to let him recover, have a few hard ons, then give him another shot. The point is that there are no limits to what you can do. Any type of lifestyle, any type of sex, there is a market waiting to hear about it.”

I nodded. “Okay. We’ll take this home and mull it over.”

“Here’s my personal number. Call any time.” He handed me a business card.

“Okey dokey.”

I stood up, Randy stood up. Keith got to his feet.

“Well, thank you,” Randy shook my hand, holding on to it a little longer than was proper. I didn’t mind.

“My thanks to you. I’m sure we’re going to come to an agreement pretty fast.”

“Excellent.”

He walked us out of the office.

The secretaries were all hard at work when we walked through the outer office. None of them looked up, but as we reached the far door I heard a soft voice call out, “Nice ass!”

Keith whirled around and glared.

“Nine,” I said.

Keith fell in line, and the girls all giggled.

We got in the car and Keith blurted, “I can’t believe you did that!”

“Ten.” But I knew this was actually a conversation we had to have.

“Can I…can I speak without you counting?”

I hadn’t started the car and I turned to him. “Within reason. But you’d better keep a civil tongue in your head.”

He took a breath, then began speaking softly.

“Look. I know you didn’t want me to do this assignment, and I understand now. I’ll tell Randy no, and we can get back to normal.”

“Not a chance.”

“What?”

“Didn’t you hear that offer? He’s going to pay you a years worth of wages. And all you have to do is go along with it, follow directions, and reveal your true feelings in articles.”

“Yes, but…he’s talking about vacation boobs and kinky sex and…”

“So?”

“What do you mean so?”

“You’re willing to sell your testicles for an article. I just got you 20 articles, 40 articles, at a better price per article. And you’re dragging your feet?”

“Well, but…do I still have to go through with the castration thing?”

Oh, baby. There it was. And it was a whammy inside my precious skull, too. On one hand, I had objected, strenuously, to his getting castrated. On the other hand, that seemed to be core to everything.

How could he write about this unless he got the full experience?

“Of course you do,” I snapped.

Surprisingly, he didn’t carry on. He just accepted my word and hung his head and that was that.

Man, I liked this power thing. Heck, for a feeling like this I’d have him castrated twice!

I started up the car and headed for home.

“What are we doing here?”

I had pulled over on Melrose. I pointed at the store on our right.

‘Jennette Bras.’

“What?”

“You need a proper fitting. You need your own wardrobe.”

“I can’t afford that.”

I smiled and pulled out the business card Randy had handed me. Keith looked on, aghast, as I tapped the number into my cell.

“You can’t—“

“Hi, Randy. Listen. We want to get Keith clothes for the assignment and…we can? Excellent. Oh, me? Why surely, and thank you. Sure Ta ta.” I hung up.

“What?”

“What a nice man. He even told me to get something for myself.”

“Eva, he’s hitting on you. He’s a lech. He’s going to try and get into your pants!”

“You’re the only one who’s getting into my panties,” I laughed at the double entendre. “But not for long…”

Still chuckling, I lead the way into Jennette’s.

An hour later we left, with a bag full of bras, and Keith wearing a new one under his blouse. Black, to really show through his sheer blouse.

“Okay, corsets.”

“You’re kidding,” he whispered.

“No…no. No joking here.”

I drove through town to Frederick’s of Hollywood, and, man, did I have fun.

We hustled poor Keith back to a fitting room and tried on lots of corsets.

“I can’t breath,” he gasped.

“Breath high and shallow, and don’t talk so much.”

His face took on a stunned quality as he tried to deal with his organs being shifted around.

But he did it, and we walked out of the store with him in a brand new corset. His waist was skinny, and would become skinnier. It even made it look like he had little boobs.

I loved it.

I loved all of it.

I was actually getting horny. Not just having a little slave boy following my every whim, but seeing him struggle, seeing his sexy, little waist. It was hot.

And, we bought a couple of wigs. Just a for a while. Until his own hair grew out.

And, shoes. Particularly high heels. I just loved the way he was stilted, his butt a little pooched, and he walked like he was afraid to walk.

And, finally, make up. Oh, this was going to be delicious.

And every once in a while I would call Randy and give him a progress report. We were spending money and I wanted to make sure everything was still copacetic.

It was, and it was quite pleasant having him flirt with me.

I started thinking about my sexual needs. Keith was going to be out of it for at least three months, and it sounded like the assignments would go on longer, so…what was I supposed to do?

Sure, I could have him get me off, but there is something about a real, live, flesh dick that is…perfect.

Sure, the dildo is the quick fix, and can be better in certain situations. But that warm feel of skin on skin…I needed that.

I had a feeling Randy would oblige me.

I sighed. But right now…I had to attend to my slave boy.

We arrived home late that night, and immediately got into the clothes. I had him try everything on. He was getting tired, and it was difficult putting things on while wearing the corset, but, hey…women have been doing this for eons. Why not men, right?

Finally, however, the night was late and it was time to sleep.

“Okay, Keith. I’m going to shower now. You may scrub my back.”

“I can get out of this thing?”

“Sure.”

I hopped into the shower and started soaping, and realized that Keith wasn’t there. I stuck my head out and called, “Keith!”

He came into the bathroom, tears streaming down his face, “I can’t get out of this thing!”

I had to laugh. He was so weak. “Come here,” and I undid a few laces. He was able to get the rest undone and finally get the corset off. He stepped into the shower, and his boner was jutting like a bowsprit.

“Crap,” I chortled. “Does that thing even bend?”

“I’m afraid to try,” he said. He might have the king of all boners, but he was very subdued.

“Aw, poor boy,” I grabbed his cock and started stroking.

He actually whimpered in relief, but when he started moving his hips back and forth I let go.

“Hey! Please!”

“Oh, stop your whining.”

“But…but…”

I looked at him and he stopped real quick. I hadn’t given him a number all afternoon, and he didn’t want to start me up again. Then he had a thought. “What about…are you going to…”

“Whip you? Of course.”

It sort of surprised me, that he brought it up, then I realized something: he probably wanted to get whipped.

I was starting to realize that my boyfriend had a few kinks. Kinks he was embarrassed about, maybe even ashamed of, but he had ‘em.

“Soap my back.”

He began soaping. His hands felt downright delish, running over my flesh like that. I turned around.

“Clean my boobs.”

Oh, baby, did he love that. And I even let him suck my nipples a bit.

Finally, I pushed him away. “Finish up and let’s get to your punishment.”

He stood, very chastened, when I got out of the shower and dried myself off.

I dried, dropped the towel on the floor for him to put away, and sauntered into the bedroom. For his first spanking I wanted something he would truly remember. I figure his own belt would do it. Every time he buckled his belt, from here on out, he would be thinking of the pain it had caused him.

He had left his pants from the other day by the side of the bed. I made a mental note to make him clean everything up, and took the belt out of the loops.

I smacked it on my hand. Ow! Good and stiff and thick.

He came into the bedroom. He was afraid to look at me.

“Come along,” I spoke in a no nonsense fashion.

I walked into the living room and pointed at the couch. “Hang over the back.”

He moved slowly, but I didn’t have to raise my voice. He bent over the couch and I stepped up and placed a hand on his ass.

“This is for your own good.”

He didn’t say anything.

“You’ve got to learn to be polite and well mannered.”

Nothing.

“I’d prefer that you didn’t make noise. And I don’t want to have to tie you down.

He didn’t say anything.

So I made a few ‘whooshes’ through the air, then I laid into him.

SMACK!

He howled.

SMACK!

I didn’t spank him as hard as I could have. I didn’t want to risk cutting the skin, and I didn’t want him panicking. So I hit him more for noise.

SMACK…SMACK! On through to ten times.

I tossed the belt on the floor and said, “You need to clean this place up.”

He started to sit up, then stopped. No sitting for him. He stood up. The look in his eyes…

“What?”

He just started sobbing. All his male bravado out the window, he was a little boy and felt like one.

There is a time to spank, and a time to wank. I know, bad saying, but you get the idea. I went to him and held him. He bent his head and cried into my shoulder. Great big sobs, shuddering sobs, and he couldn’t stop.

“It’s okay. It’s all done now.”

Finally, he started to slow down.

And, you know…spanking acts like ‘make up sex.’ It just reduces the man to a pathetic place, and he comes out of that place needing to be loved, and I almost wished I could have fucked him. It would have felt so good, after smacking his ass that way. But I couldn’t. My man had made his bed, so let him lay in it.

That week was most enjoyable. I went shopping, I taught Keith about make up, I had a maid, not just a servant but a maid, waiting on me hand and foot.

Furthermore,  I was getting more sex than I had ever had in my life. Every night I used my vibrator, or had him use his mouth and fingers, and I had orgasm after orgasm. A couple of times I woke up in the morning and wanted sex, and once I demanded it right in the middle of the afternoon.

Most surprisingly, however, was the fact that I didn’t get to spank Keith. He simply fell into line and stopped talking back. Sometimes he looked at me with a bit of resentment, sometimes with sorrow. Whatever, he was liking this new lifestyle. I knew he was, or he would have complained, or revolted in some manner, but he didn’t, so I knew.

Tell the truth, I was a little leery of it all coming to an end.

What if he got the shot and wanted to stop being my maid?

Could I handle it?

Would I still love him?

I wasn’t sure if I loved him now. At least, not in the same way.

I had gained a maid, but…but it was like he wasn’t a man anymore.

Then Randy started calling me, and we started talking into the wee hours. Keith would be polishing my shoes, or washing my underwear by hand, and he would hear me giggling and laughing, but he didn’t say anything. One more proof that he was no longer the man I had thought he once was.

At ten in the morning we paid a visit to a Doctor Amsler. He was an old German, wore the white coat, and didn’t seem to care.

But, then, maybe you need to find a doctor who doesn’t care if you want a chemical castration.

“Gut morning,” he said, barely glancing at me, hardly noticing that Keith was wearing a dress. He gave Keith a shot, bid us good day and walked out.

“Well,” I said, as Keith picked up his purse, “that was certainly anti-climactic.

Keith said nothing. I think reality had finally hit home.

We walked out of the office, two girls, and got into our…my…car.

“Well, shall we go home and have a fuck?”

“What?”

“It will probably take a little time for the shot to take effect, how about we go roll in the hay?”

He grinned, but it was sort of a sad grin.

We arrived home and I headed for the bedroom.

“You’re serious,” he said, following me.

“You bet your booty I’m serious. Come on, get your dress off. In fact, don’t bother. Just drop your drawers and lift your skirt.”

I laid face down on the bed and waited.

I heard the rustle of clothes, then I felt him step up to me.

“It’s not real hard.”

“Doesn’t have to be. Just get it in. I need to get off.”

“You need to get off,” he whispered, incredulously, and he pushed forward.

It was like fucking a dick made of chewing gum. It bent this way and that, it slithered out, it folded up.

“Fuck.” I could hear the desperation in his voice.

“Come on,” I was grinning into the mattress.

And, finally, he did it. It felt small and inconsequential, more like a used Tampon than a dick.

“Okay, come on. Do the old in and out.”

He tried. God how he tried. He was gasping and gulping and I could his intensity, the spirit was willing, but the flesh was not.

He finally flopped out.

I turned and stared at it. It was sort of cute, hanging there like a big dick, but not. I had a feeling it was going to be doing some shrinking over the next few days.

“I guess the shot did work fast.”

“Well, that’s okay. You can still get me off.”

Oh, the look on his poor face. He wanted sex, his dick might not be much, but his mind was horny…he dutifully got down on his knees and ate me.

It was saddest orgasm I ever had in my life. I could simply feel the sadness of him while he ate and used his fingers.

And, in a way, it was a great orgasm.

Not because it was earthshakingly violent, not because I felt turned inside out and upside down, but because it signified all the control I had.

Who would have ever suspected that control is sexy?

I sort of had, but not really, not to the extent that I was understanding it now.

After he got me off he crawled up beside me and held me.

But I knew what he needed. He didn’t need to hold me, he needed to be held.

“It’s okay,” I soothed, speaking sincerely, but not meaning it. “Some day you’ll get your boner back. Some day you’ll be a man.”

He didn’t say anything, and I could feel my shoulder getting wet. He was crying.

But there is one more chapter to this saga.

We went places and did things. We went to parties, got introduced to  gays and lesbians and trans people, and Keith was quite open about what he was doing and why.

He started to enjoy it.

He enjoyed the admiration people gave him for standing up for criminals, for fighting the fight against chemical castration. He also enjoyed the company of a different class of people.

He had women wanting to feel him. To make love to him. To take him home and cuddle with him.

And he had men wanting the same.

He had trouble with the man thing, I think his mind was still male, but after one particular party where he was the main attraction, I told him to go home with a woman. Right in the middle of the party. People around us and everything. Some woman was hitting on him, and I said, “Keith, why don’t you go along and make her happy?”

We were standing in a group of six or eight people and everybody stared at me.

“Lord knows you can’t fuck me, and I love our cuddling, but…spread the wealth around. Go home and make her happy.”

I heard a few murmurs, but Keith and I were locked in gaze. We were in our own world.

“Do you mean it?” he whispered.

“Sure.”

“But…what does this do to our relationship?”

“I think our relationship has changed sufficient that we both need to redefine ourselves.”

“What?”

“I’m going to go now. Call me if you need a ride tomorrow morning.”

“Where are you going?”

“I think you know.”

He did know. Randy.

After a long second he simply nodded.

He stayed to be with another woman, and, the poor sap, he couldn’t fuck her. But he would make her happy. He was getting pretty darned accomplished with his tongue.

And I had to have a man, and Randy wanted me. He had told me so several times.

I had told him to pay Keith more, which he did, and which eventually ended up in my coffers. But now I had to fulfill my end of the unspoken bargain.

I had to fuck another man. I would get to feel a real dick exploring my innards. I would drop to my knees and suck, I would spread my legs and let him take me. I was so horny I was…driven.

I needed to fuck.

But that wasn’t the last chapter of this saga.

I received a phone call the next morning. It was Keith. I was exhausted, my hole felt like magic, and I forced myself to get in the car and retrieve him.

He was waiting for me outside her apartment.

He got into the car and I have never seen such a sad face.

“What’s wrong?” I was actually a little alarmed. I figured he had found out he had cancer or something.

“Monica,” that was her name, “Wanted to fuck me.”

“Well, of course. They all do. So…wait a minute.” I looked at him.

He nodded. “She had a strap on and she wanted to use it on me.”

“So did you?”

“I was scared.” His eyelids filled with moisture. I had noticed that he was becoming more emotional these days.

“So you…oh, my gosh. Well, we’ll have to do something about that.”

We didn’t talk much after that. I drove, and thought, and he was immersed in his own problems. Problem.

It actually surprised me to consider what his problem was. He was a virgin. And aren’t all virgins scared?

We walked into the apartment and I told him to make us a couple of drinks. He did, and we went out on the patio. The patio, where this had all begun months ago.

We sipped, and we chatted a bit.

“Do you like this? Being castrated?”

“There is a joy to it. I never expected that something like this would happen, but when sex isn’t involved you get…deeper, I guess is the word…with people. You start to experience a subtle joy, a line of actual heat, right in the middle of your chest, and it grows and grows.”

“So what are you going to do when next month comes and your dick starts to grow?”

“I don’t know. I honestly don’t know. On one hand, I know I’m not a real man anymore. But what am I?”

“A human being?” I ventured.

“Yes, I suppose.” But he was just talking.

To sex or not to sex. That is the question. That’s how Willie Shakespeare would have phrased the question.

“Well,” I said, when our drinks were done. “Would you like another drink before we deflower you?”

He stared at me with glittering black eyes. Inscrutable eyes. His thoughts large bu mysterious.

“You’re going to fuck me?”

“Somebody has to. You can’t go around disappointing young maidens like you did last night.”

“Oh. Yeah. I guess I did disappoint her.”

“But once we have taught you the joys, perhaps I should say the ‘ins and outs,’ of sex, then she can try to seduce you again. Or, if not her, I’m sure there are other women in the world who would like to own you.”

“Own me,” he stated contemplatively. He abruptly looked directly at me. “We can write my name on bathroom walls.”

I laughed. “Yes, we can. For a good time call…”

“And some day I’m going to have to learn to suck dick, and to take something that is a bit more than plastic up my pooper.”

“God, that’s gross. Couldn’t you say ‘love canal?’ Or something.”

“Maybe after I have been convinced that it is a love canal.”

And that was the moment. Push had come to shove.

“Get up and go into the bedroom. Stay a woman. Stay dressed.”

He took a big breath, then stood up. I studied him as he stood before me. He still didn’t have vacation boobs, let alone permanent ones, but that day was coming. I knew it was.

Still, he had a trim body. The corset had made it difficult to eat, he wasn’t chunky to begin with, and his hair had grown out to where it could be styled in a bob.

His lips were plumped up and red. He was wearing breast forms, but that was okay. Anything to have a girly shape.

He turned and walked away, and I stood and followed him.

He had a sexy, high heeled walk, his butt moving side to side. It was a very feminine walk. No sign of the balls that had formerly held his legs apart.

We entered the bedroom.

“Okay, babe,” I said. “You know the drill. Up the bed on all fours. Panties down and dress up.”

He got up on the bed and assumed the position.

I went to the bottom dresser drawer and pulled out the vibrator, and the harness I had not yet used. I strapped it on and he…she…watched me.

I smiled at her. “Want to suck it first?”

“Can I?”

“Of course you can.”

She wheeled around, sat on the edge of the bed and leaned down. She opened her mouth and I pushed my dick into it.

A quick gag, but she held steady. Shortly I was letting her head go back and forth. I watched as her red lips pleasured my unfeeling member.

Yet, in my mind, it was feeling. It was the sexiest blow job I had ever seen.

Finally, she looked up at me. Trusting, waiting.

“Okay.”

She whirled back around to the all fours and waited.

I slapped a glob of lube in her butt, pushed it in, swirled it around. Then I slathered the stuff on my own dick.

I looked at her, so gorgeous, with her little manhood hanging down. I wondered if it really would get big again. Probably. But I didn’t think I would care. Randy was filling me up quite nicely now, thank you.

I shifted her buns a bit, held on to her waist, and I drove it gently home.

“Oh…Oh…” Keith blurted. His arms were shaking, his legs were shivering.

I slid it in further.

“Oh…I can’t…I can’t…”

But he could, and I bottomed out. Plastic balls right up against his little marbles.

“How’s it going?” I asked, waiting a bit, letting him get used to it.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck.”

I smiled, and waited, and I felt him start to relax.

I began to fuck him. Back and forth, in and out, sliding that big, veined thing into him, watching him wiggle as his love canal accepted the brute.

Shortly he was loving it. Shortly he was groaning and pushing back, and I relaxed and enjoyed myself.

This was good.

Every woman should fuck a man.

The weaker men, they should be convinced to do what is best for them. I was starting to believe in the possibilities of chemical castration.

Only the stronger men would be left, like Randy.

But the weaker men…? Huh.

Surprisingly, while I was thinking these happy thoughts, he actually came.

“Oh…oh…”

“What?”

“I think I’m cumming.”

“Really?”

“Really! It feels sort of warm, like an orgasm, but softer. And I think I’m leaking something.

When I pulled out, a few minutes later, I looked under his penis. Yep, there was a very small patch of fluid.

“It’s not much,” I said. I put my finger on it and then touched my finger to my tongue. “Yes, it tastes like semen, but there’s so little.”

“Wow. I can cum again.”

“Well, yes. But I’m not sure. What if I just pushed on the prostate and that forced a bit of sperm out of you.”

“Well, yeah, but I have sperm! Does that make me a man?”

I didn’t answer, just looked at him.

In his mind he was holding on to something. But I didn’t think there was much to hold on to.

But…maybe he was a man. Sort of.


EPILOGUE

Keith did eventually get his boner back. And it was right on time. Three months almost to the day.

But, as I had suspected, it didn’t mean much.

He was no longer a man in my mind, so I didn’t want to let him fuck me. He did get some ladies to let him fuck them, and he seemed less than thrilled with the experience, and he got the shot again. This time for six months. And he got vacation boobs. Good for a month, but I suspected he would get permanent boobs when the month was up.

And he became fairly famous for the articles he was turning in. Gays and Lesbians and trans and criminals loved him.

He had taken a stand and come out the other end. But the other end wasn’t what he had thought it would be.

END
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I hope you liked these little tales.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take
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HAVE A HORNY DAY!
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

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.
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